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€k!wp«r f 8 life, but little or no work h m \mm 4o»« on 
Hie actual taxi of the poema- It mmwS' worth while 
therefor© to collect them scattered po&mn m& print limit 
with the neat amvenicntly in cm© volume; to lUiliae the 
new fata by carefully toting thereby the dafa hitherto 
accepted for I he composition of the pr«m#; and to examine 
the text afresh *u4 if poaaib}* ■mmlitute it <m mmuiit 
principles, 

The poems first here oolfatod do not* with two or thtve 


exceptions md much to Cowper'a poetic ntmiathm ; hut 
the aim of tMss aeries in to provide complete text*, *ml 
reader* of the Ox roan Cowritit have Mot* them every 
^>«*i of hia hitherto r " * 



lliil; a aoarch through v*ari*»ua magname# ami periodicala «*f 
lh« time, specially 1%# Omtikmm'M haaftn* hk4 

ttW'to give earlier iktw than have hitherto Htwa known for 
tli# first publication of mmiy of the inimdlaitetouft pr^nia ; 
*««1 the first publiahod mmbm extern abnim a kr&y number 
«i variafctoiia from later vuiwuma, 1 cannot hope u have' 
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If '■ PMEFACK 

OmmdmMm *4 *M# pm Wi Mftfttftjr **• ****■ 

tiovi <* ttN» i mn. It 4* Hi the md pwm *u 

i:k*ta of ?ta# i#*t ifcat 1 Mpe ***** «w4* ****** * 

m mf I ton* #■ n#i* *4 mmz'm, 

m. ehrmmk '%\l the of mil the emit 

m nil ihm Afccmtfou* of lUflry mod eteem t 

«A a dtrcmW# wottM new *w pmifxim m& 

w<*M uk« W m knthm%hU <tat*l *4 lt«t in tV 

«l itm ■ fe’irrted in tJeetw # mil 

Variant# w'Ki.<4 uidfa*** * 4. r?m4s»« tarn* * 

fop#** : wtaet* tfh> edil**T^4>wft «r>d If my I#** « 

Jahnmn *w*4 liayiey <4 «*tt**J «r nmtif n^d mih i 
it y t print different wmon* <4 %wrnh%immm prmm, t*m 
' vw !w Im followed thnmgbw the r**w, ' fW 
r»mt)tA from th« otlii?* hwn$ pkmd m the tu?tm . **»d, 
m mlrndy rmA'mgn, mrdtmg ***hd thmgm (tvm 

rntlf prints or MB* t**pkm me mthm m the IwA- 
no\m nr mi ill# m& <4 itoe volume, Thu* mn mmq4 
l»i (or the Hr*i tnm bmn made u* pnpp'if * w^nt* nij 
full «r»tio*l »ppmmt« ’. 

For the U*.*l of the a onotmtiwd in the tm* v 4 x$m#» 
fttthttahodi bf Dnieper hmmli I Hnv# Mtow#4 tit# r«|%l *v< 
edition 4 aI« 4 ItWft Then** Were •rdrum edition* *4 «m«b 
volume before IW4 . 17*2 and oddnm *4 

■met* roletne »fmfwio!f)* 1?^# (fir«* 

I7K», nm, 171*1 1 71*4-1 *7IW <^k n»„ (2)V. THmw- 

f«j| into two mum ■^mps fp?w (I7^> i<* 

forming ilw ft ml grm*f% ilm w'wiwkr ih« mano*l 

The mmx-wA grtmp 4iffom Ipum t he itwi tmwwlf l*y 
mlofHirm <4 n 4h$h0y m*,tr*i mi' warn?- 

fipdlitm mini a km tu|^i«M!4 putw^m^Utm ; mcfomt tU0k* . 
rmctm *4 vm fvry f<tw, w W mwm t f/ y «nfwws 
ticm 4 tb ctiftwiil 'So 4^14. *4 

mvd were w& ' 4fft«!t«l3r hf %\m%m 

ftiniMlI or mm bf hk frmgh ; mi mt r*u thtiv ^ t»* 
tlimi flint Oompe^r mm iIia proolm *4 mf Iwai 

thm irM» tidiiim 4 emh tdnmm, «wl me ki^w 
mmy hit wpfrqjhfo tw th&m in Joftn-«4i f.h# psililttlif''? 1 \ 
wim itmiMmm.imdmmi m tlity mm? <* n 

hm uta rMpottA^f . lint tk fii»A pwin ^14^1 
AefAwJ tarter edition* <*« pp.. %%%*}' aim <m\f hnre hmn 

otatftlned tram mm or oliwr of. 0<w$: *erV 
Newtim, Imdy ll^c^tr* m dolin' JcA»w» ; «wl the IHl 

* Er»^ ism-vt m eumlmr 4 vAitnefA j liw 

*xd w& 

■ v wb, \\* unit tut u tmt ta«*r 4w« r«i t«w» < I iV^ 

s? 3V# hrttirr* |#4., WtfttftH'U, tit*. . 



PREFACE f 

W4it in th# pmmmmm * 4 *4 t§t« <k$gJt mckidrt* 

two » f> m »1 * 17m mhtm% h Ife w« may Qh& 

OiW$wr'® tnm#Ato m:A pm.h*p* Cmw$w himself hd m 
tohimimn to ill© mwmr <Ayfo ; mnl w« *r*. Usmkw 'mi 
vtfei|»ll€«I to gm tit# to &.i Ml American mt wjUt *tm*r*t/ 
* hijWtfi MmliM>?, Ax\* »«( to ftirint * mAft " 

4 ww,* 'rWtlwi**’ mi 4 other #|» 53 mjr* whicfe check the 
reader, when nme-tontlw <4 the t**t. >* speli to 

mmlrnn nm$w\ In pimtimi4rm the m<«m\ $mnp f $*$&+ 
ciaHy in I^id f T't'dAt Ax* , tond* to W. tTtorc !$&& 

4 f ft#? formal to «pp*$. nrhi^'h nowMliif* cover* »n:i* T«4p;«*» 
wnw »d**ut 4 -difficult irabj««l); and' (Vw^r $ heWw 
coaplwi* mx; <mw *»iprtn‘«4. hf % frwjttisni sm« of srfojm, 

ilir% btoftfe v«m i« Icm* Jtoumljr atopped, %« to natural ; 
md i l*c wx«#l group* if ftutttwhal mr,1m#4 to snwt 
untn«*w^ry marks mt the tmimtmm at the 

<>m-wm and the num-egfaii tot murm t\mrl$\ t*i ttw? benefit 
*4 45V*. rhy? fern *. 

Tim ro>*4 *v<» trillion of HKfc* Han twnm ctoea rather 
than my? other in the *o«xmd group for several rfeusm A 
enmi^-nson <4 if with tlm tmi showed eltmrly that apteral 
|:.®.irv« hmi U«*m t^cn m pmtUnf it* mm 3 |'»*mu 4 dftm), 
•«uch *-4 the elmon of *o ? in prptorito caixtifally 

Mtotvhri to. It hm & tor tivme hands* »rn*» &.pgH*.ar%?ic*‘* than 
any previous iriitvm. ft* frwSoni from misprint* i.t shown 
Ivy nry ’when? 1 have sttoinptiMi to irw|w>n -all xr.rl»l 

errors thM. ^'*onar ; sb^dtito?|'% thmm in no doubt, a fair mini* 
toxv ‘hm ihvtvt in few ; the 17*6 wfitson 

nn|“wn*l!y J*r?nito* with ithspnnt^ and th« I7^i 'voluuw 
ham mm}%: m s|»tto of' the Ikt of errata which fires 
■a ialsrt «r «f Jwxnim*y lo the enitlshn. The wlirr ediikms 
of the iM*cv»n4 froup mta4 i4 the mwpnnk *4 ilw 

first gxxrtip, hwt. .mfrN4p.ce inany <4 their own ; fhosr'wre 
iV4. nx»rih njw.ifymf, mif nk»ne than those *4 the hist 
Hit «,?!*, A srnfle mM«uw will show the 
with winch Cow |*ct *s | 4 xs'.tf:s sen: ncWt : I tut gr«W tnis- 

1 ^s«:‘ .Mr.. W'.njk'ht's* Xvto p. #>|. 

? liy'l m M»1K| list'd >.|W‘i5h>4tf l:«v?.^'t^.V« %htS^KK'h‘^l all. 

*s|i> aird S^J't, 1 InU* t#*wr 4 t to P;t 4 w 5 * it ; 

this wo<xwnat> i««* *■ frito/ * tfukhT and » f<w otljers. ■ 

* 'OcwrperV I'i^rs. views, on the |nivciimt:;s;(*n Vdaftk ixww* a« 
erxwaswd m s ?<?t tor to Vn^m <4 t"vi,, I7M f i'MU-t*. ii. jv. 

* OmfMf thcswt'hciiily Held rtr*ft*r yip^n on flu* |*nwt. which 

fee iH4 »>t mrr* mi m tmni: w»p hi^ let tor t/? 1.,.^!^ I'l'tmkrtiy 
April *% 17*$ ti^kr-e's, jjfe (ii. w-b^r^i* h^m^nium^ vmUv'wm 

m liii 'nAwmiMw of the V it? fekv * idiwspd/ mh4 

4*4'm4m kimmU cm the framd that 4i.4un m-isrfet hws! hwriimata 
iitftf'j ■ But the htwi twm c?f the tawnsa 

r«»to i,i < f ths V* with tor sniHwiwiwf rwjtnte.. 

0«txw»si.r» immurrrtorjrm* or t.V'tofgr#rhv’. fwnr.t r. 



prim 9k tlM) mh *m ®Mtm4 t- 

«mfl ti* m» mkkimm md iImm m$$ in m 
*mdm «%*> 

Hi# tiw wm pmm iMm. 

pmnmn hmm (mm p, mill ; md 1 iwm 

♦M* finest- md fmm that mitUtm bmm 4 mu? 4 m lim fm$ <4 
O^tp^i i itmi tl» pB$4ta4i«r, « &t t&* 

wirnkml %m p%%Am* m «mI pmftm * 

*Hfc #4iik i ?n C:/f $4* g^»j* «m .pj.wiWff ; aim} with thi* 

. -M&frrtd from Ijwlf ***4 **ife«r Ifi^A <4 

C«*w$»r, mmw pwmm Amt mihm hmd *h4.- 

IKTiniiMl Motewr h*4 twji i» * muhmn mmt-m 

wiA th® $m&, Ybi* i$ *4 wmrm mim? , W 

JpJmmm., wills, m mmlmfcf twm in |M*h3»mUer^ mml wm-*^ m$ 
U* mpk nrAktng. *4 thmm *44iU<m*l $Mmm* 

«n Ura Uil# {i^»<ir in m pmdmm, mul mrm% wmit* frw $1# 
list. *4 Ae tiAws .<4 (to ptwmd m ^al, I *& *n 

App^mdi*, wpmmtif Waw**** ils# wm dtwmky 

pnnud mhm fat €kt«rair«wl to mli. thm Appmdi*- 
Wm pwmm |mnt#di in Ckmp «r*« itftttavv i ml- not 





hmm Wm printod in tlm ApfMMfftiA mi iwci aritfc* will 
ngmM \mt gata*r*liy 

I'mimirim ptmi hk« Co* par fill rawltndty Ubw iJtt hulk 
*4 !» vmi in merit. But m<mt «4T the matento of Umi 


Appendix imt* »w«liinM honlljr iot#lligiliI« with* 

mi, iba *d tl» k*tom its wtoli t key mm written* 
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m Hr. Ev R win but «**> HJ§t§, <ef *l * 

Tmmkt%-mm limn Mmhmm Qmm m4 mMmt $ nmm , u 
Vmm < a Ikiwip#f far hm kmm «f m mMmmm of 

0»r#*r** k44*r* to Jmeph Hili fnm mkmh I f*n«t f< » 
Umi lust fte* Hit rkfminf tatter <n* p$>. $M ~& ; to M im P. 
Honm Smitti for «dUtotiftg ******1 sw«ttt* «* Ut« Itaitwefc 
Mimvuii; to Mr. J, €< *>f (,Wf^ 

•# -faun tang mmtml** tar mm* 

Mf rm 4i#psst«l front* ; *twl f# 

Mtftitiitt&n md U<Mm A HtengM<*ti tar $»r* 

mbm<m to mtacta tfcw vm ' IV « l#%lt ($r IS { I% mm! * 
tnifmmpl'ijff i*km fimw I«ti«n tirwt. |am»te4 
in Mr. Wright** <x^tnf4ni« n&iiiion trf Itawjw*# 

L*M3y. 1 thank mmi h«*rt£ly tit# o^Uhtmium 
•nwrftte c*>ltatM*n« *r*4 isr^rirffi'iif Islmw tav* stmi® 
ihin U*k ptWHlblit *»4 plmmml* 

II, & M. 

0&tar4* 

July, Ite* 
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TABLE TALK 

17$L PnU»>h*4 I7H2.J 

Hi W f&rt* wM mwAm> 

Ahjiw&it'h 'tah *,. 33$**it. IX 

A, Yof u >1*1 ifist, 1 mnomlnw, glory. built' 

"On m Ifii h prim iplm m *I»mm* wi4 guilt; 

Th^ 4mniM that mm a4iai.ro m tmlf <lmra© 

Sfurlc rnrnnht, brwttuw* in thoir 4rw;r, 

8iraiigo (tartrtoo thw l that without wrapW Umw 
Tte huoml tliiil lb© very I igh tiling ttfNUtas : 

Briagu down the wtraior'fc trophy to' tin© <Iu*t, 

And ©tits into l:ik bloody swonl tike, nmi , 

.11. 1 grant that ,, m©» <x;mirumg' what ifaoy mr©» 
'Fterw* avariciini*, jirrrnd, thm* tnwt lie wary 10 
And iicnw infant the rule should. 'In? applied 
"To him that fight* with justice on him «il 4 
I^t laurel*, dmiclrd in pum dcwm, 

Itemwl lik nmnr}\ daw toevty nmm\ 

Who* with a <snwnug& of tiiMitatea root, 
la h*,mmr*n field mrmmig imffrtn (mt. 

Plant# i% upon the lino that ju^tine drowg; 

Ajwt will prevuil or j x?rkh in her o&u*©, 

,; Tte to the virtual of mvh mm\ rmm *mm 
Ills jKWtlofi la, the gkxl that heaVn 1 

Ami mkm runminm liktory dkjitay* 



i TABLE TA,K 

The glam that bids nan mark the fleeting hour 
And Beat k'H own scythe, would tester «*«* »«** 

Thm grace a» bcmyj&tomio p»t: 

With the War’s shouWer kaot and gay oodtade . 
Clothe the twin brethren in each others dress, 

The same their occupation and mean* 

A THs your belief the world wa* made for man ; 
Kings do but reason on the self-same plan : 
Maintaining yours, you cannot thrir » condemn. 
Who think, or seem to think, man made for them. 

B. Seldom, ala* ! the jfow'r of logic reign* 5* 
With much sufficiency in royal brains : 

Such reas'ning falls like an inverted cone, 

Wanting its proper base to stand upon. 

Man made for kings ! those optics arc but dim 
That tell you so— say, rather, they for him. 

That were indeed a king- ennobling thought. 

Could they, or would they, reason as they ought. 
The diadem, with mighty projects lin'd. 

To catch renown by raining mankind. 60 

Is worth, with all its gold and glittring store.. 

Just what the toy will sell for. and no more. 

Oh! bright occasions of dispensing good, 

How seldom us’d, how little understood 
To pour in virtue's lap her just reward ; 

Keep vice restrain’d behind a double guard ; 

To quell the faction that affront* the throne 
By silent magnanimity alone ; 

To nurse with tender care the thriving art*. 

Watch every l*»m philosophy import* ; ; ?t» 

To give religion her unbridled scope, ' 

Nor judge by statute a believers hope ; 

With close fidelity and love unfeign u, 

To keep the matrimonial bond unstain'd ; 

Covetous only of a virtuous praise, 

His life a lemon to the land ho sways ; 

To touch the sword with oonadentious awe, 

Nor draw it but, when duty bids Mm draw ; 

To sheath it in the peace- restoring close 
With joy beyond what victory bestows ; ■ m 
Blest country, where these kingly glories shine ; 
Blest nghrnd, if this happiness he thine ! 

A. Guard what you say : the patriotic trite 
Will sneer, andcharge you with abrihe. — B. A trite f 
The worth of his three kingdoms I defy. 

To lure me to the baseness of a lie. 

And, of all lies (be that one poet's boast) 

The lie that flatters 1 abhor the most. 




«W, 1 C 4 UOW 

Wit, imdiitii 
Tli# guilty m 
1 grant the u 
And we can 

While Alfred’# name, the father of hi# age 
And the Sixth Edward*# grow ih* historic 

A, King# 1 
By their owi 

B. True. ' 

Bin 

And many a 

Add**, aa lie t „ r , __ . 

A Mibjeet # fault* ii nnhjKrt may pmehiim* 
A monamhV 
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to rank*. 
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iw 


if guande, 

Maying, at beet of drtu», ttair inertial prento, 

‘ | wad standing «* if Hack to stone, 

WMte eonaflfieBBdtog majesty took* «u j 
If monarchy consist in mah mm thing*, 

StofafeK, I say again, i pity king# ' 

'■ To te saspectol, thwarted, am] Withstood, 

■ ' E’ea when no labours for his country’s guod; 
Tcms* a band, call'd patriot, for no canto, 

But that they catch at, popular applause, . 

■ Careless of all th* anxiety he took. 

Hook disappointment <m the public wheel* ; 

With all their flippant flue® cv of tongue, 

Moat confident, when palpably .mot* wrong 
If this be kingly, then farewell for me 
All kingship : and may I be poor and free 5 
To be the Table Talk of clubs up stairs, 

To which th' unwattb’d artificer repairs. 

T’ indulge Ms genius after long fntigwv 
By diving into cabinet intrigue ; 

(For what kings deem a toil, as well they may, 

To him k relaxation and mere play) 

To win no praise when well -wrought plans prevail, 
But to be rudely censur’d when they fail ; 

To doubt the love his fav’rftes may pretend, 

. : And in reality to find no Mend tm 
If he indulge a cultivated taste, 

His gaU’rtos with the work* of art. well grac’d, 

To hear it call’d extravagance and waste ; 

If these attendants, and if such as these, 

Must follow royalty, then welcome mum: 

However humble and confin’d the sphere. 

Happy the state that hag not these to fear, 

A. Thus men, whose thoughts contemplative haw* 
| dwelt 

' : : On situations that they never felt, 

; Start up sagacious, cover’d with the dust m 
Of dreaming study and pedantic rust, 

And prate and preach about what other* prove, 

As tf the world and they were hand and glove. 
Leave kingly Itacks to cope with kingly mam , 
¥hef faaw ttw weight to carry, subjects their's ; 

■ ■ Poets, of all men, ever least regret 
toereasing taxes and the nation’s debt, 
gndd you contrive the payment, and rehouse 


toy plan, oracular, in verse, 


UTtittr- 


W stuck] struck 17M 1?M. 
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Wten admirals*, extol! 4 for ntmmUng *tm. 
Or doing nothing with a deal of cdtijtt ; 

Wets J ral,s; who will not <*#iotser when they ■ 
Firm friends to |mw^, to pIwuM?, atul $zm:n 
When fm*lora. , wounded a Immi Up 
Though alone mn find out wiser 
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One atop beyond the bouod'ry of Uw law* 

Ins him at mm ta'ftwriom** j&xrkm-wam; 

Thus proud prerogative, not much tw«r‘i 280 
Is seldom felt, though sometime* seen and hwud • . 
And in his cage, like parrot fine and gay, 

Is kept, to strut, look Mg, and talk away. 

Born in a climate softer far than <>nr'«. 

Not form'd like us, with such Herculean pow'rs. 
The Frenchman, easy, debonair, and brisk . . 
Give him his lass, his fiddle, and his frisk, ' , 

Is always happy, reign whoever may, 

And laughs the sense of mia’ry far away : . 

He drinks his simple bev'rage with a gust , 240 

And, feasting on an onion and a crust , 

We never feel th" alacrity and joy 

With which he shouts and carols, Vim !<■ Rt »y, 

Fill’d with as much true merriment and glee. 

As if he heard his Mug say— Slave, he free. 

Thus happiness depends, as nature shows. 

Less on exterior things than most suppose. 

Vigilant over all that he has made, 

Kind Providence attends with gracious aid ; 

Bids equity throughout hie works prevail, 250 
And weighs the nations in an even scale ; 

He can encourage alav’ry to a smile, 

And fill with discontent a British We. 

A. Freeman and slave, then, if the owe be such, 
Stand on a level ; and you prove too much ; 

If all men indiscriminately share 
His fost'ring pow’r, and 'tutelary cane. 

As well he yok'd by despotism's hand, 

As dwell at large in Britain’s charter'd land. 


The mind attains, beneath her happy reign, 

The growth that nature meant she should attain ; 
The varied fields of science, over new, 

Op’nfng and wider owning on her view, 

She ventures onward with a prosp’rous fo«», 
While no base fear impedes her in her course : 
Religion, richest favour of the skies, 

Steads most reveal'd before the freeman's eves : 

No shades of superstition blot the day, 2?0 

Iaberty chases all that gloom away ; 

The soul, emancipated, uaopprew’d, 

Free to prove all things and hold fast the hast, 
^ams much ; and, to a thousand list’ning minds. 
Communicates with joy the good she finds. 



If in ttumly 
Clkiriotis us 
Ilia sprite 
Girard* wi? 

And freetk™ r — 

Slave* fight for what were better cast away- 
The chain flint him!# them* audit tymit-a sway ; 
But 'they, that fight for undertake 

The noblest eat t» mankind can have at , 
Religion., virtue, 'truth* whatever. w<? cal! 

A Womng— f mdom ' m of all. 

Oh liberty ! the piknerk pleasing dream* 

The ^pofd; 'a mutte* hfa %'mimnn and hfa theme ; 

(ikrhiua fa thine, and thou art fancy h mtrrny : $SNi 


Heroic mmg from thy tree txmrh lexpirra* 

It* clearest lone, the rapture it inspires ; 

Place me where winter breathes hfa keenest air* . 
And 1 will King, if lilierty he there ; 

And 1 will King; at Hlwrtyk dear feat. 

In Africa torrid clime, or India* florae*! heat. 

A, Sing where yon please, in such a m\m* 1 grant 
An Englfah poet's privilege to rant ; 

But fa not t m^lom — at least, fa not our fa, :$on 

Too apt hi play the mmtnn with her pm'fa, 

Grow fwsikfah, and, ofarl«iping evYy' mound. 
Spread anarchy and terror all around ? 

M, Agreed. lint, would yon sell or slay yourdiorwe 
for bounding and airvetting in hfa wmrie ; 

Or if, when ridden -with min* 

He break away, and •week the distant plain ■! 

Ho, , Ufa high mettle., under good, wntmitl, • |go*l, 
Gives. him Olympic speed, and shoot* him u* the 
Lot discipline employ her wind wane arte.,' ;tiu 
'Let inagfatmtm' alert perform their parte* 

Not tdculk or put on a prudential mask*- 
As ,If their duty were a desp'rate task ; 

'Let active laws apply the needful curb 
To mard the peace that riot would disturb . 

And liberty, preserv'd twin wild exvvm. 

Shall :rmm no feints for armies to suppnm 
When tosmilt lately burst, 'hfa prison dour, ■ 

And .set plebeian thousand* in a- rmr : 

When he usurp'd authority's just place, ' 

And dar*d to look his master in. the face ; 

When the rude' rabbled woitch-word was— destroy. 



Liberty Mush’d. tm\ hang Ms- <Ji«Gf*Bg bm4. 
Beheld their prop urn with itw dwapost dread ; 
Bhtah’d, that effect? tike fbsse mho should »*#<»« ■, 
Waste than 'Shi deeds of gidfey-itovw! broke Uum< 
She loses in such storms her mtf name. 
Mfimetattenw ahonM bear the blame 
Incomparable gem ! thy worth nntoM ; $30 

Cheap, though blood-bought: awl thrown am- ay whoa 
May no foes ravish thee, and. no false friend f*}td ; 
Betray thee, while professing to defend - 
Prize it, ye ministers ; ye motmichs, span? ; 
Ye-natriots, guard it with a miser's ran>. 

,: A. Patriots, alas ! the few that have 1 mm found, 
Where most they flourish, upon English ground . 
The country's need hare scantily supplied. 

And the lust left the scene when Chatham died. 


B. Not so— the virtue still adorns our ago. 
Though the chief actor died upon the stage. 
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She doth’d him with authority and awe. 

Spoke tram his lips, and in his looks gave taw. 

His speech, Mb form, his action, full of grace, 

And' all his country beaming in his toots' 

He stood, as some inimitable hand 
Would strive to mate a Paul or Tally stand. 

No sycophant or slave, that dar’d oppose . »> 

Her »icr«l cause, but trembled whets he mao; 

And ey’yy venal stickler for the yoke 

Pelt himself crush’d at the first word h® spoke. 

Such men are rais’d to station and command. 
When Providence means mercy te a land. 

He speaks, and they appear ; to him they wo 
AW# to direct and strength to strike the blow ; 

"f *Mtna«e with nddrow, to mim with pm' r, 

» crista of a stark decisive hour, 

(tadeon earn'd u vict'ry not his own , Mti 

Sub*rvtaney his praise, and that alone. 

Poor England 1 thou art a devoted dw, 
mmfc wife ev’ry ill but that of fear. 

The nations hunt ; all nark thee for a prey : 
Ktwsvram around thee, and thou stmad'st at bay, 
though wraritrt and perplex’d, 
<® v d thee; bat who saves tin*- nest! 
Ajas i the tide of pleasure sweeps along 
ST elwniia be the boast of British song. 

hot tiie wreath that *>noo adorn'd thy bo >w, 3fe 
fuze of happier ftoMte, tvill serve &R® 
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Our a guMmni ebmiiim race, 

Pattern# cif m'tj virtue, ev’rjr gnm* 

Confess'd a CIi;m: 1 ; they Unm&A-'h&faw* they '{ought. 
And prim'd Mtiiiit the victories he wrought. 

Now 'from the dust 'of ancient days bring forth 
Their wdw ami. integrity, ami worth, ; 

Courage, by these, affront# the tskiw. 

In but the lire without the 

The stream .that !c«l« the well ■spring .of the heart 
Not more m\ig®mim life's nolrtost part Mi 
Than virtue f|«iekens, with a warmth dmt:w\ 

The powers that Bin turn brought to .a define. 

A. TV inestlinahlo intimate of Brown, 

Rose like a paper* kite. and charm >1 the town , 

But measures, phuin V! and <*xwutol well. ■ 

Shifted the wind that rais'd it. an d it, tell. 

Be trcMl the very self •same ground you tn^f ' 

And victory' refute] nil he said. 

11 And yet Im judgment wm not fram'd amiss .; 
Its error, if it err'd, was merely this— 39! 

He thought the dying hour already conn*. 

And n t'oinjilete mxtory struck him dumb. 

But that effeminacy* folly* hist., 

Enervate and enfeeble, and need* must, 

And that, a nation shamefully del wind, 

'Will to clwpw'd and tnunpbd on at- last. 

Unicoi sweet penitence her pow'r# renew* 

Is truth, if history itiwlf \w true* 

There m n time, and justly marks the date, tod 
For longTortmring chunehcY -to wait ■; ■ ■ 

Thai hour elaps'd, fli* meimalde revidf 
■b punish'd, and down mmm the' thundcrtolt 
If mmvf then put by the threat king blow. 

Must she jxrfo: nn the mttm kind ofliow mar f 
Me j she ! and* if offends! hmx'n I. m still 
AuoMible, and pmy'r prevail* she will. 

THa not, however, insolence and nuke, 

*Thm tempest of tumultuary joys. 

Nor is it, yet, df&pondencu and dismay, no 

■Will win, her visits or engage her stay 
P»yY only, and "the penitential tear, 

Can 1 call tier smiling Sown, ami fix her her*?. 

But* When a 'country (one that I could raonc; 
la 'pMtltiitlon sinks, flic sense of shame ; 

When infamous venality, grown told, 

Writes on Ms. bcMKim, to to hi m\ mid . 

When' jmrjtiry. that Imir'n defying vice, 
fkdb'oattui by at the lowest price, 

it S 


10 ; I 

Htarajtc Oetttf i mu name tipon » lie jwt 1 3« 

To umi :i r*' m :■ * f!U’ ■■:,/ ! , ■ 

Whom »VrioL* starve* uaA nmwr Uiduw hU tom) 
Two or thiw imUions of the human rm*> 

And ndt a tonga© inquires, tew, wtosre, or wten. 
Though confidence will have twinges now and then 
Wtea profanation of tte sacred mxm 
In all its jiarts. Item, ministry, and lawn, 

Bespeaks a land, once Christian, faU ! «, and last. 

In all that wars against that tifcto most , 

What follows next let cities of groat mono, ■ . 4»:» 
And regions long since desolate, jmwl.su.tn 
Nineveh, Babylon, and ancient Rom**. 

Sneak to the present tamos, and. fames* to come ; 
They cry aloud, in ev’ry caretes «»r. 

Stop, while ye may; suspend your mad uovr; 

O learn, from our example and our fid#, 
team wisdom and repentance ere too Into. ■ 

■ Not only vice disposes and prepares 
The mind, that slumbers sweetly in her mmrm, 

To stoop to tyranny's usurp'd command, 4f» 

And bend her polish’d nock beneath his haw! 

(A dire effect, by one of nature's laws 
thmhaageably connected with, its cause) ; 

But Providence himself will intervene 
To throw his dark displeasure o’er tte scene. 

. All aw his instruments; each form of war, 

What bums at home, or threatens from afar, 
Nature in anus, hor dements at strife, 

The storms that overset .tte joy’s of life, 

■ Aw but his rods to scourge a guilty tend, ■ 49# 

And wash* it at the bidding of his hand 
He gives the wool, and mutiny warn rears 
In all hc?r gates, and shakes ter distant ; 

tow S tandard** of ail nations are unfurl’d ; 

She has one foe, and that one too tte world. 

AM, if he doom that people witii a frown, 

AM mark theta with tun seal of wrath jjnws’d rh iwn , 
Ilfgbdwrwiy takes place; callous and tough, 

The reprobated race grows judgment proof s 4 $» 
®arth shakes beneath item, and teav'n rears above; 
it nothing scares them from the course they lovw: 
* tte lascivious pipe and wanton song, 

?S M , I charm down fear, they frolic it along, :■ , . 
With mad rapidity and unconcern, 

Swim to the gtdf from which is no return. 

They trust in navies, and their navies fail ... 

wd’s curse can east away ten thousand wit I 




limit jm to prep! or but to prmA ? 

M, I know tba tmttd that fuels tw'teod the ilm 
The mnm impmiw, and mu i\»nxnm.Hl Urn lyre, 
Adts with a fWm am! kindle* will* 'a real, * 
Whatever the theme, that other* mmir feel. 

If .human worn her soft attention claim, 

A tender sytnj«at)iy fwvadm t bo frame* 

She pour* a sensibility ill vino 
Along tlie ditto erf m*ry feeling II m* 

But,' if a deed not tamely to be, borne 
Fire indiguatiou him! a mam of iwurn, 4#8 

The* ■strings are swept with such a f*;?wY, so IoikI, 
'The storm erf music shakes tlr astonish'd mm*d. 

So* when remote futurity is.btv.mght 
Before this keen inquiry of her thought, 

A terrible m gueity informs 

t.„ , * » .... ' 1 « .J . 4 
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If se t' eat were wcriflcMto soaod. 

And truth cut short to make a period round, 

I judg'd a an of mm could aearoe do worse 
Thm caper is the morris-dance of vmm. 

B. Thus reputation is a spur to wit, 8IM 

And some wits flag through fear of town# h 
Give me the Hue that plows its stately ««» 

Like a proud swan, oooq'ring the stream by force ; 
That, like some cottage beauty, strike* the heart, 
Quite nnindebted to the tricks of art. 

When labour and whoa dullness, club in baud, 
like the two figures at St. DunrtanX stead, 
tearing alternately, In measur'd time.. 

The clockwork tintinabulum of rbitue, 

xact and regular the sounds will be ; l ?, *k> 

But such mere quarter- strokes are not for me. 

From him who iws a poem lank and long, 

To him who strains his all into a f»ong ; 


Perhaps some bonny Caledonian air. 

All kirks and braes, though he was never there ; 
Or, having whelp'd a prologue with great pains. 
Feels himself spent, and fumbles tor his brains : 
A prologue interdash'd with many a stroke— 

An art contriv'd to advertise a joke, 


So that the jest fa clearly to be seen. . •’■to 

Not in the words -but in the gap between ; 


Manner is all in all, whateVr fa writ. 

The substitute for genius, aetue, and wit. 

To dally much with subject* moan and low 
Proves that the mind fa weak, or makes it ho. 


Neglected talents rest into decay. 

And ev’ry effort ends in push-pin play. 

Hi© man that menus soeow now soar above 


A soldier’s feather, or a lady's glove ; 

13w, summoning the muse to such a theme, M© 
The fruit of all her labour is whipt-isrmm. 

As if an eagle flew aloft, and then- - 

Stoop'd from hi* highest pitch to pounce a wren. 

As if the poet, purposing to wed. 

Should carve himself a wife iu .gingerbread. 

Ages elaps'd ere Homer's lamp appear'd. 

And ages ere the Ma tu&n swan was beard : 

To carry nature lengths unknown before. 

To give Milton birth, ask’d ages more. 

Th genius row and set at order’d times, 560 
And shot day-spring into distant dime*, 
Ennobling ev'ry region that ho chow : . 

® mink in Greece, in Italy ho rose ; . 




Not pmn»pt«xi, m in <mr degiuirate days, 
By low ambition him! the tlurat' of \m%m% 


ino m m?n*% mtl uu» wrath of king* ■ 

But still, while virtue .kindled his delight.' 

The «ong was moral, and m far' was right, 

Twas thus till luxury sedtuul the mhul <kic 

To joys lew innocent, m hm .relind ; 

Then. genius danc'd a bacchanal ; he crown'd 
The brimming goblet, fleiz'd the thyrsus, Umnd 
ffls brows with ivy, rush *4 into the held 
Of wild imagination, and there m»rd. 

The viotim of life own lascivious fires* 

And,; diary with delight, profan'd, the mernl wires* 
Anacreon, Horace, play VI In (iiwiv and Rome 
Oils Bedlam part ; ami others nearer home. €m$ 


n it vziq l ■ mTO ml 


prutti pmtmktr of the pow'r lie gain *1. indjrn’i! 



W«¥ lumlier in an age m void of ia*,b< . 

But, when the second Charto jissmn 'd Us-, »w»y fife 
Aid arte reviv’d beneath a softer day, . ^ 

Then, like a bow long fared into a earns, 

'.The wind, releas’d from too oowMa'd a serve, 

' Mew to its first position with » spring 
That made the vaulted roots «f pleasure ring 
His court, the dissolute and hateful rehmd 
Of waatonness, where vice was taught by role, 
Swarm’d witli a scribbling herd., as deep inlaid 
With, brutal lust m ever Circe made, ' 

From these a long succession, in the rage <?Sb 
Of rank obscenity. debauch'd their ag»‘; 

Nor ceas'd, till, ever anxious to redress 
Th’ abuses of her sacred charge, the press, 

The muse instructed a well- nurtur'd train 
Of abler votaries to clean* the stain, 

And claim the palm for purity of song, 

That lnwdness had usurp’d and worn so long. 

Then decent pleasantry and sterling sense. 

That neither gave nor would endure offmuv. 
Whipp’d out of sight, with satire just, and keen, m 
The puppy pack that bad defil'd the scene. 

In front of the* came Addison. In ton 
Humour in holiday ami sightly trim, 

Sublimity and Attic taste, combin'd, 

To poMi, furnish, and delight, th# mind. 

Then Pope, .as harmony itself exact, 
la verso well disciplin'd, complete, on umet, 

Cteve virtue and morality a graces 

That, quite edipeiag pkvusiuwV minted face, 

Levied a tax of wonder and applause, U p 

gv h on the fools that trampled on their laws. 
jW f* $ 4 * musical finesse was such , 

So nice his <#ar, so delicate Ms touch) 

K oetry a mere mechanic art : 

fy warbler has bis tune by heart, 
imparting her .satiric gift, 

10US mirth, to Artmtbuot wad Swift, 
rail sobriety they rais'd a toil# 
f a c*»t. theinatdvw muuovd the while. ' 
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Thai mmUdhthm m* t* the worUtra min ^ I## 
hope t«i tmk upon, thmr 

A. Any we then left— If, Not wholly in the dark *, 
Wit now awl Hum, struck mmxity f dwrow a sj«irk r 
'8iiiicteiit to wxIimmi Hie nmlem rrioe 
Prom total night and iMutu ilfcgtuoe.. 

White «rvik> irkSk and imitatlTe fcmrnk 
Confine the million in. the Im&iUm track, 

Parliftiai mmm w um*r, who diikhm*# the road, 

' Smite tip the wind* and :' 

1 5«ifitei«]Kimrhw all m*» oi*«\ ■ C7ti 

Short .lik ;«mTO;?r* intfowL hut ably mm : ' 

(AmmMM ; himself imamwdons of , hm 3 Ktvrrc. 

In 'penury mmmnA Im idle 1 umm ; 

* And* like a msutterM Boml at, rumlom suwtp , 

■ Wm, left to spring' by vigour of hiw <mn, 
lifted at length, by 'dignity of thought, 

And dint of genius, .to an affluent let, 

He laid bin head m luxury’s tutfx lap. 

And took, too often, there tm mwy imp. 

If brighter lioam* than all bo threw turd, forth, tftSW 

■Twiik iiiurliinifkrvt its 


Surly ami slovenly, and hold and <%mm\ 

Too proud for art, imd-truiftW in mere fum\ 
Bmmdthrift alike of money and of wit. 
Always at speed, and never drawing' hit.. 

Me struck tin* lyre, in such, a earvbw mood. 
And ap flimkdsi'd the ruh^ be midemhml, 

The teurtd wtetii'd .to wait on 1m ec:*mmai:i4 ; 







Virtue indeed meets many a tMmkig frten* 
And many a compliment politely petted ; 

'But, unattir d in that tacomi&g rest 
Religion weaves for her, and naif andtim'd, 
Stands in the denart,. shivering and forlorn, 

A wintry figure-, like a wither'd thorn, 

■The shelves are full, all other themes arewped ■; 
Hackney'd and worn to the last 'flimsy Urn**!, 
Satire has long 'dace done hm best ; and cure! 
And loathsome ribaldry tins done his worst ; 




In tales, in trifles, and, in. cMklren’s play ; 

And 'tie. the ml complaint, and alimwi traa 
Whatever we write, we bring forth nothing new, 




.And tell the world, still kindling" ns be »n«g 4 ' 
With more than mortal music on his tongue, 
; That He, who died below, and reign# alaive, ' 
Inspires the rag, and that Mb name k lam 
1 lor, after all, if merely to tafaite. 

Bf flowing tmmlmm and a Artery style, 
pie tedium that the busy rich ettdm\ 



Prompt his endeawmn and engage bfa aim. 


How are the pow're of genius misapplied ! 

The gift, whose office- is the Givers praise* 

To trace Mm in his word. Ms works, his ways. 
Then spread the rich diaeov'rv, and invite ' 
Mankind to share in the divine delight, 

. , 744 idk> 
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Distorted from it* we and just design. 

To make the pitiful rwmemir shine. 

To |mreha»e, at the fool fmjurtstoi fair 

Of vanity, a wreath for wlf to w«ar, 

.Is profanation of the busmt kind 
Proof of a trifling and a worUiiess mind. 

A. Hail Sterhhoid, then; and Hopkins, la.il! 
B, Amen. . ■ 7 so 

If flatt'rjr, folly, Inst, employ the pen ; . 

If acrimony, &uU)d<?r. and abuse. 

Hire it a ckargu to Markon and tndnw ; 

Though Butler'# wit. Pope's numbers. Prior’s earn*. 
With ail that fancy can invent to pica***. 

Adorn the polish'd jioriisis as they fall. 

One madrigal of their s is worth them all. 

A. Twould thin tin* ranks of the poetic trils*. 

To dash the pen through all that you prewcTibe. 

B, No inattor-- wv could shift* when they were 

not. ; ^ 77!.? 

And should, no doubt, if they were all forgot. 


THE PROGRESS OF ERROR 

{Written IVw.. 17S0, ISiUid**! 17X2. J 
8? <|«id Icnquar Host Li!;*, H, 04, % 

Bftci, mu**, tit such a theme* m dark,, m long,. . 
'May Had a ttmse to $tmm it %vith a aozig) " • 

By whal mmmm min arts 

The error \vrlnm nmmi human heart* • 

Tell wliiiwi she Inrkn, Iwmmth what flow'ry ahmlc* , 
That not it $Umm& of gmitim 
The f»tshctn$, black, io’siiHiatlfig' worm 
Sii4»w«ifiilly mmmh bar loathsome form. 

TWeOt if ye pail ye rareles* and. famine, 

OkomA him ! million from, a voice like mine * lo 
Ttti:tlis,tliiit the theorist could never reach, 
obaarvation taught -me. I would imeti. 

Mot all, whose eloquence the fancy Hits, 

Musical m the chime of tinkling rill#. 

Weal to perform, though mighty to preteml, 

•Can tvncse tier massy windings to their end ; 

Diaoerh; the fraud lien eat h the ejyeribws hire, 
■Prevent the danger. or prewrribe the cure, 

The clear harangue, and mid. a# it ia d«ar, 

Falls aoporiBe cat the list-hm* w ; m 

■ ■ It damn4# IMXi 


Warn, youth to rumbwttef a#*, 

■ fro© to lit# wfll to dmmt of to t0hm\ 

Kan uuty improve the crMv, or *$m*& ; 
ffis», an tho fatalist’s ninigbteow plan, 
ftw, to what bar wntomble ww mm ? 

With nought in charge, h« could betray »© trust ; 
And, if lie fell, w<>nkl fill because lie mn»t , 510 

If love reward him, or if vougwim ** strike, 

Hi# recompense to both unjust alike. 

Divine authority within hi* biwawt 
Bring# ev'ry thought, word, action, to the tad. : 
Warn# him or prompt#. approves him <>t resinaum, 
As reason, or as powiion, takes the reins. 

■ : Heav’n from, above, and' comdeom town within, 
Cries to. his startled ©or~- Abstain fiwmi aiu l 
The world around solicit# bis desire, 

And kindle# In hi# soul a touch roue lire : .' 40 


to 


While, ah his purpose# and atop# to guard. 

Peace follows virtue as its sure reward ; 

And pleasure brings m surely in her train 
. Bemorse. and sorrow, and .vindictive pain. 

Man, thus endued With an elective vote©. 

Must be supplied with objects of hi# choice. 
Where’er lie turns, enjoyment and delight , 

: Or present, or to prospect, .meet his right ; 

Thom open on the spot their honey'd store ; 

Thom mil Mm loudly to pursuit of more. 

His unexhausted mine the sordid vice 
; Avarice shows, and virtue te tho price, 

■ Herts various inoti vm his ambition rab*e~~ 

Pow'r, pomp, and splendour, and the thirst of praise , 
There beauty wooes him with expanded arms ; 
i ll yiW| B acc hanal ian madam lms its charms. 

,V } ' Nor these alone, who#© pleasures. Ins# refin ’d, 

® Might wall alarm the most unguarded mind, 

■i I -:;l 800 te to supplant big toexperanc’d youth, 

1 1| m 1 ®ad him devious from tho path of truth ; . m 

?v I Hourly allureMeafe on his j Mission# prow?, 

M tog? % tomaarttes. hut dang’ron# in th' excess, ' 
Hark! how it floats upon the dewy air I 
what a dying, dying close was there ! 

’ 1 hattaany from yon eequeater’d bow'r, 
set hamony, that sooths the midnight hour 5 

m ww. 

, . • • nm. 




Tin vnmmm or mimm t# 


honp <w the ettai ioteer of day had nut ■ , . . . . 
Hi# r/«irw% fid m*hont ■ 

And lu* shall ffiM yon mountain Y taught agniu, 

Bre yet tin? jibwmg toil Iwruima jmitt. 70 

Is tills tli# wiggod pat'll.,, tli# sfeop awad. 

That virtue wmm tot ikn a life thus sp^it 
IjmmI to Hi# bliss the wise. 

Jh tarfitl o wniitA4iN4il!i,m4#|M^I her fejfe oddest 
Ye devote® to your ador'd i*Djjk*jr, ■ ■ 

Entlmgkists, ilmiik with an unreal Joy* ■' 
lim? 1‘imfef* tlio mnnsc of the bbiat &Wve, ' 

JfeavVs harmony Is onm mil lover 
A»i'«rtlil3 # '«iiiiici.R t though sweet awl well wmhinVl, 
And lenient m soft opiates to the mind, ' . Ml 
Leave, yk#* ami folly misuMoVI teltiml. 

Grey dawn apl *•**!> ; tin ami his train 

SpfedklO the bosom of the distant plain ; 

*TIs lie# tin? Nimrod of the iieig klmng kl;m ; 

'Saw that Im went m hym aeuie limn their X 
For perns veri rig vkm‘% arid headlong* Umm^ 

True bea , gU m tin? Jdauncshonst bound he je««|w. 
Charg'd with the hilly of hm .Ufa's nm4 m*%m, 

He takas ofieoee, and wonder** what, yon mmn ; 

The joy flu* danger and the toil oVr-fity*-- ' %$■ 
Tin exere im % ami health, ami length of day**. 

Again im]M?tuotw to the field he it#®; 

U*tqm evYy fence but one, then hills and dies; 
like a slain <lw, the tumbrel hringa.him bona# ■ 
Unmte'Vl hut by hm dogs and by h is groom. 

Ye dtorgy -» while yoiir orbit h mmr.phkw; 
lights of tile world, tu'id, ntura of human rmx> ; 
lint. If ormttrio ye faranke your teptaw, 

; Eri,:kilpiM omixxmta, and view'd with few. 

Tin* comet'* tmtudnl influence ta a dtmm ; . . 1.00 

Y<«ir> mil, and pen mimm in tV extreme 
What flieii !* * asv and lusts laid down 

With tli# mum* mm* that mail puts on Im gown t 
Will siv'rkv and, nuiniplMVm^e give pbte'% 

(form'd by the aoamis— Your Ifev'ivnro, or Your 
Clwte! ' ., . . 

Ho. But lil» own UmU Mitr fast ; 

Or, If it tlnm not, brands him to tin* last. 

Wliat atliemitt uill him-- a designing knave, ■ 

A mere c&nreh juggler, hypocrite, and *4 avu. 

Oh, Mngh or naotihi with toe itw rueful j**t. 1 no' 
A c v aM>dk'd huntamau end a fiddling prtef t ■ ' ■ 


JS 1 r»*h« owl 

m iltei i Um- tim, ■■ 




Has charm'd me much, (not e'en Oechhnu mom 
IjOtc, joy, and pence, make harmony more meet lie 
For sabbath ev*amg», and porta.)* m »«t. 





Nobly «Ik»vc* all the six 

By deeds In which the world must never mix. 

Hear him again* He call* it. a delight, 

A day of luxury, observ'd aright, 

When file glial soul Is made he&vVs welcome guest. 
Site Imtiipiittiag, and Chid provides the foast 
But flitters w engag'd mad 
Their answer to the call is— Ni4 at ' . 

fill the, dear plemmnrea of the velvet plain. 


AW' yawning ui i.iHiojeiaw siippjy : 

Then to the dance, and make the ssktn Mm 
Witness of joys. that shun the sight of noon. 
Blaine?, cynic. if yon can. quadrille or balk 
The snug dose party; or the splendid hall. ■ 

Where night, down stooping from heretem limine, 
Vfewn constellations brighter than her own. 

Tis innocent, and bartnhim, and refin'd; 

The India of rare, elf si tun of the mind. \H\ 

hmmmit ! Oh* if venerable time 

Slain at the foot of plmmnn* !*e no crime . 

Then, with his silver tewd and magic wand. 


**sv mm your rutin, e aw« your leasts piWTio 
Grand i;iietro|K>litan of all the ■ 

Of tmimmm rough, and coarse athletic cast 
The nude debauch suite Clmlios filthy taste. 


Wonders at ClndioYt follim, in a ton* 




Em cannot drink five bottles, bilk the. won 
T hen. Mil a eoiwtal.de.. and drink five more 






n THU I 


5 OF K umi 


Iwlighte uk, by ongagfog our tof/**, - 
Man. m^m>'» guest toy tavltafmu tmwwb 
ReoMwto fnjm her both ejiftetite and tewl ; 2i<< 

But, If h« play the glutton and cdWMNl, 

H» benefactress blushes at the tod. 

For nature, nfce, as liberal to dispense. 

Made nothing tout a brute the slave of «w. 
BaniebM® pdtw by eMke-~ex&®pl*» rare.! {fair 
Hear’n blwsd the youth, and into him fresh and 
Gorgonius trite, abdominous and wan, 

Like a fat squab upon a <M«t» fas : 

He snuffs far off to’ anticipated Joy , 

Turtle and von’son all his thought# employ ; f go 

Prepares for meals m joekfes take a sweat, ■ 

Git, nauseous ! - an emetic for m whet- ! 

Will Providence o'erlook the watted good s 
Temperance were no virtue if ho could. 

That pleasures, therefore, t»r what such wo call , 
Ar© hurtful, is a truth <»nf«’d toy *tt; ■ 

And some, that seem to threaten virtue 1«» 

Still hurtful, in th’ abuse, or by th’ excess. 

. Is man then only for lrn torment plac'd 
Thoojnfcneof delights to may not teste t 2m 
like fabled Tantalus, condemn'd to hear 
; The precious steam *(1411 purling in his iw, 
Lip-deep in what, ha ".longs for, and yet can* 

With prohibition, and perpetual thirst? 

Ho, wrangler— -destitute of shame and mm®, 

Tim precept, that unjoins him atmtlntou. 

Forbids him none but the licentious joy, 

Whosei fruit, though Mr, tempts only to destroy, 
Bemom, the Mai egg by pleasure kid 
' f® wry bosom where her n<wt is made, 340 
'^Ifetehafay the beams of truth, <knk*» him tot, 

, AM Moves a mgtog scorpion w but tawwt. 

; Ho pleasure : An domestic comforts dead ? 

Afo all the aamehtti mmt# of friendship Hod ? 

'i 1 time worn or tmibkm put tri iritaxti#, 

I r® 00 ^ good health, good oonsctance, and good 

^ Jdl them belong to time, and all prove • . : : 

|S# virtue lias a title to your Jew. 

‘ m «? touch <* pity, tliat the poor 

B l starv d at your lahospitablo door ? . w& 

: yourself, too scantily sujjpMod, 
help, 1st honest industry provide. . " ,.. . 

986 r the me. 



Biiitos cmjmpia, wcmici mu %m .a u*\ 

Ami judge you from ibo krnne 1 and the Mye. 
lie lights bice thm?, ye? mrnsml ami imagine, 

Ye iito hid, to eatorfaan < 

OaHVJ In tbi« crystal M.muna, do ye- twin off, 
phfcfcoh#, to nwili mid aw&ilow at: a trough * 

Efivy ill"# heaid* then* on whom hmvh >**tbwa 
Yotir plcwure*. with no our*o$ iri the eka-e, 
Plcaiariv admittixl in undue dep;t:v, 

.Euslinw the will, uctr ImviM the judgment fiw. 27* 
’Tis not alum* the gropo* enticing juice 
Unnerves the* moral |wvt**> and main* their, um; 
Ambition, av'rioe. mid the lust of fame, 

Ami woman, lovely woman, it&m the mum. 

The heart, Htinvmaer'el to the railing jarwY 
Of nngmwnVI import' ovYy hour, 

Minis, by degrees^ tin? truths that once i*nv way. 
And all their tbwp imjawskm**, wear away. 

So coin grow** wmwtlx, in traffic current mtWri, 


Ho ;ic»|iililt|:;ry cleave# cio$# to, and peniAWtii 
Sftfs rotten trunk, ooiKtmimg ita deftrt#. ■ i 
Mortals, wboae are their ni#l>‘ rar?*, 

Vltait wish to he import'd <m # mid then are. 
And, test flte fiitoisie artifice should fad; 
Th#ews©lv« will hide its cmmsmvss with, a vei 






THE PROGRESS OP ERROR S3 

Then pour it mi the inonite crf thy mm, : 

jRb taint ,M» heart, was worthy <jf thine. mm> l 
' Now, white the poteen ail high life pwmdea. 

Write, if thou ca»*st, one letter from, th« shatter;. 
One, and one only, charg’d with d«*p rt3gr»«t 
That thy wore!; part, thy pindtplr*. Wo yet ; i&o 
One sad epfetfc theuce may cute mankind 
Of the plague spread by bandit* tea behind. . 

’Ti« granted, and no plainer troth appears, 

Our meet impotent are our ewReat y**i»; ' . 

Tf» mind, impressible and mf%, with (w 
Imbibes and copies what alio hours and m, 

■And through life's labyrinth 'holds fast the clue 
Thai ^duration gives her, false or true*. 

Plants rais'd with temlemem are &>idom strong ; 
Mail'S coltish .dis|x»Sit.{on asks the thong ; *i%q 
disd^ine, the fuvYito child, 
like a i:ieglofi 4 ^,l forester, runs wiki 
But' we, m if good qmlUirn would grow 
SlKmtanwus. takes but little pirns 'to mm ; 

We give mmm Latin. and a mmteh of Gtmk ; 
leaeli him to fence and figure twice a week ; 

And, having d.0110, wo think* the \mt we can, 
Pvmvm hm pmfiekmey, and dub hire man,/ 

Prom school to (..am or Isis, and thimee heme; 
And thence, with all ixmvHnknt #j**;*l, to Homo, :i 7 o 
With rm'rmd tutor, clad in habit lay. 

To tonne for cash* and ijiUimd with, all day ;• 
With;momorsmdum*lKaik Cor ev>y town, * 

And ev’ry pm% and, whew the ^tmim broke down ; 
Ills' stock, a few French plmmm got by heart ; 

With much to team, but 'nothing’ to imprtv 
youth., obedient to hm utaafa t»*mina»ds, 
w ; t« off a waudW into foreign lands, 
mmtind at all they meet, the gr.aali.ng tm r, 
with awkward gait, stretch'd tw<<k. anti silly stare. 
Discover huge cmftitor&to built with Hhm% “ Zbi 
And itoepiea towYitsg high, much like our own ; 
Bittmliow peculiar light •hyrnany a grin 
At jwjiMi prod id* observ VI within,'' 

_ Bmkmg* some towing, smirking, mmrl afeto, 
Brnmm two kriftwi that have lost ihesir way ; 

And, being always prim'd with poh'temi* ■ 

For men of tlteir appmnmm and aikitvw, 

373 * 4 . ■ ■.''■■ 

rlw mv imI f$wa, whtwt tlsr dlny*«s hruto down s 

^ mmd 



Nor ancient, will be so, preserv’d with caw, m 
Strange the recital ! from whatever qm 
His great improvement and new lights he draw*, 



Where children would with ease discern die way. 
And, of all arts sagaejons dopes invent, 
to cheat themselves and gain the world s assent, 
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The worst is— scripture warp'd from its intent. 

The carnage bowl* along, nnd all an phwVd 
. If Tom he »ber, mm! the wheels well greas'd ; 

Bat, If the rogue have gone a cup too far, " 440 
Left oat his linchpin, or forgot his. ter. 

It suffers interruption run! delay, 

And meets with hindrance in the smoothest way. 
When some hypothesis absurd and vain 
Has fill'd with all ite fumes a critic* brain, 

The text that sorts not with Rt» .darting whim. 
Though plain to others, is obscure to him. 

The will made subject to a lawless fora**. 

All is irregular, ami out of omt» ; 

And judgment, drunk . and brib'd to lose ha* way, -l &r» 
Winks hard, and talks of darkness at noon day. 

A critic on the sac-ml book should 'ho 
Candid and learn ‘d. disjxtsKionate and free ; 

Free from the wayward bias bigot* feel. 

From fancy's influence, and intemp rate ami : 

But. ate. ve all, (or let the wretch refrain, 

Nor touch the page he cannot but profane) 

F»‘ from the domineering pow'rof lust; 

A lewd interpreter is never just. 

How shall I sjxmk thee, or thy i*>w‘r address, tint 
Tbon goil of our idolatry, tin* press* ; 

By thee, religion. lite*rty. and law*. 

Exert their influence, and advance their muse ; 

By time, worn* plague* than Pharaoh* land betel. 
Diffus'd, make earth the vestibule of lad! ; 

Thou fountain, at which drink the good and wise; 
Thou ever-bubbling spring of endhsai lies ; ■ 

Lake .Eden's dread probationary tree. 

Knowledge of good and evil is from three 
,Si) wiiil entl'iiigia«i war ybt isotild nwt 

Tyi halt mankind wpw hkw 
S^ttotiophort*, who darken' and pm out 
Eternal truth by Mwlaatmg doubt; 

Cltuiindi quacks, with immknm malar .mi 
Who ill the work! with doctrine* cmir&hmiL 
ubcm'rera of th«y know not what, vonfm^ 

Wsthia Bo bott»d»~~~the blind that "load the blind : 
To streams of popular opinion drawn, 

: Pepc»lt in tbocie shallows all their #>wti. 

The wriggling fry mmn fill the creek# around. 4 W* 
Fommmm the water# whom their swarm# abound* 
&»rn\l by the nobler tenant** <rf the flood, 

Minnowii and .gudgoonus /gorge th" 'unwboluooDie 
food. , , , 1 . 
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Till others have the soothing tale behav'd. 
Hence comment after comment, spun m fine 
As bloated spiders draw th®. flimsy Sine : 

Hfaice the same word,, that bids our lusts obey, 
Is misapplied to sanctify their sway. 

If stubborn Greek refuse to be bis friend. 
Hebrew car Syriac shall be forc’d to bend ■ 

If languages and copies ail cry. No — 

Somebody prov’d it wntiirk 1 ** ago. 
lake trout pursued, the critic, bn despair. 

Darts to the mud. and finds .his safety there* 






I;n tiiib ; Ilia ulave of armgsmw ami prklo, 

Ife hm no hairing on ilia prudent «dr\ 

life still reftttxxl quirks ho' still ; SM) 

Naw»rafe’d objections with, now quibble meet# ; 





Die thesis if jpow r Almighty «avQ you tmt 
There, hard 'ring by degree*. till double »w! .1, J<5»< t 
Take leave of nature s (loti, and «od reveal'd ; 

Then laugh at all yon trembled at- before , 

And, joining the free-thinkers' brutal roar. 





mi 


TRUTH 


(WritMi .fan. ITU. PttUMxid 17KL) 
I#ik *i* E$mt, u 









RvMjawth • 


t hrnxu 


TlMHW w® MKJi , 

wKStt^l*®** 60 ^ m r\ (Ammmwm 

V'xntirfrf film to the of ttio tow#* 

IImI httiwduc* < d a vifM^ wtoo.R< 1 n fnmwk ■ 
Sfstobb’d a mm to *»rro W* m1 

Was blasphemy hi* *m r ■ < ^ <ud *» ***** 

From the strict duties of toe #acml daj , 
ftit lmur and late at ths aarwuaui? board < 
f»nch wore the aims with which Is.* ehargd *»«• 

Uo— the man'* moral* «w) exact- What tlaso t 
’Twas his ambition to he aw® *'» ***** 5 ■ , 

His virtue* were hi* pride, and that one ' ,1 *‘ 

Made all his virtue* gewg»w* 0 * x f 5m, ’f 
He wore them, m fine trappings. for a Atm ;• 

A eMEs«as : ’”4 r « 

Hi* ndkiit gtortai; *mw% grwih **»l mh\ \ 

• He trad* at if, wtm mlmm rnw 
Hfe measur'd utep w*» gpwr«'«J by hw wr ; 

Amt Menus to say — Ye iuommt fowl save plaw ; 

I am utl splendour, dignity, and gmm ! 

Not m the ptemsant on tifct charm# peswnm** . 
Though he, toe, has a glory in hi* jdumw*. 

He Christian Like, retreat* with newest mum 
'To tha close oowe. or far *wjm*terid grwn. 

And shine*, without desiring to ta wis ^ 

The pic® of work#, a* arrogant and vain, ■ . 
Bav<n tanws torn* with abwwtwwte «w dtedmu - 
: Net more affronted by avow'd tmd let* 

Than toy the mate iMnUeril ft%® 4 wspect 
What is all riahteottenew that mm deviant 
What— hot a sordid bargain for tin* *»aaf 
Bat Christ as soon would ateikate W* own, 

A* stoop from hwvv to sell the proud a throne 
His dwelling a raeess in seme rode nock ; . 

Book, tends, and maftte-dteb. hi* meagre stock , » 
In shirt of hair and weeds of «um» dress'd, 
dirt with a bell-rope that the pope ha* bkws « ; 

: Adtmt with stripes told oat for <?v*ry mim% 

And sore ton on tod, hag before hte tone j 



i grow* 



Her Bf^hrnm wtdk% her mym both gon# mimf 
To watch jm mi mm- cample m ttefr ptej , 

With bony and nakerehieM neck, 4mm 
The rude inclemency of wintry ski**, 


And unite, with kp|*eLbeud and nundnf aira, 

Duly, at clink of helh to morning may'iK ' im 
To thrift and jmmmony ranch tejch»‘d. t 
She yet a), lows homlf that boy behind' 

The shivering urchin, Ending a* h **■ gw*. 

With allp^shod hods, ami dew'dropatht* mm , 

His prcdmiww' a coat.' advanc'd u» wear, 

Which future pngm, yet. an* dwmd to Ktearv . 
Carries her bihle, tuck'd krae&ih h.te a run 


Ami hides his hands, to keep his infers warm. 


She, half an angel in her own gmnmi. 

Doubts not hereafter with the «8tni» to mount, Kd 


Though nest a grow* apismrs, on nirkimt mmreb 
But that she fasts, and, iUm. gtgte to church 
Con&cfam of age, she rwdtels her youth. 

.And tells, not always with an. eye to troth. 

Who ejmntel her water, and who, wf^n*'«r he oatrie. 
Scrawl'd upon glass nnm Bridged's lovely tmm ; 
'Who stole tier dipper* •filtd it with tokay\ 

And drank the little bumper cvYy day 
■Of te.nj.ier m envenom'd mm. asp , 

Censorious, and her ev'ry word a" wmp ; , Mto 

In faithful .tneni ■ry she .iwvmte tin* crimm. 

Or real or fictions, of the tim^; 

Laughs at the repuMiogia'ttho lum terra 

And holds them, dangling at ante* length, in m*m, 

' ' Such are the fruits of aaaethnmbona ■ 

Of malice tel while Hmh k mortified 1 
Take, Madam, the reward of all your prayers, 
Where hermits and whct^btmmiw moat With fbdw 
Your portion m with them.— Sat, never fnmm 
But, If you pMfe, Miie fathoms lowtr 4kwi» i 
Artist, attend I your brushes and youT'painf 
Frodnee them— take a chair— now irmw a .paint, 
Oh, >irowful mil sad! the stemming 'tmm 
Channel her cheeks— a Miobe mppmni ? 

Is this a 'Saixtt ? Throw tints ana all away — " 

True piety is cheerful as the iky ; 

Will weep, indeed, and heave a pitying groan. 

For others woes, hut smiles ape m her own. 




w it that Ammn offspring: n my tw sav’d 
From wrvSki f«i t . or be tw more enslav'd f 
To loose the link* that gall'd mankind before, 

()r bind tb< n> (Mt«r <>d, and add vtijlmoni 
The freelwrn OirtstUn lias no chain# W prove ; 
tir, jf n chain, the snldixi <tn« of love r 
No hw attend* to munch hi* glowing fires, 
Wf'httt fetur-h* f«l* Ids gratitude infirm . 15 

Shall he for *«ch deliv'rano*. frwly wrought, 
KaonmpeuMo ill f He tremble* at flm thought. 

Hifi truuder'a Int'md. and .his own. (ynbitt'j, 
pKimjJt ev’ry m. iv.-m.-m of hi* heart and mind : 
j Wf,>ril. •hthI hi# IjU-rty e vines? : 

Ills frrssknn is t,h.<r fisWlom of a prince, 

Man « ohlipiiiom* infinite,, of eon m* 

Hi# life should prove that he jxntwiyt** their fom* 

Hi** timwt hi* am m»<k*r In but mtmll — • 

T'i'io luwapk mu} mmv < > all in all. 2f# 

You lmv<' two -M!rvnnht^TY»in. an arch, riy rugue, 
Ftyuri, fi> toe tlu* ttei-a now In vngu*% ■ * 
GimbseJ Jb fijifun*. easy in nddisw*. 

Move* w it bout noino, ami #wift a# an ^jrpnm, 
Rrftpbrt* 11 With a fden;ws*r grow, 

Expert, in all the duties of hi# pkoie; 

m what hiatp# &«'* mow? 

Sin# la# 11, work! of fcniihu ik? atid Jove ? 

Mo, no! a .wjmrk- 'fin all mow* #h&rj.M*;r # nfay ; 

He tiki## your hmm*. your liottMemaki jitid your pay 
Ifetnee hi# w»fw, nr gel riel of her. ■ * ’ 2V 

Trait ipptM yon; with Y our mo#t olied, iervh Kir. 

_ .; ( Tl» 4 > dinner t^rvYI,, i, 1 » «.>*!«## oike# his usual s?ami 
Wiii’chm joiur irVi% command , 

H%lm, if perlmj** your apatite should fail; 

And* if In* but Mtsjwri# a frown, turn* jmle ; 

all, clay your. and vonr *wtk* 




Whm dwell the» mafchlMi € 

Er’n at your side, Sir; and before y<.mr #ym. :(« 
The favour'd few.— th* mibvvdkmfafm df«fm?*r 
And., pleas'd at bear!., \mmim on holy ground 
Sometime a canting hmvrife m found, 

, Reproach a people with nj# single full, 

1 And. mat his filthy mimmt at them all,. 

. Attend !— »,« apt mnslsmde aha.fi ahow 

Whence springs the conduct that offends yon % 
fe* inhere it htiioken along the Wmndmg plait 
Blown all aslant, a driving, dash mg ram. 

Pm! upon jHral.rwhmhling a)l around 
Shakes it again, and. faster to the ground ; • 
>«ffw flashing wide, now glared tig as in plav. 
Swift- beyond thought the lightning* dart a war 
Ere yet it mine, the tniv'for urg'd his ht^*d 
And hurried, hut with uttKuccimfni , 

Now, drench'd throughout, and b<>|*tawi<4 h». <« 
lie drofw the rein, and tawc* him to hi* pa***. 
Suppose, unlook ii for in ascetic m ruck?, 

I^ong hid by iuterpoaing hill or wood, 

Scimci mansion, nmt md elegantly dn«m'<l ; 

% some kind hotqntalda heart 

Offer him warmth, i**uirity, and tt% t , 

Eh, i, iik with what plewinre. aafe, and at his 
He hears the tempest howling in the im« . 
~! , S^ glowing thank* hi* lijw and hwfi- employ 
w hue danger tmt is* turn'd to ptx^mi >w ' * ' 

**> it with the firmer., when hwf««V 
A growing dread <d at lo« heel# ' ^ 

Hta eonaeiem^ like a gtoy fekr* W<«re. ' 

JU«ii d into foaming wav.«#, to n«t ■* 

!T f though rfhw low, ' 

Aniiignfi him ~ chargi* hftn with evYy wnrng - 
the right# of Im offends! Oml 
Arid death, or ratitutinti., i« the won! ^ 
llMs last impcMHiUe, he faus the find, 

Thf« ^lT mg well dt^rv'd, exjm*u the wuni 

SiS i 4filter f f om th<? to ootne ? 

fa3lillg m ountaim, lode 
Hf Dlir 5 use xu ocean- « angry tide,'-- 1 * 

Ihe scrutiny of those alhaoidiig 

I dare not— And you need not CI<«1 t^nise* , 

Th, remedy ym want T fm-lv #5 1 - ’ 

Tin; iHtofc Shall .teach nmt. t*Jtev«. »,*» m. 


TRUTH :■ , :i7 

Tk clone* ttw raging *tona m hmnl no ni<w. 

■Merry him <** her shore-; 

Ami dustw. guardian of th<? (Inwl ttmiuumd, 
iJroj* the ml vmgmw** from hi# willing hand, 

A soul mfa*efn‘d demand# a; life' of |jraa«i* • 

H <w#* the mrn phonon of Isis tntnm days" im 
Hers re a tlmimmmr holy m*\ imsp*?:k‘d. 

Ami tiie world a hattt«C a* it# mire eflfWi. . 

■Bewne tend a life imlriainnab)# and ju«t. 

Thcn.r own dear virtue their wish ahem trust : 

They never sm—or. if <*** «.ll offend) 

Some trivial slijm their daily walk attend,' 

The |>wr ure near at hand, ’the charge is small, 

A flight gratuity atonic for all * 

loin though the pij'ie ha* hi# int -mst. here, 

Ami pardons, are not sold ok ono*> they w<?n% Sliio 
No papist more d«sdrou# to ecmg'KnnidL 
Than some grave sinner# upon 'English ground. 
That ifkia refuted, other qmrk^ they 
Morey in infinite,, and man it* weak' ; 

Tint future ilia'll obliterate the j mst* 

And heav’n, no doubt, shall Im their home at hit 
^i.V*tne< then --a. still, si, mill whisper in your ear— 
He has no hoqm who never had a fear; 

And ho that never doubt**! of his state. 

Bounty, pwhap j^rhup* he may — too late, ftoo 

The j tji to f,»3i:Ks ateuimJ# with many a snare ; 
m m*\ mu! wit., however rare. 

The Frenrbimin. first, in literary fame, 

(Men tii 01 him. if you ploaw. 'Voltaire f-*- 1 The same, j 
With spent, genius el^tneuee, mip plrnl,; . 

long, wrote imwh, laugh'd heartily, and died. 

The scripture was 1 his josldy.iok', wheneo ho drew 
Brm, mol* V* gall the <h nslum and the dew., 

An infidel in health, hut what when wiek ? 

.Oh- then a te,*i would touch him at the quirk. .'Ho 

Vkm him at .Paris, in his ! mi oanwr: 

Smrmntding throng# the demigod revere; 

Esiiltrfxl on hi# $^le#ial of j*r>di\ 

And fum’d. wii.h ftiintemcerm'* on ev‘ry side, 
llcylmgs their flat fry with' his latent breath ; 

And, smother'd' in "t at lost. A h prais’d to death'! . 

Yon cottager. who weaves ■at her own door, 
Pillow and bobbin# a, 11 her little store ; ' 

Content, though mean ; and cheerful, if not gay n 
kh ii filing tier threw]* atemt the bwdong day, did 

'IWB wfw] t : b,*t 



m m Knows, and know# no mmn mr Ei» firm* 
A truth the brilliant Frtmchman' mmtr kmw-, 
And in thateimri^r n*mh. with sparkling 
Her title to .a treasure . irt ■ the . ski** ' f 

. Oh, happy peasant! .Oh, unhappy tmml 1 
His the mere tinsel , her*# the rich reward : 

He- pniis VI, perhaps, for apw yet to , 

She never bean! of half a mile tram home , 


He, lost, iu errors,. ..his vain hmrt prefer* , •. 

She, safe iu the simplicity of It erV 
Not many wise.' rich, noble.or 
In science, win one inch ut fawvnJy pvunA. 

And m it not a mortifying itmngti!* 

The poor should gain if. .and the rich abouMI ind. $ 
No— the tmluptari***, who ne'er forget • Z 4 

One pleasure lost, Jew boa via without regivt ; 
.Eegvet would rouse them, ami. give birth iu* pmft 
Fmy"rw0uld'iMMfalth,aiid faith woo hi fi * thraUwt* 
Not that the Former of m alt in tlw 
Or aught he dew, fe govern'd by caprice , 

The eujppbiitioxi U replete with win, ' 

And bears the brand' of .bfaapbemv burnt m 
Not so— the silver trumpet** kwVly call 
Sounds for the poor, hut sound# alike for »|3 
Kings are ftnihd ; and, would kmp, ohv, 

No slaves on earth- wkuy wekxuiie wore. than 
But royally, nobility, and state. 

Are such a dead pre'ixmdnmtiug weight. 

That endless Mia*. (how strange mw’et it mmmi 
In«)imt«rpote, Am* up an<l kick* tW |,* 

2* °P®»i «oA P-ca«»«ot,**.ntar*-w]n* t 
memm ye wiU net, (Vmyent would rvniv - ■ 

4®! Jj® **y* m ?i? h tlut ,m » n >* lm y <topsite 

Ann eaml at with ease, but none refute. 

Oh, bless d effect of penury and want. 

NOa^Irffji 80 ™ viff'roim ut the plaai 

No soil like poverty .for growth divine. 


3» 
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Ttw light Ha v walk by. kindled from aix>vc. 
«iow* thorn the shortest way to }jf„ ari(1 lov * . , 7o 
They. Mmnger* to the rimtenemal field ' ' ‘ 
where defart*, always foil'd, yet acorn to yield 
And never check'd 'by what impede* theVfaw* 
rush forward, and pftmm- the prize 
Ktavy. ye great, the dull unletter'd small ' 

X? k»ve tmxrh «w for envy-hut not all. 
we boast antne rich, mm whom the gramei sw*v* 
And one who wears a 'unmet, and pray a ■ ’ 

Like gleaning of m ,4s ve'-tree, they alum* 
ife»» m4 fluw** one upon the? hoticb. hro 

How readily, ujinn the #<*]*) plan 

lltiiif, km it»K * 4 JiHW<*)r Wbiit i m tufkn ? 

Sinful And w^ikj in **v't*y m’tim a wretch ; 

An inmimmenf, whim* <xmb, mx>n th« Ktr^uii 
Aml frmtului the fo* #etvw that he can War 
1113k! oii!v «.! js». 'i)Tt 1 in hi**.. Mak#r*# car : 

the bl-et at truth divine, 

flionoua an Kolyma's interior shrine, 

Where, in his own oracular abode, 

Dwelt visibly the light -creating «<*t; 390 

.But made long since, like .Babylon of old. 

A «len of mtschtefa never to be told : 

And she. once tnietnw* of the. realms around, 

Now scatter'd wide, and no where to be found, 

A« mwm shall rise and reaarend the throne. 

By native j»w'r and etiergy her own, 

A» nature, at her own peculiar cost, 

Itertson* to man the glorias he lias loaf. 

(to— bid < he winter ceaan to chill the year* • 

FUs| 4 »r »* the wand ring comet in his sphere ; ton 
Then Vwt -but wait for that unhop'd for hour) 

Th*« wdf -restoring ami of human now r. 

But what is man in hi* own pmod om.mii > 

Hear him —himself the j**ot and the thcnic . 

A .monarch, efatthd with majesty and awe ; 

Hh wind hi* kingdom. and hi* will his law ; 
tin*** in. hi* mien, and glory in his eyre. 

Supreme on earth, and worthy of the skies. 
Strength in hi* heart., dominion in his «<.«!, 

And, thunderbolts excepted, quite a (tod : 410 

Soslngs he. charm’d with hi* own mind and form. 
The song magnificent— the theme a worm ? 
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fw where be* Kit*, contemplative Mtd ft* 4 
Pleasure and wonder in hi* feature* »m 4 
Hi* passions tarn 'd , and ail at hi* enn t n » 1 1 
How perfect the composure of hi* «m»l ; 
Complacency ha* breath'd a gwotto gal* 

O’er all his thoughts, and swell Vi life mxY.mil" tf-n 
His twite well trimni d. and in tt#r* tnymi M>’ie 
Like regimented coicmnb, rank and file 
Adorn his intellect* a* well m shelves. 

And teach him notions splendid w* themwdve*. 

The ..Bible only stand* neglected there 
Thotigta that of «]) most worthy of bin care : 

And. like an infant, troublesome. awake. 

Is left to sleep, for peace and quiet; Make 
What shall the man deserve of human kind 
w hose happy skill and industry, .! . ■ » 

Shall prove ( what argument wuid never y.-s ) 

The Bible an imposture and a cheat t 
The praises of the libertine profess'd, 

The worst of men, and curses of thv.lmt. 
where should the living, weeping o'er hi# woe* ■ 

I he dying, trembling at the awful •ckm* , 

Where the betray'd, forsaken, and oppress.! 

The thousands whom the world forbids m re*t , 

where should they find, (those comforts at an end 

The scripture yields) or hope- to find, « friend t « *o 

homiw might mum- herself to nuidthW then 

And. seeking exile from the sight of mm 

Bury- herself in solitude profound 

Grow frantic with her pangs, and' bite. gnnwd 

Thus often unbelief, grown 'sick of life 

bhm to the temptiug'popl, or felon knife 

ilia jury trieel,. th6 oonutmr to nhnrt 

And lunacy the verdict of the court; 

ReTOrec the sentence, let the truth }*> known 
Such lunacy is jguonux v ah me. " , , 

Thaf SureVt!! at T* m 'T 1my n< « kt < *>' 

Themul 1 2e eChmtaui ,< ,hnniv ■ 

P^^L \}T ngon a « sur < * relief, 

P’lwimSoifi 6®*^ aoi * , ^ fi t all her grief, 
Etfr ^ «*« toil, along, 

' ftiiVfi rt ■ borate a 

pioi2h? uShl 2£v * bJ4 V ! ik, ‘ ^ 

* .ougrw up the roots of a believer s rare, 
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Boon* thr«i you harlot* wooitig all *ho ttwt# 

The worn mi nmmnm of tit* pnMk 
'Permit, fmm morn to fitghi mm sight to tmvrti,, 

^ Her own abhorrem** and much yew * ftp 
The glorious «howV, tin lira itel wad fw, 

Shalt fall on her, w hen hmvn desk** it iboc 
Of all that wbdotn dictate, llilt* the clri.fl 
That mm h dead in mn. : ami life*/ gilt. 

Is virtue, then, nnlow# of Cfomtmn artxmih, 

Mere fttl.hu ;y. or fitoUkhm*#, W tooth 
■Ten thousand hwtm w**. ,■ 

. For ignorance, of what they wnM m.4 know ? 

That apHxi'rl'MirayH at once a nmgne •• 

Charge not a, <*<*d with Mich ootragow wrong •' i.fo 
Truly, not I - ■ the partial. light rmm bav«\. 

My tWl jK-muadi^ me, wol 1 employ d, may m* ■<* 

'While he that. a-mra* the nmavdiiy Umn j*erv« -mv 
Shall find the blwaing. wiimprovVI, a <*vnw 
Let heathen worthier, wlnwe evahAl tm»d 
Left Hettsuaiity and jlnm- la-hind. 

Pome##* for roe, their iindi*putr*1 lot., 

And take, useuvkxL the mwml they wougM . 

But still in virtue of «. Saviour > jAm, 

'Not blind by .dmtee, but dmiin‘4 not to w<\ bw 
Their fortitude ami wMknn were a fmmr ■ 

Cetatfial, though they knew not when*** it cauio 
Deriv'd fmm the mme mnmw of light and grave 
That gt2idfB.tl.1e Christian in hit*' swiffot ne> 

Their judge was omifcimaee, and her rule their law ■ 
That rule, mtromd. with wv'ri*rMv*.aiVd with awe.. 
Led them, however Mt'nim. faint, and *fow. 

From what they knew to what they wish'd fo know 
But. let not him that shim* • a . brighter day 
Traduce the splendour of a m.*m tide ray,’ , &|b 
•Prefer the twilight: of a tlurher time. 

And deem his hum* stupidity no crime- ; 

The wretch, . who alight* the Umniv of the *km 
And Kink*, while favour'd with the numm to nw> 
Slmll. find them .rated at their full am* mot 
The good he mtm'il ail earn**! to ftwmui. 

Marshalling all m he tmm . 

Thunder, and uai*tli(|uake, and devouring llatmm 
Irom Sinaia top Jeiiovah gave tlmlaw.— 

Life, for obf^kmoe— cteath for ev rv flaw ■ ' 

when the great Sov'mjp* would life will ei imm, 
He gives a perfect .rule:; what can he lam, ■ ■ 

. W febo) tlttkt ftft. !7fr,. 
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.'Aim! giuml* jj, with a .sanction «,« K-vmt 
Ah V«jg«a <• rut) inflict, or (‘inner* tmr ■■ 

, , “ ll * mvn fctormm* right* Ji<» would lijiM'Ijiitii 
MeloTr ”“ w i rt shJ,,J -T tnf! “ w >tli luh tmmt ’ 

rm«. m* alone the mow wm^um,* , ^ 

llw^n.foet to u«< tmt. Imt trta hi* h'wt ■ ' 

i ,, rrr“ •«»> Kr<»»y. 

HZ ’ N "‘ th - W.«W«1 : 

\V K„t ' V"! 7 r> " ««»»••. **wl. itm) pl,»l. 

ittj’l .-. -if " ,l ,K _> * *i »-f In Mating heard jjo more > 

Hint Mf -renounnng wMom.' horn'd 3»*f,, n > 

T \ Hh if mmiorUi] Kl "iw rn Vonr 1 .jW ' 

1 , ,“ l! .vr>nr virtu. T? f-anuot j-»tuvhi«*e. now. ;,7« 

Ail joy to the ! H<* can Kjw«k- 

ImrihliiH;.. y«-i lu»j<i>y confident, yet meek. 

\n, IT. oo 4 T r hmn » h » “« to tby foot, 

AikI t in U|> a.U toy &>11 m> fay th** 

I TH : 'V»;-r tnmUfd in an arm hxtt tiiiin* 

>or )k«ji «*. hut in thy riuM*%nt*n^. <m™ > 

My pniy rs. imd aim*. and <k'h!"d 

f#™ th* U^hlv effort* of n vhM • " 

t'' :r V*rt"rm ;i. it was their hrighWt 3 «m. 
that they pn^Art train n grateful heart . m> 
l monad in <nvu all jamfymg Ihwd, 

forgive their evil-. and «<-<■<• jit, their good.' 

I idut .them lit thv feet— * my only jdcti 
£*«*» ” wn»i^«le|jend«any* upon thee; 

While struggling in the vole of tear* Mow 
lhat never foil'd. nor shall it fail „ M , u , m ’ 

, Aitgrbr gminfatiiont* rtmd th** ■ 

I- fall** tmjutiort. ncvnr jn'finpt %*> riM* 1 • 

Humility is -own'd ; and faith m-eivi* the jime. 


OI'nsTl LATIOK 

I TSt't.i* i,| !U M 'StTCii |*'.j !'*] J, li f 

Tmimw., id«in raOr-ns mi it t , vi < »tn 
!•■■ \ V »»U* a., 

y* n J for Eagliwwi.'; What apjiear^ 

in migUm®, j» «w* in in»m? th.c». irntm* to tcfajm? 

IvmtB fif her delightful M in 

te'Hlic? iwt cloth 'd. with u miilv l- 








EXPOSirUTfOX 4% 

T l mm tii» peopi* ntmm to nv'ry imt * ' 

IfT 1, "Y*”' •>«««, arrogant, unjuat; ^ ' 
th Iw u) .1 t he w heel* < 4 an av» nm%e; ( J w l 

5 ji « v ate,! * »>c fUefaust Tiki ! . 
haw Wtrlan wi wide h,. r tw „ i wv < j )>r 

'l o Jet the military deluge tmm : 

•TurutMlcm a prey, her glory wtiivi 

Pi. r «A. i* deaf w in S ^fttllro ,S' U ' VM0 “ 
A*a soumifi prophetic are too rough to auit 
Th!I «ho pleasmg him - 

Pmnnun,"l‘{ , ‘ i ^ u ^ l ' rnU,>ti awl hi* theme; 

\Vi h l h ‘ lrim1iV - aul hiH f " arH a dmun ; ?« 
™i,, 7, w -“ •»ai«ljtv'«ct} wing <] the feetimr hoar* 

1J] the b- fortind them, and down fell th© tow "is 
b ng time Anayria them, in her rflS 
TUI tienitenw had purg'd the public stain 
£ % ,1 ?™*- W1 * * »vlenUn« pity mov'd * 

ThSJ 12f Sirte ^ ,h ° 13,5,1 ;! "> v 5r ' vV! ■ 

27 hXl th ° •"* .' ,f 

««nMia ilm #nftn», ?ti to nhow 

lEtaf mnnfo S 1 *^ Jini V <mri1 ^ 111 of woe, ! SO 
lfx!l mm in frail, aii«! vnn hnt ill murtMin 

i*S 0 f # J n i ,n ' , *» t y grief «,„! pail3 , 

Vkm, Ju! ‘f ht ’ J % v * ! ‘ at J'«» nty leads, 

™ rjo* silently succeeds. 

W hen In* that rul’d them with a shepherd's rod 
lt» form a man, in dignity a tiod. 11 * r ‘ K! ' 
Omw». not exjHvhd in that humble gm«. 

B wft and search them with unerring mym 
«mvid d l«wath n fair oumi.le, ’ 

-Their , f *« V< ,,te *»ww« «»d worm of pride ; y„ 
^ihelr piety. a system of deceit, 

«cnpfta» employ'd to sanctify the cheat - 
2*!$ * 3l,? dope of his own art 

ttn* 01JE < ’ 1111,3 3 ** » knave at heart « 

“tiiotw are to perish k, their sins. ' . 

nn m the church the leprosy begins.' • . 

Ihc pruwt w!n»* oflbv is, with md sincere. 

v 2 Z£ViZu m \ M ^ u ’" 1 ],¥> mrvi> if vU ! ‘ r * 

AjH !!" 1 ?* ,,d h! ', vs '' u !-'» the brink, 

While other* ,H»«OM what the tl.Kk must drink; toti 
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' Or,- waking at the- <«1J erf lnnt atme* ' ' 

hrtmm Um md mtwm, erf tit* mm.. 

His imitiiimUtig sheep Mieve it pram; 

And,, tmlotel by the very mmmn m <?nw ( 

Catrli from each .other m #j*< 

The foul forerunner of ft gen ral mi 
■. Then truth, fa hush'd. that hwwy nmt pmaefe 
And. nil ia trash that. rmmm ran not n^eh ■• 

Then 0<*J’* own inia^ mi the amil tin)**** 4 
a irtod'ry, and « stand mg jpw* ,. , 

And faith, the root whom** only <an -rrH 
The gYHom of a life that wins the 
Loaei* at on<>f al) value and 
PronounwJ by gray Harris a dmm 

Then erremony loads her Ingots fori h, ’ 

Prepar'd to fight for shadows of tn.* ^ urn h 
While truths, on which etcTtml things d#*j.»ei>d. 
'.Find not, or hardly find,, a single friend 
As soldiers wateh the mmm I of mriniwH 
They loam to !.wm\ to kneel, t« wit. to , 
Happy to fill religion's varan t phm* 

With hollow form, and gmtim*. and 
Such, when, the Uwher of his dumb ns t!>m 
People and priest, the sons of Israel wrre 
Stiff In the letter, lax in the df*um 
And imjsirt* of their am$m dm?e* - 
Ihm learning legendary. Mm< aHiml 
And yet exult**! above f.ltsfs <»wa word : 
^heydrew arum* fmm:.*w irsUimhd *^*r$ 

jv™ d' up with, gifts they runner .niid^TM^wst j " 
Me ptiug d them with as terrible n frown 
As if not love. hut. wrath, had brought him 
xet he was gentle as soft wumnwr air» , 

Bml grant fur otla-jv wiw. 1«t »««»** fur Umt, 
fimnigh all he hi*"»k<« a j.»iaUMM*»t. rwi - ■ 

Hliet m is artifice, the work «( ttia:?i ■ 

A tid tneka , and turns,, that tm<y m*v ih'rm* 

Tii-' ™Lni!*hn tmi / i>r li,m thM rult9i n *" *** 

aarttvcKatss*?' 



T^e tempi “ T j»bm. l iK*t hT * 
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hftn*K tlmt at titnm ' ' . • , 

extortion and the worst of critnm. 
Wash'd with n nmtmm rm imlotmly ' ii*cx% 

AM few from wry tftint but that of vice! iso 
however tartly, ttmuh her. pace 
When otm* hm ronqner'cS. graee,. 

Thi*y mxv tlwumimr heal'd, and life rv*tor «h 
lii answer to the lint at lm word ; 
i'Vmftw'il the wander, and* with, daring tongue, 
Bl.a#*pheir» Vi OF authority from which it sprung, 
They knew, hf sure pragmatics m*en on high. 

The fulling tone mu! of the sky 

lint,, grave di^mhlwv* ! t^sulri not understand 
That mrt let loo**? ^mikn punishment at hand. • j Cu 
Aak fmw t#f history'** authentic page, 

And mil tip evident^ from vv’ry age"; 

,I>i«pliiy witi) busy and hil«onons hand 
Tlse blessings of tin* most indebted laud ; 

VV Suit, nation will yon find* wluise annals prove 
So ricli sm int'iwt m almighty love i 
Where dwell they sow , whm? dwelt in andeniday, 
A. jwiple planted, water'd, hh*iU m they ? 

Egypt A and. Cmmm ' # wwk proclaim. 

The favours pour'd upon the Jewish name— 170 
Their fmdom, purchas'd far them at the curt 
Of till their hard oppn^Forn valiad most ; 

Their title to n emm try not their own 

sure hy pr**!i{rieft fill then unknown ; 

For them, tlic 4 state they left made waste'.&nd void ; 
For them, the state# to which they went chsdToy’d ; 
A cloud to imwure out .their march by day,' 

By night a fire to cheer the gloomy way *, * 

Tlmt iiu, »ving «igiml mtmmomngowhen Wfd , 

Their hiwt to move ; and, when it stay'd, to rest. 
For them the rc*':k* dissolv'd into a fi***!,’ \h\ 

The? dews eoiidensd into angelic foot! ; 

Their very garment* mere*}"' * old. yet- new. 

And Time forbid to touch them a* he flow ; 

'.well’d aliovn? the hank, enjoiird to stand. 
While they pasA! through to their .apj* tinted land : 
Their leader arm'd with' mMm aenh and love. 
And grac'd with el-ear cmlcnt.inLs from above: 
Themselves secur'd teneath th’ Almighty wing; 
Thar fkxl their captain h lawgiver, ainl king ; ’ We 
Crrnviiil with a thousand viet 'ri**c and at last. ■' 
thirds of the conquer'd soil, there rooted fast-,. 

1 } Vi<k» .n^ieiA v. MIC.*, . . 
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nim tiiry wm by w*r 

Tb^ir name txr^miul «4 my»‘S m far , 

WT^re -mil y tm find « raw* Jifci* Ui«r « w*d.»,». ,j 
Witti all that man p'#r wish'd, or bmv *» Uwf«, » f » 
.Ttow, *afi ttoy .only, aamnffit all 

ween’d the fcrau*cript of th' eternal mied 

”-*J® with hta own .ma.gn.rrn law*. 

And eonstltntwtl guardian# of hi# tmim , foo 

T ®®» were the jireybetK, Ch«»ir* the primhe call. 
Aim! tbeirn, by ?>irth, the 8»vk«ir of tm aJJ 
l.n^viiisi the nations,' th.nl fa#4 Mnei) them 
With fierce and e&riatfeft/yrt ad. miring; **y m , 

I In 1 toug’Iit to crash them gttarded *%% th* i wcti? 

Iff mwr divine, and drill that mxiht urn «■ rr 
Had they maitit&m'd 4lIc$rmioe firm mnl mm> 

Ana kept the! faith innuftcutato and mmt ' * 

Then the proud of all Wmw 

Had found one dty not, to be t/wfmmw'': 

And the twelve st&mhwl# of the tril** unfur; d 
Hail tad defiance to. the warring work!, 

■ ^ *”■*««* forth th» tmlmt 4wdk 

as nehesi ai.ul the most luxuriant wwisu 

^* m ' tlmT &**»<*% 4 mk 

rhey wt up self* that idol' god wHhm ■ 

View d a Deliv rer with diwkin «nd hat* 

Who left them »(ill « tributary mtr, 

hi tea fast hut .hand, held out to t#*f them frn# 
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h JS s*?jwj** *? wtju tb( ' »W“ 

apeM n« away to battle aiid to fame. 

tapaStod^^L^fl wiki en jonw, 2aft 

BnPtl^Jf o J l be #*#* of **W»W; 

S,™ ?f th -7 % bt thi «^ have ever fought 

Betam, asham d, without the wreaths f her mmJh't 
Thy senate fe a aoenn of mil jar ' 

°f contrariety at war ; 

Whe*» sharp and solid, phlegmatic and Ijsriit 

teifiir??' 1 . fennem and %ht; ‘ 

viiiit, omtmuvy taken hus HtuiSlv **&*.**< 1 

policy hm pl'ann'd ; ’ 

Where policy is busied all night long 
In setting right what faction has set wrong ■ 

Th»t^ fl n ls ;,° f ora ‘ w >* the floor. ^ ' 

! h .™ fc baff and dust, and nothing more 

Tax'd rill th”! 11 * lntan . t ! < repine, mmpbun. 
if." tlU th f hrow of labour sweats in vain ■ 

lnl T^t himlm r th< * ^ling Htote ‘ 
tfeLSriel 1 1<W 7 ,u,tlun « to relieve the weight • 

So dimly WP,, ‘ 8,b 

"**««*• «ld ease 

SSw fh^wf m ?'? nte life'* these 1 
Cm!tm S S? V nly - r* 1 '™ *»» this !.„1J 

That while inhorii!,* 0, ttwsummate. all • 

S 1 1 ?, sg? n Sr 

£.*stk^4^ra^i' 

KiXi^„T.oK:?r- ' 

That balance the wii,« , f ev X i l T‘ r 3 *> 
TI® busy trifb-r uZIl 'iZ: 

Frames many a purpose and <}o*l wopW id 
State thrive or wither, » k . , uwri 

Ev n m his will and his d«S 2 a " <! * M, ‘ 
While honour virtue i * or ‘ Ulu - 

Thev flourish • ,„ i ‘ J ’, *-'• l*?tir sway, 

Bids rottenness i«v a de^?bri n ^T f beart ; 33 J 

a^saKiasS 2 ^*. 
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None ever yet Impeded what lw wrought ; 

None ban* liirn ml from his thought ; 

Barkncw itself before hi* vy? f ■ , , 

Anil hell's rloiv nhwhicf *** **** wgm 

Stand now, and judgcth}?**^ ■■'' -H^t thou uumrr <1 

His angra-. who can wwte <h«* *»<& * ;i > 5 

Who poiww ami piWKirtioBtf l J ma : 

Weighing them in the hollow of Jus hand,' 

And in whom? awful night ail nations worn . 

Ah gmmlmppm, m fhiet. a drop,* urwmi . 

Hast' thou <u merilw Inn mtd abhors; ■ 

Claim'd all the glory of thy p*#I»rmw warn? 

Frond of thy fkvts and armies, etol » doe gem 
. Of lm just praiwn to lavish it on thetn r . 

Hast thou not ieuni d. whntthott art often told. 

A truth still mm*l nml hto*'* of old. 

That ih» stuvvw attends o» *7* :ni3 ? ^ W< nw 
tublest. and that, the battle in the ' urn * ( 

That courage is his mature, and dismay 
The post, that at his bidding *»«**! 

Ghastly in feature, and festal mg tongue 
With doleful nmmxt and V***#* him ^ 

To quell, the valour of the doubyrt heart. 

Aim! teach the ounbatmit n woman k }mrt r 
That he. bids ihmmmh fly when mm* pumice SC« 
Sites m ho will, by many or hy h;w 
And claim,* for ever, m Ins royal right, 

TIP event and suit* deekmu of the%!il 1 
% Hastthim. though Ma*kl<d at taf fttmUm * Imm t. 
ExjKMrted slavery to the conquer d Mist:, 

Pull'd down the tyrants India w.?fvd with dread, 
Ami rais'd thyself, a greater, in their stead * 

Otme thither arm'd and hungry, return’d full 
Feel from the richest vehmof fl^ Mogt.il 
A desrxit big with pmv’r obtain'd by wealth, '(To 
And that obtain'd by rapine nbd ^ stealth f 
With Asiatic? vices, stor'd thy wind*. 

But left -their rivtxmmd thine own behind ; 

And having truck'd thvmuL brought home the fee 
To tempt the poor to sell himself to thee? 

Hast: thou bv statute rfiovd from ns design 
The Saviour's feast, hisownhb** bread and wine, 
And made the symbols of atoning grave ■ 

An offiee*key, apickdock to a itacr. 

That infidels mav prmv their tiw good . fee , 
By an oath dipj/d i n mmmnxul Mood ' 

:v»; humour i794~UW> nv*j /7W ./r;fe fe v.'. 
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WU1 rtiU » blot, in unite 

And 1 T1 ^ >3o ^ te n»T write ; 

HewfL LY»wSh W1 ^ dmaw th » 

Anri S fi * txmr8 tbe *Hver cup in Yai n . 

4 u “ Wora ’ on ev r y *%l*t preLce 

OMnmon mi had pence. ’ 



Known eclinww and » 
ai f »f h, all thy WmsoY^u, 

And lTJ 1 ^ 8h «?, honour on thy l,m« 

B^tZTJj\ mhhr lnhi tha » now, 

Kstwmgall rebuke, Sn SSrT'*' 1 ™” #wrU 

^ateried,L r SiriX^t^rv W i • 

Thy fastings, when calamity It U«t J chrt,w ' 

w&'i&fr' ffy^U m 

In lighter diet, it a Sul'lHlm™"" ”" ,r ' “* l“*' r 

fl* , ti „, 

The f« ,ff, 'S’dlS^’r*®? 'I" ' 

£“■£■*• »at a rMSTiSSr' 1 " 

Brought Bre Ironi h'i” ,“JJ' U " t '" <|M time 
2 te?!!>“ !«-!«™ion ’tore.", 2 SH ‘ Hm -' 


-lit 


“»wuua #re ina fry mi I.. * 

Think on the fruitf f „ J , u buma n raw, ? 

That fed tts floSlfh T !I ” r,lter ‘ d "pot 

Where Pared : ££j$f, If 1 * of wwdthv lit 

BtimingSl^S^vouehsafd <* 5 earth. 4 « 

Or in his ^^oCnftT*? 1 dmrth ’ 

paring the veagSnoeS eteSti^ dwiw ’ 

Then nature imwia * QI ^nrmi fine ; 

Unveil’d her’bli^hinw^* 11 ^! 8 d ’ defil'd. 

Beheld with joy the , 1111(1 8mi ld; 

•And prais’d the wrath »£«♦ f**?® defac'd. 

wrath that laid her beauties waste 
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K Xi *OSTt,‘ L ATI ON 

■ -'Far be t h e thought .from my vm-m of mini’ 

^ A>imI liirrtli#'?! -Hiill tli6 fiiriii cl iukI $\x'iX 
To thrust the charge of deeds that J detest * 
Against an innocent itiicmwdotis hnmt ■' 

Ihe man that <kw traduce. ! W)1U » tv' cm 
With safety to himself, i** not a man „■ 

An individual is a sacred mark. 

pim ' d i0 Ptoy- ** io the dark , 

But public censure apeak* a public f<» 

Unk» a zeal for virtue guide the Mow. 

The priestly brotherhood, devout, sincere, 
rrom mean _ seif int'rcst and ambition dear 
Then- hope m Xioav'n, servility their * uni," 
jjBJtnpt to pewawlc. cxjiostulatc. ami warn, 

Thlv 3mn '- *»'* iriv-n ib< m from a| WV 

lheir vmtnlmm insur'd hy vam\ and love 
As meek as the man Mom?*, and withal 
Kit , mi ir AgriMWs pmwnee Paul, 

won. fl , v tll! ' world » loutaumiaiiug touch. 

“ k3 unpolluted -aiv thine such I 
Except a few with Eli's spirit Meet. 

Baphni and Phinewtj may describe the re*t 

“ t< f ch , er 3 ?’ k “ *“** Hie tW. 

r^w n, ,i U,i 3wart ® * 3u »t Iu * «*» hope to please f 
sS?. 4 ? ,h<! I*f r-Uie simple and the plain 
}j * 33 H*®*". perhaps, thy salutary strain . 
mummy n* gentle, apt to Irani, 
jpcnk hut tlie .word, will listen and return 

Alas, not m ’ the jmnrwt of the flock 
Are proud, and set their faces m a rock , 

«n.iw! that earthly opulence they choose. 

bettor gift, they scoff at. awl refuse, 

*ae rich, the produce of a nobler stem 

Am more intelligent, at least trv them 

Uh, vwm inquiry ; they, without, maorw.. 

■atb altogether ■gone a devious reurw ■ 

S l»3wtm> loads them. 'wihllv Mr; 

*•«*"«* tl,e ,1on ^ «bd hast, the vokc W«v 
Now, borne upon the wings ,.f t n '„h 
Koideiv thv dim original amt prime * rt ’ Uw *' 

S?iSfe,V? P ? t wf ru,3< ' e«rtb,- 

f ml receiv d th,v at thy birth 

A^Sd’f m f iyar0URh ^wegum blast. 

A d Damsh bowlings war'd time as they rmm'd 

&*£"■* «*»* «m,d the din of armV * 

AM feurJk il a hrvmt that \miU4 with alarm*, 


, W fetad $pfA 


•jr *s»y i 





ThJ tlj > w'rtkmt 

TbmSh^Sif'^ t thy k »<*“ t<> tew, 

CW could not tend thee now ; 

™f VIC *p*T that of orient light, 

1116 « loom <>f »%ht. 

Hot 21 at thl f dwtant moment shows t», 
SJ ? e * Ul <? «»nqn"ror «w« : ' 

expressive, energetic, and refin'd, 

« sparkles with the gmm he Jeff 'behind ■ 

He fauSw y v Wl * blessing wj,e.n he. name ; 

TauX fh!i TT*ff t ' , *f ld h,; k ' ft ,1lwl htme; 

A«^^Sr&>*52 K-sr 

fcj * «* onler whero he went, 

Aywhu""S,Hff!‘ i r ! r^ i,, r,' 

mS™"7* t » 

“ . h ‘* v nlv truths attir'd. 

BirtthbS* <*> be seen to be admir'd ; ' 

^i«SHFirFr'' y ’""' 

£*«!» 

™dition now docrejiid and worn out * 2* 

8SS& iSf H , fi8* **vw h doubt : **' 

Woden nnS Tho^^bwi- 1 "^ 4 ihi T ^ <lf tiuae ’ 

Ah Hagon in 1‘hitetia long teK * *' 

fSySS 

Hien priests, with bulls h /jiJ ( k , , 

crowns 11 1,ri " ,h - iilid shaven 

aOSitsiz ouha^r &h weil * 

lgb of that old “ourge are left - behind 

tc.% 


fu* „ ' ”«w WP rwiUfl nf Ilfir^irttoa 

i/lJ-irSf toiliinx *7S 

***** «» their] hu / 


j7 - ,/ <■ > A flfln 

■*• cdd» n fitr iStKK 
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Thj* soIdimMlw prawa w«H nwnagd 
\V«»n» trum d Itumlli Inn lash. und knew th< smack 
And. when he laid them on tin* scent of Moral ' 

b “f, * *“»<*« though fire mid flood'/ ' " 
"® va * of «*«. to Win an empty Until*. 

Z™* prov d a mint of wwiJtis. a mine. to Rome 

HkliSif® »' *Ti unfriwidiy'Sd**/ 

ttw woithlmi alisointmri all tin* priat* ’ 

Thou -want the veriest slave.' in da vs of vor*. ■ 

I hat ever draggd « chain. ur'tugg-d nnmr,' 

1h> mmnm- hs, arlntraiy. fii-m- unjust. 

I faemsolye* the «hm* of M K ot.rv.or !iw 
Disdain d thy counsels . ..„h- ij/distn^/ 

tw k i * h r**r l] r iw> to 

lliir f i, hmU uf mum* u ja^tv 

fi Ira aiK iw ™'*ni plain'd 'th«.v . 

i ;: a!I<l tliw a wav from rmplwv 

Domnfthi happiurssa and rural «,y ' : 

if w ;f f: V th >: iif V 131 or lay it down 

I”' 1 J™*'* 1 ** ,,f «»»r own 
teff'J' w ««* ^nvm-d to'plW. 

;; rff w »** <1. too timid to resjK* . 

And I i^«i» Wf «* M,,d w, ' n * ^eiously dimms* 

And. if wine .vjmrtwn son I n doubt . M ,i 

And. blush nig at the tameness of theEr ' 

J]“ rd WW**** the subject hud a . 
lie w as a traitor by the gnu 'ml Voj.v- " 

v„ r ,V(i Wllb l**Wi> thoti didst IJat ,i a „ 

Uiw cnsw stoop so low m tliv desert' 

It aba km the. sides of splenetic disdain 
Thou self en tit ksl ruler of the main. ' 

ThEr ' U !V* U> , ,!k ‘ when von fair sea v,, 
lliat ehj*s thy shores, had no sn<*h charms forth/ 
%Vhen rnher nations dew fwun ,Et u Z!l\ 

A JCnwd n lE' T ‘ , 7 lh *' 1 1 »'«■ Hay to w} 

RlSh if b 1 l ay ,hy f^heiulin the (Jus) 
?*“•“ “>«»> ««U»» : not petrified. tln-rtl im.Jr ' 
p tlwt ' an llom f ! 1 «»d « faithful part - " " 

And*G«ti‘s Ip V 1 *- 11 11,011 w f ti! " lt3j "‘hat thou art 
OMnrTee 1, 1 1 J| i r-onfes*Yl. 

UMtinwy itself must yield the rest. 

thoil. art; IwWllHl f*li &pTYri him ' r tt i * 

’s.TJZi as rife ' ' ' 

Bid nations leagu'd against thee stand Ed/ 


1 mvvrf, 


m 
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.KXlWrt’UTlOK ; 

Whon iN«m»uiwg- md i x ,y„i 

Withtoroird wfiocwK** in Mitrv's ™,nr t 
AimI Bonner, Withe a* Hb^phmfaf a w &lc*» 

£f ?'*. Rh ? w .*« ,,<} ,hlm < 5 «»**«» Uk Make 

The incm took. 3 f,H value TOwlm-tawi . 

Remv d flu* «oa) of martyrdom in Jd,w*1 
Those holy mm, m full of truth and imw 
8ee»n, to reflation, „f a liiTwot nu» ■ ' 

Meek, modtwt, venerable. wise, mmvn- 
In sueh a ran «• they could tmtttowVUr- 

SKr?i,7,T r ?*" «"* ,*»» 

ur Bpaav ii Hie too abort to nmii thr» 

Irom them to thee convoy VI idon# the tide 

i T r ’ il u "- i > wi,, “» « Kv«h.«i 

;» * ,, *' !!ii, ' r «*? nor vmr* anr«ir 

*£} Jt * ! hw - w «'*» thee. to the bliss tber share 

Ww !! 0t . a f ’ w,n V°- Variit F main tain 

hat. *.d* Tj " u > catch a itiodorn brain ; 
O^KWvinl ‘ U “ ^tnhi.v fiiKl. 

V t 1 v . ] M * a, ' f ‘ b ’ the liwui-evd etude blind 

IW-’i th iM d H ar,: * tbo « ff »n.Hw f 

Wwdoni and K»**tnr** are twin -torn one 

Muh hold iMh rf«. w . ***" 

m *lark«w» overspread the deer, 

Jn; natun. rose from her HerJ ™J, lK 

^ ‘ont* r*' ,1 !r r " 4rth - sml * },at ««r «kv. 

Rvim-i V f ,, " rh \ n f ? - <v*ir«l by 13 h- Most ihgh 

rL hi * vh T m - u T lMki,( ™ «» »•«*• light «.|0 

Ih> iWonlpr. and thy w m k nw * „!i#ht ’ 

And He. whose jKiw’r mere tut Hi tv ol*,v» ' 

Vi ho found tljrs* nothing form VI tins* for his r 

ftwHwWm * to aont himlZifiml ! ’ 
in> " ill : 

*v .J K J * K ' iu v< - v * hut urn m*nir‘<l of old 
laithfn), and faithfully inform'd nnh.i'd ■ 

Lyfl 1 “ ,l(i Just, with no false aim „/ view 

To lMw/itf*' 1 * 1 r h " hnt V am ‘" t ?>ut l*" into ■ 

mrt mV, 

J&nmHh, 1 f ‘ bWiJ f aw5 ^ ni 11 tht* to thin,- J, 

Haiti « e UVB ? 'and tl„-jv f,>"ux«i' 

lltiw Kl!:i]f atl< ’ n wJ ? w ‘ l¥l,, ’ b met) ab.tind • ” 

ShSllSin* ^'V hy ' V]1M ““»■ 

Bv their? thi r *° m ««- t3 »y ftbanto? 

uni1nj.w4u.dnd, 

wnuwutee to that wmuonwt they tWh'd-- 
WOtJ-Nur iJ&HiK ■ 


>1 # 



Aadthou an * le arai - 

OU TOuW 8t «w«y the tmr of harm. 
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As in a dance the pair that; lute the lead 
Tam downward, tail the lowest pair #ucc**k1, 
shifting and so various is the plan 

Bv which Heart rules the min affaire of mm : 1 
ViciMtude wheels round the motley crowd. 

1 he rich grow poor, the poor become purse-proud ; 
■ BusneeB is labour, and man's weakness such 
Pleasure m latent too, and tires as much. * 20 

The very mmne of it foregoes its w, 

By repetition pall'd, hy age obtuse. 

' io&Vin dissipation, we deplore* 

Through life’s md remnant, what no mbs re*tofv . 

■ ,™ r y ears t a fruitless mm without a tmtA\ 

T w many, yet too few to umke ns w im\ 

.Dangling his cane about, and taking, .snuff, 
.Lothario mes ( What philosophic stuff— 

Jli, querulous and weak whose useless brain 

Once thought of nothing, and now thinks in vain • 
wiK.^ eye, reverted, weeps o'er all the past. Hi 
h hose prospect shows tins? a disheartmng wastes ; 
y age m tlux resign his wintry reign 
A.ncl youth invigorate that frame again,"' 

Kene'wd desire would grace with other speech 

lorlif^hxprv 1 ' Wlthm «>»>• reach. 

l?oi lift thy palsied bead, shake u ft the uhmm 

Ihat overhangs, the borders of thy tom ii, ^ 

Bee nature, gay ns when she fiimt'Wgan. 

itli smiles alluring her admirer iiin'ii » id 

!&!W! a t,w «wr eastern Ulh ; 

'll 5tt i !ri i- W, ! h th r <lrn I ,s th *' night distils; 

1 he mu. «!«.« lent . at her « al I awww 

&&?* Kh>ri‘>: »Vr the rehellu, W care; 

^ k \tlih,h\L W,th 1 flow ’ rt ‘* 8*w« fill'd with 

.... spnghtly hounds. 

rork() ' rising ground*. 

Whm'w it « It ,att ' ain » ‘‘v’ry fi. Id 

3 =S. 

mT fcfj *t iml / ealm ’ ^oice ; "i 

AM f and desires, \ 

And she gn es largely more than he requires • > ' 

Not that, hjs houiu devoted all to rare" ’ 

Hollow- ey d abstinence, and lean ajqnur, 
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llje wretch may pne, while to hi* mudl. lam-, *M n 
She holds a paradise *»f rich <h liarht re 

But gently to rebuke his awkward fmr. 

To proye that what she gives she giv«*’*inrere 
"lo banish hesitation, and proclaim ' 

Hw happiness, her dear, her only aim 
lia grave philosophy's afwmlwt dnsun. 

Tliuf h«jv ii a intentions are not what they WI1) 
’niat only shadows are dispens'd below ’ 

. Ami '£arth hm mo malii? but w mi 

Mius thingn terrwtrial wear a diTrem Into' 

As youth or ago persuade* ; and neither true • u, 
m i jy mg w path through colour'd ervstal wen 
me row or lily appears blue or gr.wn! ' ' 

But still th imputed tints are those alone 
The medium represents, ami not their own 
To rw iit mxm, sit slipshod ami undress’d 

Tm I T?iV i r ru:XV W ,r m<n *- «** »’*•'«** best’. 

To finin’ nn° ri1 faitiuig at his door, 

Infill tile dull vacuity till tour; 

*% W«« W'.V. 


To ,»« 1 . , t V 1,OU1 ^ ,a dresring for the dm 

,!i ” sun a bauble without Use, 

So /r f J !' r ? im V’* luw 'riy beams rredu, ; 

W3U to zu3^<»t, or dwm it worth mo thought 
***• or if bo shine ,, 

Tlmrngh mm* nmwuty to cl<*e his ey** 

KS , a , iifI‘ ? 2M k T ,,m, i ,h ‘‘ rim' 

That poor Jotf^tup. with almost evYv breath' 

B ghs tor hw exit, vulgarly call’d death • 

Not v ,,;' VI V i , ' w fu3,iw - b«s * mind 
Not > <•! so blank, or fashionably blind 

But now and then, perhaps, „ bs-btorav 
Of distant wisdom shoots across to* w>,v 
By which he rends, that life without a j.L*. 

As useltm as the moment it l.h*gim 

Beryes merely as a soil for discontent 

ru im incumbrance, ere half 

«2^ A?® 1 "®® 88 beyond what asm* f.*d 

Adilf T?J? U ‘ an ' iut ' ,f th< ‘ WlKsd p 

A dull rotation, never at a stay, 

miwt«f tm *i Uviu image of to dav ; 
WhUetxmversatii'm, an exhausted sbs-k 

H^^d 1 hT y * w tj T ,,fa dock. 

Will » !*, 1 ‘ • n 'r " f k'^rity Stuff'd out 
*• ilk auulemie'iisgtiity dovtmt. 


■M* 
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To read wise lectures— vanity the text : 

Proclaim the remedy, ye learned, ext ; 

For truth, self-wide: t, with pomp impress'd. 
Isvanrty rpa«ing all the rest, 130 

That remedy, not hid in deeps profound, 

Yet seldom sought where only to be found, 

While passion turns aside from its due scope 
Tb' inquirer’s aim—that remedy is hope, 
lafe is his gift, from whom whate’er life needs, 

Y, ith every good and perfect gift, proceeds i 
Bestow d on man, like all that we partake, 

Royally, freely, for his bounty sake; 

Transient indeed, m is the fleeting hour, 

And yet the seed of an immortal flow'r ; 12o 

Design'd, in honour of his endless love, 

To fill with fragrance his abode above ; 

No trifle, howsoever short it seem, 

And, howsoever shadowy, no dream ; 

Its value, what no thought can ascertain, 

Nor all an angel's eloquence explain. 

Men deal with life as children with their play, 
Who first misuse, then cast their toys away ; 
lave to no sober purpose, and contend 

Creator had no serious end, i;>,o 

When Gkxl and man stand opposite in view 
an a disappointment must of course ensue. 

The just Creator condescends to write 
In beams of inextinguishable light, 

af Wisdom, Rixalmw, pow’r. and love, 

On all that blooms below or shines above * 

T?S**** 1 th ® wanti ;™« notice of mankind, 

And teach the world, if not perversely blind 
Hw gracious attributes, and prove the share 
His offspring hold in his paternal care. m 

If, led from earthly things te, things divine. 
Khscreature thwart not bis august design. 

Thtn prmse is heard instead of Hashing pride 
And captious cavil and complaint sulwde 
Natare employ’d in her allotted plaw, " 
fa handmaid to the purjxisoH of grace 

kii °^ »»**• ***. 

blessings understood 

Sfic ^« reVCal t! m with a glow 

££**■. ^ecovenant-ensuring bow K , M 

f “ lin «, s r ith a noble scorn 1 W 

I evil, and. 


Wfi With] And 17$?*, 


at hi* ramrrwml , 
KW.VP. th imwUmal'J't imix?, 

W S? ^h«n wrisrlTd agnimit cui* smile nf Uiin 
Though eW,l and «rwlW in }.»* \mZ 

He shine with all » chmih’* artltW <'harm« ’r 
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Their fleece hm pillow, od Ms weekly drawl, 
Though short, too long, tha.priee he pays for all. 

If lawyer, loud whatever ««« ho plead, s»ij 
But proudest of the worst. If that succeed ; 

Perhaps a grave physician, mib'ri mt 1 'em 
Puaot-u'lly laid for length’ning outfit; 

■ Lottos, whew humanity sheds rays 
That make superior skill his second praise; 

Harms engage him, he devotes to sport 
His date of life, no likely to In* short. 

A soldier may 1« any thing, if brave ; 

So may a tradesman, if not quite a knave. gjp 
Such stuff the world is made of ; and mankind 
To passion, infrest pleasure, whim, resign d. ’ 
Insist on, as if each were his own popic. 

Forgiveness, and the privilege of hope. 

But conscience, in some awful silent hour. 

When captivating lusts have lost their pow r 
Perhaps when sickness, or some fearful dream. 
Reminds him of religion, hated theme !— 
btarte from the down on which she lately short 
And tells of laws despis'd, at least not kept ; 

Shows, with a pointing finger hut no noise. 

A pie procession of past sinful joys, 

All witnesses of blessings foully scorn'd. 

And life abus'd, and not to 1»> suborn'd. 

Mark three, she rays,- these, summon'd 
afar, 

Begin their march, to meet thee at t he har ■ 
there find a Judge inexorably just. 

And perish there, as all presumption must. 
i«u;e lie to those (such peace a« earth can giv.o 
t lw »> pleasure. dead evil while they live : 
Boiii capibkh melt#*!,. of hftttv'nly truth : zn 

Blit down to ago, from wlk^i youth; 

fheir mmd a mldenum, throtijfh want id am*. 1 

the plough of wisdom never cut ring there, 
rpee (if insensibility may claim 

Trvmfln w , meei£ honours of her name) 

To men of pedigree, their noble rare 
Emulous always of the nearest place 

n U J7J7° m ex f pt the throm of grace. 
TW.vA t ra ge i ra ““il UIlt,I1 %hten'd swains 24b 

t b 7 ff'T 1 tbat bmv ‘ a on lain.- ; 
S?.? Sumkiys to the house of prav'r. 

And ask, and fancy they find, hlesshitis there , 


22 (* 


from 


2W feat) fine! /?&», JTSfi 
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Themselves, perhaps, when wary :b. y retreat 
• *] enjoy end! nature in .a country m«&t, ■ ' 

J ex<*httuge the centre <*i ft thousand trader 
For elumj*, and lawns, and temples, and ejwcad,* 
May now and then t heir velvet cushions take 
And seem hi pray, for good example mkv : 
Judging, in charity, no doubt, ib<* town sm 

■ enough, and tutviaf nanl of none. 

Kind soul# : to hiteh their tenant, ry u> pn/,r 
What they themwlyw, without remorse. despise 
t, ‘fy*, ow *■*. of aught to 
well for them had prophecy li^n dumh 
Tliey could have held the induct they pursue, 
liiifl Piitil of luring liv d ^ »}ew * 

Autl truth, prop***} \n rerntwr* wi*** th«»v 
ttmiijtlt'Udy away. 

They die.- Death lends them, pkiod. and m 

^I'K'irl, ' *l(k\ 

All, the grim hoimurts <„4 foil*, ghastly fWtfufl 
' pother imntmgn grm* the ehnmht'r now, 
mrnm Me we m w the mimic flow , 

, T«€ liiisy liern ; 14s liang the 

»jk! dim liujipfclK’twwm • 
ftrochum thnr tit'll in the emwti around* 

But they thut were them nmvtt nni a! tlmiwnmd ■ 
Wm mmtm. pkrVl kliy «t llieir toi,i % ' 

Auiik nothing now in the fit'll 

«‘V tlH ' M *’’ ! J, f 1 <*» the liier ' S?o 

tan only say ■• hiohiUty law hero. 

i*®* *° a W wud * • ’twerw pity to offend 

K* "'"*»**. wh«mi. we. mm** mend ; 

Mm without hope era ohm hut in diumtir— 

tWm iluZ'‘ W<> f " lln,i mum l. -ue them 

when two pilgrims in a forest >?ruv. 
w)th may; tie lost, yet each m hi* own w-,\ 

^ fares it mth the imtltitudw* W K t,ird ' ' 
tnA*ain opinion# waste and dimg'ruu* wild. 2:0 
Ten. thousand rove the brakes and thorns * 

*? d «»*»* weatwimh and all wrong 
B»t here, aba. the fatal difTreiuo Ik*, 

Each man s tohef w right in his own even , 
wad he that, blames what they have blind! v chose 
Ummn^ntmeni for the lovv he #w ' UwK ' 
^y botwiwt within whose previnee fall 
cedar mm) the hyssop on the wall, 
wwi Amk the Junes, the fields, the l*»w'rs 
What part# the kindred tnUwof wmli and 
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Hw«»t scent, or lovely form, or Ixrth combin'd, 2 fih 

Distinguish ev'ry cultivated Wad : 

P® of both denote* a meaner 
Ad Cnloe from her garland pick* the wml 
TfeuB hopen of 0v ry sort, whatever ' 

Esteem them, sow them, rear them, and protect, 

If wild in nature, and not duly found * 
Oethsemane. in thy dear hallow'd ground, 

That cannot bear the hinge of scripture light 
Nor cheer the spirit, nor refresh the right 
Nor animate the soul to Christian deeds, ’ 300 

(Cm cast .them from thee 1 ) an? weeds, arrant mni* 

Ethelred’s bouse, the centre of six wavs. ' 

Diverging each from each, like mini raW 
Himself as bountiful as April rains, * ' 

Lord paramount of the surrounding plains 
JVould give relief of bod and boardto „ 

But guests that sought it in th' appointed ( >»•. 

And they might enter at his open door. 
s v n fa r bls spacious hall would hold no more. 

He sent a servant forth by ev'ry road, 310 

P JSf* hw horn and publish it abroad . 
rliatall might mark -knight , menial, high . and low— 

ff STi 14 “f^rn'd them mucb to know, 
it after all some headstrong hanlv lout 

ConwVI wo 7, th * mgh K!m ' b» be shut out, 
HinlifJi 11 ^‘•s'uinmrnnir at his ease, 

Huiist lf Mile author of his own disgrace i 
No, the decree was just and without flaw 

ffis . ,U “W t to niab,, « the law : 

WOlfn it! * A k tniuntam a churlish strife 
S™*„i ™ th « Lh l n ? r of eternal lif,.. 

Bmiuse the deed, by which his love «, nflrtn. 

The largess he bestows, prescribes the ill-nil 

SSfclv a b r } \V X i W kSuSr • 

AnfCm flo ’ ^ *£* lKMm k yours. 

Ana sure it is as kind to smile imd mw 

Wknot SX?f y '“ D .° thk * «'vel 

msmifit fmdy ^ air Wd ■ 330 

AnScf 8 ? merCea «T tbotight l ' 

He»SC?3L''S,f’± re , i ’,r' ; 

n hnt , .-b.-,- inu merely this— 

Wm'lnw'Sta Mix. 

N » « » pnS SS «E™» ■“«, 


To place yon when* h« saint » hi* preset] <v hIhu*** 
Thw only ran ; _ for thi« plain cause. express'd <u. 
In terns ns plain.— himself turn shut the nvt 
But. oh the strife the hit bring, ami dei«le 

t«hnps of ummrohas'd bmv'n ertsife ! 

ahe flirted fan, the bridle, aw! the 
All speakers. yet all language at a low.; . . 

From Htwsx) d walls smart argument* reltomKj • 
And beaus, adepts m wry thing profound 

Sihl iT ' 1 ”, 1 ' " r W)mth ‘ " ff th ” ™»od ' 

Th’ e^w-Lt a T*» ,r ? f n $H*- «***' «»<* k>t™. 

Ih explobjon of the level! d ml*. ,-xriu-M H'.u 

Where mould nnp nhhey wall* oerbaijR th«* triad* 

Aik! oaks coeval spread a mournful shade 

The screaming nation*, hovnng in mid air 

Lend y rm-nt the stranger's freedom there' 

And m, m to warn him never to repent' 

Afiw f v :nis, ' Ui 0,1 tJieir dark: retreat. 

The r , llrM m< ** «** yet 3 k* sips 
rhe purjili. lunnjx-r. trembling at his lim 
Adieu to all morality— if gram ‘ ' 

Tjf» Ch, ( ' r ?- R a , vaili in the (». < • f >fl „ 

rhe thrown h«w is Wader, draw the - 

« Mot - Bh* khend : with ft f.-irk '-■ 

Mero H Mlv s'l wh “ f, ' v, r «»»♦* nwv U M * 
iltix# foil) « ml wm r toaw* C 

iP*? 1 perainudon is. at least' sometimes, 

!3mS "' ,M "**& “”»*•* 'W and in* 

Witli nice attention, i» a righteous soah* 

And save or damn as these or those ,. n .v»ii 

AnU U n ' liV ftK,i , 1 } f M thi * around of trust ’ 

And siien,*. ,. v ry fear with-~4h»| is j u *t, ‘ <J7 , , 

But^if petvhanw*, on wan® dull drizzling div 

if thus th imjximn! aiwe is to j n „i 

the brain should dip on the wnniewde ■ 

A^S* n rtT VW tnm thi ’ m ' “"*«««« fright* 

Th«; lH nM T raf,ll ~«ew all to rights ' 
befcw< * n an«tioe. m my prime support 
M to ”* th « nson, 15 

]£?*£&?* ,ih T k \ with heav'n in view 
Ancl—pftrdon me— tin* Kittle with \4m 

T, .TiJi ’ " ” S “ 

e ■®»PiMary scheme* that devise. 

, ■ .338 ««wut J?M\ -i7:$9 ifioo 

; " , ; , ■' . *'■**?*. ■**?*' ■ . -M* \ min* hmn • 
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Whotnak tb- g . *; ''•••atop, on ttudi j la . 




, To ev'ry sudden slip and transient wrong, 
Then heav’n enjoins the fallible and frail 
An hope!*** task, and damns than 'if they MS. 
My creed (whatever crml-makem mean 
By At h a n as u u i nonsense, or X icenej 
My creed is— he is safe that does his best. 

And death’s a doom sufficient for the rest. 
Eight, rays an ensign ; and, for aught 1 see, 
lour faith and mine substantially agree ; 

The best of ev'ry man's performance here 
Is to discharge the duties* of his sphere. 

A lawyer's dealings should be just and fair— 
Honesty shines with great advantage there. 
Fasting and pray'r sit well upon a priest— 




" rtk nothing hen* that wants to Is* conceal 
Manly deportment, gallant, easy. guv ; 

An hand ns iib'ral as the light of day, 

The soldier thus endow’d, who never shrink 
Nor closets up his thought, whate'er he thin 
Who acorns to do an injury by stealth. 
Must go to hear 'n —and 1 must drink his he 
•Sir Smug, he cries, (for lowest- at the- board - 
Jiwt made fifth chaplain of his patron lord 
His shoulders wit-nosing by many a shrug 
How much his feelings suiter d-sat Sir Suit 
iour office is to winnow fa3.se from, true ; 
Oorne prophet, drink, and tell us— What thir 




*^at w ®° P^fommnt mn*J> mm, 420 
1^? ; church-bred youth replies, 

? fMhble, however wise ; 

S? ftflfr i u,J gaio«ts serve hut to declare 

Aftn i* ? 168 som * w . he r e < if we knew but where. 
Of all it ever was my lot to read, 

T*^ 6 ' or long aim* dead, 

W ^Sell°i S x^tVTo 1 that charm ’ d ’»« most 

w w eu-a-daj , the title page wa# lost, j - . 


•wa dwding J7Sg~i?ss. 
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. Th« writer well, remark*, mi heart that kn„u- k 
TV) tok<* with fxtntitmh) what bntv'n t**»tow* ? 4 mi 
With prudence always ready at our mil ‘ * M 
To guide our use of 1 1, m all in ah 
Doubtless it t».~To which, of my own stow. 

I suIX'toJiI a few ament inis more ; 

But- those, excuse the liberty 1 take 

- v^TJl wt - mw ’ f ! ,r r f»««Wt*on waJte.~, . 

Sffcilfe like an oriiele, ihw ail mHmm 

name- 

And u<t our Jot w **•„ m iK ,, ]ajj(3 •• , * MUP - 
^hen? busy arts an* never at a stand • , ., 0 

W b.-re M M-nco point* )„ , telwcajae eve 
i*mm!iar with tin* wonders of j} 3( . sJtv - ' 

' Brin® ,»unv m ^ Uir - V - ' 1,VlnK 0,)t of with I, 

KUU® m.m> U ]iv.K,)!s }M ;ir ] a f uvth , , J , 

where mnurfit r>jmW *? * ; 1 1 

. ^ u.t»u\ or hnurv. 

?Vb 5S*V i,<h pSnlm art “‘5 Sr ni. J 41 ' 
What amplest winds can soonest 1 S ’ 

Tha trumpet of « W „ raring day : 5 ’ 

lm\ )TtL'minh!^fh U(i i* ® ht ? *!»«»*<*. 
f!5 «V» «f her { ornubian mines. 

d“* ” t t ,n ,’*■ rt»i'«ids. S.v (icmumv send forth 

SRTSh^T" T **wth ; tto 

Therap;, and rigour of a polar *ky. 

And plant Muca:«sfi»JJy sweet Hbaren* r , . M , 
^fWaa. and in eternal snows. \ 

Nor h«m? W » ,Bc3uMn 'f of vmir rocks 

NO V V' <! *" ****' ri,,r Wwiliff ||rtk* ' 

uwti® 1 * fftwanu your fields divide ■ " 

^Jahow rnym’d. the villas, on their si*. 

Or t«rti y,? ; 110 vh< T rfnl ” f 1^1. 

Nor ! url <; '' *P your land is 'b«ar»l • .tTo • 

of tS tSVwSr.u‘1^™ h* «•*» ■ 

Site absolutes y 8 ihS^r ^ 


M lli« SMtcirairMfc*! m 


v wUr&u»t* 1C. 
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Hies wp his stow aiak!»t the ltaitog waste, 

AimI bids the mountains he has built stand fart : 
Beckons the legion* of his storms sway 
From happier scenes, to make your land a prey ; 
Proclaims the soil a conquest he has won. 

And scorns to share it with the distant sun, 480 
~iet truth is yours, remote, unenvied isle: 

And jjeace, the genuine offspring of her smile : 
rhe pride of letter'd ignorance, that binds 
m chains of erronr our accomplish'd minds, 

I hat decks, with nil the splendour of the true, 

A false religion, is unknown to you. 

Nature indeed vouchsafes, for our delight, 

The sweet vicissitudes of day and night ; 
boft aire and genial moisture feed and cheer 
Tjtt . Jt ’ an d flow'r. and ev’ry creature hew : too 
But brighter beams, than his who fin* the skies, 
Wave ns n at length on your admiring eyes, 
that shoot into your darkest caves the <iay, 
f rom which our nicer optics turn away. 
rraT 6 ,™ "“L 1 * 1 ' enconragement grace gives to vice 
The dire effect of mercy without price ! 
virbat were they? what some fools are made bv art. 
lliey were by nature— atheists, head and heart, 
file gross idolatry blind heathens tench 

■v.T f< ? r thwn - *»yond their reach mi 

Not ev n the glorious mm-though men revere 
llie Most that seldom will aj:ip:®t\, 

And tho his beams, that quicken where they shine 
May claim some right to be esteem'd divine - ' 

Not e eu the sun. desirable as rare. 

TW 1 we!. ld *T "WpP ,mv vot'ry there : 

4£Sru** l l’. wh * t lja# *' lielievm 

Th« A,ul? tll *^ an! ' drunkards, thieves. 

Snout d ^^age, at Ids nauseous feast 

teoic wb,m, d f rk f ,I,WK ' an<l K,1<5rVJ <nn thl ' rest. 

& Sif f th 

(wltw 061 d with an escape. 

C wwi’ e 2 dy Wlth a ll,1,na3 > Hhaja*. 1 
HeTSiJ!,S e ' Y ^-Morality may s^re 

Fcrfa spu-i^ly. £££&££ H», * W 
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Abhors the craft he boosted of before— ■ 

And he that stole has learn d to steal' no more 
Weil spake the prophet. Let Urn divert. sing, 

Where sprang the thorn, the spiry fir ahalfenriiur 
And where unsightly and rank thistles grew ' 
Shall grow the myrtle and luxuriant yew 
. Wo now. «nd with important tone demand 
On what foundation virtue is to aland. 

If self exulting claims Is* turn’d adrift S t % 

And gnaw to* grace indeed, and' life -a gift 
£*» poor reclaim'd inhabitant, bis eyre ' 

Ghatning at once with pity and surprise. 

Amaza that shadows should ol*ruiv the sight 
Of one whose birth was in a land of light." 
fehall answer, lioja-, sweet hope, has wi t no free 
And made all pleasure* else mere dross to me. ’ ’ 

These, amidst scums* m waste 'as if denied 
The comm.,® care that waits on nil beside " 

Wild as if nature there, void of all good. ' jp, 

■ W • f®l.V gambols in a frantic mood, 
v , *®*f§s* not beavnly skill with having phtnn’d 
A play- thing world, unworthy of his band:! 
kmu mx> fits love, though secret evil lurks 
i? a ''*!■* b:>iicli. stamp'd plainly on hi* works 
.ueern We a blessing with its numerous «•<«** 

Nor spurn away « gift a God to maw-.. 

Haw task, indeed, o’er arctic was to mam * 

Is hope exotic ? growa it not at homo ? 
s ets, hut an object, bright as orient 1 morn »,v» 
May press ? he eye u m closely to to* born ■ ’ 

A distant: virtue we can all mntvm, ' ' 

It hurts our pride, and moves our envy less 
leu.joiK.mu* (beneath well aoutwiing Greek 
I slur a name a poet must not speak} ’ 

Stoocl pilloried cm infamy's high stag.* 

ABd bore* the pelting warn. of half an jure ■ 

Tlie very him of slander, and the blot ’ 

ior ev’ry dart: that malice ever shot, 

xhe man that mention'd him at one* diMm** d r,re ( 

A 1 mercy from his lips, and .sneer’d and )u*\l . 

His mines were each as Sodom never knew 
And perjury stood up to swear all 'true 
His ana was mischief, and his reial j tretence 
Hms|*jech rebellion against, common 
A knave, when tried on honest y * plain rule 

rhf , J Vil tv t? that wf ”»»*>»« a mew- iml ; 
ge world a heat comfort was, hi* doom was tm^il 
Dio when he might, he* must to damn’d «t hm . 
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Now . truth, ]«rtormttiliM*onnM waft aside wo 
m mrtmn 4mm by prejudice and pride. 

Roveal {the man is dead! to wond'ring even 
wow than ouster in Ida -proper kv^ii. 
m °f the world that hated him : the tear 
That dropji d upon bin Bible was rinmv- 
Amu d by scandal and the tonpw of strife 
Hw only answer .was. a blameless life ; 

And he tliat forg'd, and he that threw, the dart 
Had each a brother's mt’rost in his heart ’ ’ 

i,?"* love .of Christ, and ttewimiM uahrih’d. |,fso 
Were coined close in him. anil well tmnwrnbd. 

He followed Paul - his zeal a kindred flame 
H w apostolic charity the same. 

Like him, cross d cheerfully -tempekthous was 
1-otmkuig country, kindred, friends, and ease 

To k w 'o ' 11 w b °. U , r '!' aml ' lik « him - content 
10 ocai it, suffer d shame where’er ho went 

if ) '!; V ra! ; uim - v ! an<J write «!«»« his tomb, 
if, 0 ’ u ‘ ht eulogy can spare thee room. 

SZjf*. wp^tonce of thy thousand lit*. (m 
v\ hu h, mm dat him. have pierc’d th’ offended skies 
And say, Blot out my si n, roiif<«K'd. deplor'd 
A^rnnst thine image in thy saint, oh Lord ’ 

No Minder Ingot, I maintain it still, 
hS^iT* have pleasure, come what will 

Andtemi w Hl r t,r wea lf n lr »tUt may drew. 

h f r sharp artillery mere strew. 

Scripture, indeed, is plain ; but God and he 
^taaOTiitHm-Rround. are sure to disagree ; 

re T”\i ! ’.“‘“t taa< h Wm how u, live 
TImiii thus irn Makar ha# «ae« fit to m va ■ 

Huiiplo and fltaxibta m Itvlim tarn*, 

CoroS^'i f ordain : 

Coutnv.d to suit frail, nature’# emz%* v&m* 

¥® IuHte with saving grace' 

By this, with mee precision of design 

Tw r 1T M U ^ a We '“ ina P a zig-zag! line 
That shows how far 'tis safe to follow sin 

jjj„ ® •?r M hf 8 P le «*d lie sports along. 

And S’ftn/ es ^ n u ate of ”ffht aml wrong : 

Thoughfii 6 “ C f !Hh of «» <Kv 

BJSw faarm 088 «* ail infant’s play. 

With wliftt plaa caprice decree#. 

Vlth What materials, on what ground, you plea*; 

•. .«»l thi»l U»t it/gj, tfjjjg. 
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Though other follies strike the p«Uk> w „ 
tod ra» a laugh! pass uarooltwted |*y - '' 
tot if, in word and Hmnnht 

i w/rtM man whom 'CM"bas taught 

Vitii all Lhjah.s dimity (.if. tom* 

tod all the love of th« * iekivtd >lohn— * 
n storm the citadels they Intjw in 'air 
j.nd smite t!C nntemperd wall. ’ti* death to« wr 
o sweep away all n d ugw.of j K * t ' ' ln 

, . place, instead of quirks themselves devise 
wtm mbart hum lieforo their , 

o prove that without Christ all m.in is loss’ ’ 

^h ! :rv hi f » ton * u ’ nrit •»“ *»» (Km 

$}% f,nv <-*♦•** may have impnWd. 

tenfold frenzy seizes all the nmt 

Sm'kv IT' kind at lorn 

klw u 3 ? waw'ionsnew m-ev'ry hreaM. 

mt Jollv ends where genuine hop<> Winns ' 

nd he that finds his heav’n nmst Jose his ^ 
dtnn oppuMw. with her utmost f,* m , 

"P®« «»i* ultimata divurw , 

S. *J£y ww to be her view. 

Wfr Will) a <1«vn» mncenly th* trw» ■ ■ 

•t this- Of all that ever iiifltiem-Vi wan, 
w Abel worshipp'd, or the world began ~ 

•J* ou }J* an lust : admits no rdm * 
t makes jutti, if at all. completely f m .‘. 
iwd'S forth the signal, a« she mounts her r«u 
ftn dwial, tiyji win*; 

j«te all treaty : jsowlralesn.il wjlos. . 

*»*» with the Nttue indiirmioe favm j^Miid i , 

r utW th " n i m " ° f , w »- «'h,. re hoirlX 

Q(S »hif i ,T ' nVI ‘ lwr burning wheels 

W all that,' u*m train pruto, WiH*i r , Sl art 

***f »*«*. am! feeing* !>f 7Uh**n 

awlile of troth « almighty dmnii8 

rt« at her first approach, mid soiiuds To . irm * « 

ile bigotry, with well ch^mMed f*-aW ■ 

4T^ ilU Us l1yiK "' rs in llis 1 

- y to winy and pti&h. hv Owl*'# word 

‘i!? arihinwttt the sword, mo 




As when a felon, whom im < wintry s b iW * 
Have justly Moon'd far mam atrocious mm*- 
towts*. w> <hirkne&s *«nl hefcrt-djjlliwjr fear* 
3?*® abamef ul ciow of j*Ji htemispeHt vw». 

If <jhan«». on heavy pinions slowly bo n , " * 

A tempest usher in. the dreaded an m. ’ 

?”»»*«« «*«»« Ha- lightning play. ■' 
Ine thunder seems to aumuioa him away* 
11.» warder at the draw hi* key .ppJiw, * * 
fohwt* bark the bolt, and all hi* Murage dh* 

When°h Hien all thought* of tnvny lost 
Whin hope, long hngTing. at last. yi^Uk the * 
Tht . sound of pardon pierce bis startled ear, 
He drops at ome hi* fetter* and his fw : 

i‘ iJ h<-' •!<***• and speaks. 
And the fust thankful team Isshnv his checks 

&ZTi: :r T f y ' that 1,3,1011 

Ihe comfort of a lew poor added days, ” 

tovades. and o'erw helms,' ‘the sotil 

EHfeSi a touch made w 

)f ih,< !)■ i h , h !‘ HV on the wm, 

M the glad legion* ,,f the Knur of kit,** 

& STlZZ'W m T'* thntu *h ''Vry par: 
iih Uad nnuseif triumphant in his heart ' 

Jh, welcome now the sun's onoe hated lie-ht 

Sktoh*i y k,a f W , Wwro m ’ vw safest 

fot ktndmd minds «Iou« are call’d t‘ employ 
tl*J™ Urh ' ih ? r <«•>* «« ***** ffly ■ 
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Whose lines, uniting, by an honest art. 
llie tettiM monitor# and poet# part. 

Seek to delight, that they may mend mankind. 
And while they captivate, inform the mind : 

Still happier, if he till a thankful soil. 7 m 

And fruit reward his honourable toil 
But happier far, who comfort those that wait 
To hear plain truth at Judah's hallow'd gate. 

Their language simple, as their manner* meek. 

•No shining ornaments have they to m>k. 

Nor labour they, nor time, nor talents. w**te 
In sorting flow'rs to suit a fickle taste ; 

But, while they speak the wisdom of the skies 
. lcl1 art can only darken and disguise, 

111 abundant harvest. rcxunpense divine. . ;?« 

Kepays their work— the gleaning only mine. 


CHA i TV 

Written Juw* and duly, lTsl . 5 TAJ, ! 

tmjm rofttum- turns 
t *ta noniw m, Inm k\ tw» rj ? v % 

dniiyutt iti atirurit 

Tempm rrmmm.-I,io^ Lib, iv. t Hr. Z 

Fairest and foremost of the train, that wait 
On uian a most dignified and happiest stab-, 
w hetlwr we name thw Charity or love, 

Onef grace below, ami all in all above, 

Prosjwr (I press thee with a powrful plea i 
a task 1 venture on. impell'd hv thee* 
h, never seen hut in thy W«t effect*. 

Or felt hat in the soul that hcav'n selects ; 

8,1,1 Ut niake thee known 
lo other hearts, must have thee in his own 
(.ome, prompt nm with benevolent desirm, 
return me to kindle at thy gentle tins*. 

And, though disgrac'd and lighted, to mlmn 
A jxvt s name, by making flue the theme. 

Wod, working ever on a social plan. 

By various ties attaches man to man ; 

rw-T™^ 0 +i ® rst ’ though free and unconfin'd. 

One man the common father of the kind ; 

WhlrJJZ tXlb i’ thougfa P* 80 ’* 1 ae he sees best. 

Sffrin^lli 68 " 46 ^ them imm 

“Janguage. manners, or in face. 

Might feel themselves allied to all the race. 

SOrJKur 


10 
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Whm Cook— lament'®.!, ami with tears M just 

M ever mingled with heroic dust — J 
Steer'd Britain's oak into a world unknown 
Awl in fa ’is country ‘h glory mmght. him own, 
Wherever he found mm. to nature true. ' 

The right* of man were teem! in his view 
Be sooth d with gift*, and greeted with a smile 
Tlie wiaple native «f the new found- isle - - ’ % 

He S|)ura d the wretnh that slight**! nr withsto*..! 
fonder argument of kindred l>k*xl 

%Z r £ m d *‘ m , lur “ ‘ hat «»y «bn«M wntroul 
Hjh tow-horn brethren of the southern txde. 

though wine nobler minds a law r»*rw*'t. 

That- nom* shall with inipunitv ricgWt 

In ?«wr wml* unnumlwr'd evils meet 

XVhi T , >4 ? M™**. b** end defeat, 

w hik Cook is lovd for savage Jives he sav'd 
hee Cortez odious for n world enslav'd ' ‘ 4<l 

^herw wast thou then, sweet Charity' when* then 
Thou tutelary friend of helpless ,2/ ?K 

•, e n '? lno, )kiali cells and imnn'riw. found 
Or budding h.*sj.italH on English ground ? ' 

to). ~ Mammon makes the world his legato*. 

wwfjl f ? r - ,! ; ,{ ! »«<5 Wn ahwl tlw fee, 

A he. i tier found, and all men nwd thv <*are> 

Nor ogu nor infamy could find thw there ' ; 

w£ riS?i^fV^ W ‘ •** no mom, 

wag glit4 to tho mvfmlhM with Imiku mm* *<• 

Their prince, ,w justly seated on his thrnne 
As vain un^-nal Philip on Ins own. 
lliclt il nut nf all his royalty by art. 

Wisl* tv ?f* d hil ? ,M * n ' ’brulce Ids honest h.*m 
Died, by the wn torn* of a shaven priest ' 

How W d i > ,rk , *f " h “j ^y.tiiuuht him to detest 
Of h,f!v 5 ! " 'T ,hat mb-iwpts the blam 
Of hca\ ns mysterious purpowm and wavs’ 

Ood stood not. though bewM-nTd toshmd'. "-i w ■ 

Aik! nt t.liiss hour the, ooiuni'ror fW ).** ti N .s t * Vo 

The St jnL ! r i WOn — W l knriJ m mstant rum... 

*T, n n w 111 tbi» publir purse 

,™« canker dspmi comsles the pining state 

3^?pS:iSrs" 

*' r ™ : 

Thmf th«fnt l 1 tho ,n ««* W weak as we r 

. .il i ill tim f, , Huai vraKfo] n*i f i r |„„" * * 

AMfef* flirt WM41* r 141111 * W O 

mm ' mt *»th and mat y of the skies*. 
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jji m 5 * k A" s* #***•♦ w*i 

u>w is the {jits thine avarice has mode ! 

. « e come with joy from our eternal rest, ■ 

* to uW***#or to his turn, oppress'd. 

Art thou toe god, the thunder of whose hand 
Eoll d over ail our desolated land, 

&h«>k princjpaliti.es and kingdoms down,. 

And made the mountains tremble at Ins frown ? 
i he sward shall light upon thy boosted ntsr'n, 
And wash them, aw thy sword how wasted oar's, gfi 
Tis thus Omnipotence his law fulfils. 

And vengeance executes what justice wills. 

Again —the bond of commerce was design'd 
i associate all the 1 tranches of mankind ; * 

And if a boundless plenty be the robe. 

±TP« 18 toe golden girdle of the globe, 

” 180 to promote whatever end he means, 
t»tHl opens fruitful nature's various scenes r 
T*? 1 ®to®«to seeds what other climes produot 
joraetoiug to the gen 'ml use; 

A o land but listens to the common call, 
mil „ fftoni receives supply from all, 

“to 1,00 " 1 ^. and mutual aid, 
rJKS? ; Vt?rt * **K atl universal shade. 

■V®*? n ^toro from her ivy mantled den, 

hweninn^A 5'*®.^? rock-work into men. 
ingenious Art .with her expressive fare. 

Not oidwn \° ^Won ® wl *®8nfs the race 
Not only fills necessity s demand, 

Ssstetosjairi, 
ae^a's as *“■ : 

HCT^the «»I i8 * >Ur H 1 bisk. 

The^nteI™‘T m > *h«|>ely spire, 

TiVn »«d *he poet’s lyre • 

Where commlref w L^li - thriv '** *»«rt 
T4* p . ila ^ wncti a tine bmv coast - 

£"28* a f 1 improvements to his flight ' 
Imports w w^f r ' to tos donaitrv's sight 
And^L^ h - 4 othm Iwv *' invented well k ’ 

And stirs Ins own t© match them, or excel, , 
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> ev'ry mml 


w » , pi: ii je mm, 

AM kmt Hi 11 it&ftoda) dhmt*** 'ittlo m<\ 

,Sc;al mm m%4 gentite heaving# of On*' wave 
Iiti|M?l the fleet who#** errand to .to 'mv*\ ■ ■ 

,lfi WMr, wasted ragum*. and n»phu*» 

■fie «tn tie of opulnKt in sorrow * .' ; 

pt .nothing adverse, nothing mifon.******, ' 
Impale till;* bark that plow* i ho do’ji wrene. 

S« r £l XT | f\ tt 8« it* worth 

ine goto* of India. mum/* rarest birth. 

'limit m<* like fia.briW on hi* Lord** wmnmub. 
AnhemM of i lod k love fo pagan lands, 
oat, all t what wish, ran pjx^i^r, or wlmi wr»Y : r 
iw |r K*iv; hard*. riel.* in c#n^>ew of d**r#ur, ’ 
w h*i drivo a IwUmiiiM* traffic, g*ge,. and am**. 
Mm buy, the. mmcU& and .the Ixarim of man f ' 1 
Tk? tender ties of father. hmlmmh friend 
All mm.tm of nature, in that, moment end • 

Ami eaeh endurm, while yet he draw* hi* breath, 
A stroke a« fata] m f ho m ytfae of death 
flie aa Wo warrior, frantic with ivgmi 
ilf iior tie Jove*. and never can. forget'.', 


***** H*n rous naturv** am 1. to aim 
itiiorw with, hi* fate, put* on the brute 
,*:«t degrading of nil if)^ that wait . 

, it mourner in b m lu^t e*mt>* I 
r sorrow* virtue may -endure, 
i subroisMoti itioa* than half a euro * 

itwlf a medicine and W tow'd 

ive the fortiturlo thutljear* the load. 
i.tlM:? wand mi", as hi* woes increase,, ' 

J 0^ wisdom. all win jsg* path* an» peace 
W virtue dread*' it n$ her grave 
IfcjBOlf m meatmen m n shnrC^ 
i'rwill mud mv*m4gnty ’of DM 
"f II awhile^ and kin* the rod. . 
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Wa.1t for the dawni g of a brighter day, 

NateS*iwt 5 n 4 * i a ™ e P 100 !®"* w *»« yoa mav. 
^Nature taprhai* upon wha&e*er we «« 

That ha« a heart and life in it-Be free > , re 

S® are charter d-neither age nor form 

Can quell the loro of freedom in a foiw : 

He breaks the coni that held him at the nek ; 

Ann, fioosctoits of an uninenmlier'd Iwk 

onuffs up the morning air, forgets the rtin, 

if K>8e fly hm forelock ati*l hm ample mam * ; ^ 

Rasponsive to the distant neigh he neighs •’ 

Nor stops, till, overleaping all delays. 

He finds the pasture where his felloe m>» 

mm™' m * h,mmr ’« v,th « <»*** 
Buy what is woman-born. and fed no shame r W ° 
blood of tnnonance. and plead 
KT" awamutt for the' deed ? 

To thewolf whom famine lias made UM 
to quit the forest and invade the fold - 
bo may the ruffian* who with zbrntW »lkh* ■ 

Not S' &1T 1 ' ***** vUm to vonr A de ; 
Hefe»;Ji u ^ ® nw ^' nw fared the door, 
wf f ?2 ,1^' inw ? n . Ve ? ueBt to be poor. 

® tto sweetness to the eane-~ iso 
l nfess hu laws be trampled on in v!!i„ f m 

Unltls hKohtT d ' W5 <milot y < 

And i^™f , - ' ealy r Ho f,, Hy Plwids, 

Bm gramthe^ei m *‘ «»«*«* 

ss iff ^ ttss t r , j n 

An fw »*>' to ahafe ^ 1 

'Hie 4*ripture plat'd \ -Hhi’^r WH h , m '* ■ «w 

That sq«i have no dit^m uSSShue^ “ 
Alike important in their Maker "JZ- 

The wretch th-w Z*JfT a P iJnc<5 f °r all. 

«“* «E? S'S*’ 

Begone the wldn ami * ]i ig f< i" J,ow ‘town. 

Are “-tag 



* nAiu: i \ 
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Xor Meticocould purchase king* a daim 
lo scourge him, weariness hi** only blame 
Remember luwv n turn an eveniriiisr ry^i. 
lo smite the poor m fcnwujon against God * 

Whiu^ulfT 118,3 tonily w'ivi 

w h»h> life m Mihhmwt joys an* arrrhw.k'd . 

We wand, r o er a wm-tnim thindy m«] ' 

Mam nng and wf-iary of our rJaih-t, til ' 
t?T\ 1 t,, ° J^lm tree's otler'd 

Or toate ih*- fountain in the ndirhhriiiir 
Uw who would lose, that had the pSf feL, 
?> ! £- ca '** wn °* twwMunoting- f«#r to ]cm*> ' 1 ’ 

a! 'i V* a?r '* 3i,k '‘ privilege U, rnv <- ' 

lutt™ h !?! *T“ U in *lavo. 

tv «H * , ,’ n " 1 ; OI1 '' <»f heav'iilv dav 

Jtv p JZ?'™ imi T h h,Hvh ^ a«*av. 

Then v.mTi f' tn,lh ‘‘i'^'d. a *’ d«oWv frrnj 
im n ii _ Ji y *« .v, oii.imisnivt* at.tbv frW "" 

wlllJe Iif» uni-I lr- 4 ^* “ * • w * 

My dear deliv rerf,!/ r 1 mt *’ * erT *» «»<«• 
Whew' *»V* hi ;i* ?}, * w night, 

ji*. , me Irnt to g-ir,* an* ij„] lT 

ihi W.V T“ m M, - v ,,ativ ‘* Pl»ia • 

TW j ’ 4,1 Jgimmiee made fmt the .••bain 
mj*$ JiT !UVt ', b3m, ‘ 3 hifdrtu bon a.** the dew 

wrung a benefactor. 1 am free— 

A £.. nSn 'Z v ’ * f I,ot «* i,V| fn,,n tbee* 

mSnhJ t '\ y '*'«”• wind. 

A rid tn"' ?! T ,WS f « 8 dK 

lac^, iw\<» aii ear for hib rail «*, 

SSr.’aaSK " ,r V SwiA .u , ’ ' 

111 in hw pndM> 

A Oh^fm' N W f i W3iliar w»tl» tfw joy, 1 ‘ ' 

;mght } *™™th the ekrif* ■ 

'TbtoVSl II th Te,' ° r fam '* v «•« ‘Ittvhse • ' 

BuS hi m ; w T* h1 ** n * V - Ouud. 

w**ri^ wo iuenx'nary voJear hand 
lVSerl”' n - , . tu f " m,i 8'W m M wild and fair 
I>«a i ,,r WV!5 ^ 3 «wr i r 

ll«- P-v-l. of inoniuiif .)*-I » !l«»Siw %l«. 



I 

For the chief Mornings of my fairest &®yn t 
But that were sacrilege— pmim in not thine, 

' -Butins who gave thee, mid prmetwm thee mi; 

1 would my, and. m 1 spake bid' fly 
, A captive bin! into the Ixnm.dkwa sky/ 

Jhm triple realm adores than art mum 

Sparta hither, awl art here at homo 
Wo feel thy him? atm .active, at Urn hmir 
xgW immunity from priestly, powri 
WhUe confidence, happier than in ancient ym 
Owns no superior but the God she (ear*. * 

: Propitious spirit ! yet expunge a wrong 
Thy rights have suffer'd, and war land ,'><.*» km 
I each mercy to ten thousand hearts, that tom 
llie tears and hopes of a <:*onirnenual ear* 
the wicked, send, were buiH 
lo hind the lawless., ami to punish guilt; 

But fOupwreck, earthquake, kittle, tire, and flo 

Are mighty mischiefs, not to be wiUwtowi: 

■ : .f™* honest merit stands cm slipp'ry ground 
Where covert gtiile and artifice aliosmd, 

Let for public poaoe.dcmiKncl, 

( non up the wolves and tigers of imuikind , 
The foe of virtue 1ms no claim to time- 
But let insolvent mnmmim go 
1 atom of else the most despmd of rnem 
Accept the tribute of n stranguria peii * ■ ■■ 

te,u ? 1 ' i,M “nmwtnl. uimmI, 
Slnml(I Im the guerdon of a noble dead : 

Inmjr alann thee, but l f«w tin* shame 
(Chanty ehoaea m toy theme and aim. 

Huwa«i,.'« name. 
w<jaltti eau give tim\ t.i resign 

Toltfil y v»W» U> <l" k ' k « tJiiiu . 

to the \’to thy mral scenm bentow 
To seek a nobler amidst mam of woe 




T | ;*;**'•** v rn vnunmi. IBJWIIW vmh 

j , vnt " ®N philosophy otn ad*l, 
air ‘without, and lumiunu* wit loti 
O pn. trony and hair of mu 

f!l< * of h»» pi 

til* nmm id mi ntmrkm' intit]#, 

*r« that, falling, h«. nhall rm- m.» rnoiv 
e -|n»w-jr that IsmIr him stand nnhw 
a©t«l ph ilosop hy . thi>. known 
•Jom worthy of the name. : 

m nt thte— whatever he dterush 
the »l»aw between the Mar* ami m, 
to measure earth, compute the ^ ' 
JtS 5 *' %, or spit, a flea-... 

t**l i nit; 

er stili 
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^ Mat! tM be bora* mtL lit* misguided mm ^ - 
ihmm dim m trifling mMm . f btml be dim, 

1 ,ean *^ of wum impltai 

The to J 1 pow^Ksifm of a nobler prize ; 3^0 

Sb? 'Self to self* and God' to man, revaal*d, 
liwo thema? to nature's eye for ever scmIVI) 

Aw taught by rays that fly with equal pace 
Fr,* m the same centre of enligbt Wig grew*. 

th .y foot: —how copious a „ (i J,ow d w 
iJ l ^ oraowing well of Charity springs here ! 

Hark . tis the music of a thousand rills 1 

borne thro' the groves, some down the doping 

Winding a secret or an open mnrm\ 

Anri all supplied from an eternal source. •>-, , 

the ties of nature do but feebly bind. 

And commerce partially reclaims, mankind . 

1 hilosophy* without hi# heav'nly guide 
May Idow xmseWmnceit. and nourish jirkto; 
isur f ivrnit* lug .province m the ivaHiMtig mH 
Hah. still a veil of midnight on his limit ; 

A is .truth divine, exhibited on earth 
(hvm Charity her being ami her birth, 

W ^"K (w ^ en thought is warm, and fanev flows 
What will not argument sometimes mm,*"** 

An isle poawm'd by creatures of our kind 
hndud with reason, yet by nature blind. ’ 
Iftmpvmmm lend her aid once more 

iSSw ! 1 T " I ! tk ' inn °n the shore - 

rw To 1 1,a P , .V t! «*y may **,. 

Biit*flndf! tlinf* tl WlU ; r '; Vwio " ou « l)t to 1*> : 
mn n nr is that, though his tubes assist the sit-lit 

rhey cannot give it, or make darkness Ln 

a ~ at *' «>‘SJ 

He“« ofTiihtTJfo' ^ tl " J won< t ring crowd ; 

me n of dS T I,nK,n,,,< '' hues, :,<♦! 

n^+ ..ii\ f enulitum use ; 

But ail he gains for hm Immiigue in—Woll 

“W* *"« 3 & v/mln - 

Take^ the 

RefleSf' Stri! f ° f their °I«que dtsgniw* *' 

IhSSfi nfTl U l glory of tIle 

»a£: sr“™ 

In lamnuure »»^fiLA n ?’5 13 P Ws . ,1< * 400 


Pant« /, le gl ° W ? ( her ^tenne desirS " 
Pants to communicate her noble fires. ’ 



CHARITY ■ 

She sees a world stork Wind to w|«»t rai , ( , OTO 
Her eager thought, and 6.*d* i, er fiowSi 

"FT ™ mh ‘ m lllu] iwdW of her J ioli 

mZhT^ZZZ: r ? ** • *•«** *£SS ■ 

■ m her mptmrt m vimm? 

8he fyds t hat frailty she denied mt hmt. 

And, flout a knowledge of )><-»• f/Wn aiseaL,. 
Learn* to f*i , ti«i«mM*>ijate the N <fc Wio N «». 

Th IT' H y WiU * " S M v *»* KWe»r 

I M "S*” •'* wiumr < 'harm* 

WI ,lv r ft .r U ,h “ H , ‘ rtU ' l *« l <*«* ,Vfl^ s 

IWre in JrZT>/' n * **’ **"'“* ,;,f i-^-e ; ’ 

TW J , , **' 1,1 ,J, ‘i trtiijwr mild 

n T m * th< ‘ w '-^nnl of a efaiJd. 

Reviled bv tW ihaihlL t, ! gbt Z m,h ? w ' 
Hmndm-hnk*. not m hfr .mlVi ^ ' 

*>- u« . 

«* «£» ww.'iitfJSiKs *rm ■ 

Til 1 Vf ^‘ rtru ** aitjftifc ,ht>w " ■ 

IlrnvT hel t'T^T ' 1 X r ih ° n " h< ‘ knvW • 

Wh. n o e J Uk(m,m ">»** >«’ true 

h» «"•«>.-' ..™ srSTw’s^" 

t'Zsgrjzz r« 

nSS£ 2XKS ,t' - »'••■ 

ft'l whftfi u fcii \u ■ ** If " ^ nr* ! ii 

™* M «!)»>* W*> 1 J ir'srh ,1 *■ 't 1 1 

Ssr.s"'"- ■;» 

furl'd 

Thl ^i • i U,< l iUr > to "‘bat tort She wee? ■ 

,vi„, ,i,^; ■ 

To lull th e jiaiufui inHixdv wit), aims ■ 

AaothS L^f' off' 4 ’ ‘done 
notou b good ~ their* centner in thHrown ' iv. 



. ** CHARlfY 

Autl, too abort liv'd rn mmk the realms of m®,m 
Must cease for t m whm the poor shad <*4*,. . 
bluviu, most tender of her own good name. 

Is rather careless of her «* tor's fame . 

Her superfluity the poor supplies, 

. But, if she touch a character, if dies. 

. Ihe seeming virtue weigh'd against the vice, ' 
*J»e deems all safe, for she has paid the price 
ho chanty hut alius aught values she. 

hxwpt hi jwmdaiii on l«?r mantlt* tr«?e. im 
How many deeds, with which the world has rung 
rminjiride, in league with ignorance, have, sprung* 
But test o itmiks all human follies still. * h 
And bends the tough materials to his will, 

A (.roxinu^rratioji, or n wintry flobd^ 

Mils left some hundreds without home or food ,- 
Krtravoganoe and av'riee shall subscribe. 

« bile fame and self mmplac.mv are the brilx 

Ihe brief prochum d, it \Tat«ev’rvpe.w. 

will i , a compliment but due : 4J0 

With slow deliberation he unties 

His glitt ring parse---: that envy of all evog * 1 

ffiSfcfhSlfi 1)Uir ^? 0,11 «*" P»im, 

Tm ?],' 3 Kwuioa m his palm : 

i ill, finding (what he might have found tefbrei 

Wncl?!] e fi I>l< T f lt,idl< iy»ejpm'iouH stun*, 

Behalf ^SuSfmUT^ 4 lgttr h * ^umh, 

» bit “'. i $. fteB ^Ps the sum, 

Itow t£. t throughout the town ti* told 
£.™f KXl never less than gold 

SBSffSlS ? “* t t oa * «* *»• Ai m 

NoK affi o.il in m> \ y U f the rife tnw'd ; 
BxmwT*W^ % in whl,t low btttoWM- 
touyd tlut office dips it as it go,*. 

aKIuT” *" *'? **® inirt a friend. 





\ iiAitrrv 

Bui <1 1 inw bt itwtMtoi. i n ft. Pairirk v tltm , 

Ii'W ipfUm till I# to I,*., M 4W * 



mm 


mm : ; r * «* » i„mmerg inmn* • 

{fcf “'; rid . <«*•«» ** mm L fc-a 

fjm Hulk <*1 i.icir kw*J jnir}*»«- all j., , !5r ,| 

J hl‘)l X< ’Ji Ix'j/oftiojj, U 4 v { 1 |l |f Vitj kf. liti.'-r 

tL wil f'T }mr u **"» «n <‘MRv jmm*’ ' * ‘ 

The w iM M«saw)»M xtart into th<*Yini‘t ' 

' ! r n ‘B*' r ' 1 <"* |««i*nw»ni whomsot’Vir tin«v im«-t 
' r<1 > Imwavarjiist 

V® 11 . H « ur «' *mm*t a iiiadim,,* thrtiKt , 

An. ,‘vvt, x irtiw, h, «uf«Hv uXhT ■ 4,1 

AHJidu^li niiinortfl). may lx- jtivj,* ,j „ rw , NI » ■ > 

; Yi '* V. “*'•«.»* f»«r a frmk bupplv, 

JtJ' mh «i a witire.and th<< vorkj i lf j„ n}% 

stasas 1 ^ ■ 
• 

Museum* a tawikct. imd tiff U,<* iraich • 

* n S' # rt f;. ,3 »*> »>< Bui,, th,. m.t. ' 

StL'/: *f a ***> u> ««»«' that an- M»f»Mtw* - d ■ 

tlJSSiS^S£S- 'tX*' , , 

ffiV ,i S? » i !ltt!l * JM ****** : wo 

82 ? ( 1 th rr/- u,<v n i*> u «*“• mu«i. 

All l!J f &uu * h ,! nmm ui B»- IWl. 

WtWiSf I't?’ t3,, “ #*«* 

wiiiM r, 1H< *i r , k ' ,rtlt v, ‘ })i< "2i- if vv,-ll (tiiphni 

PeAaw S a t ‘ rtr ' rto # 1**'« i j*r«i<*. 

«is?aff5r sas 5,“: rr ■ 

Bol filler ffiS 5 Sj? W i *(«*“• 

^«*^S£^^“s±asat. 
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OlAlCJTT 

m ? 1 ' <lun<1 Aton'd to the sight 
On all the map of holiday delight) 

monument of undent pow'r, 
Photic dignity— the tow'r/ . uo 
„ * ' ■■ xm % httlbdftei swords and 'pistol#, *»%»i i 

w. 8 5s~ ras “1“ thT,SP ' 

tw £ der ’ *! we « stand Mow, 

that brass and steel should make m fine a show * 

a w< r th ’ exact cfedOTcrV tdrill y 

Account them implements of mwchKn ’ 

WU? «CCPptaiKK;f t iti that day 

B hen all di sgu.um nhu.ll be rent a wav ’ * ■ * 

I fmt square not truly with the m-mtim* ,*?*„ 

Nor spring from love to Ood or hX ” » »' U , 6o 
As he ordain* things sordid in their birth! 

ASrf ta *?f Il mt0 H leir «Mth ; 

Whatlv^i^* sh f *« k «mi»Hor orb*. 
So»lf«ta2i «^i - d P w ** u ‘**> it absorb*; 
HnmftS nothing but what tends aj mm 

W ^ eW 11 **«*“ rl». 
ii u lr. ollr motive is our aim must i* - 
If this be .servile, that can ne’er be fm*' 
n.*j employ us, whatsoe'er is wrought 
KuelfS 3!,,t W» wo ought ’ 

^iudS^W Hoed prove lh, * !r ‘ en mranl ' 
Wefiritv JiSf? *w regard ' 

g^asss; aasasr* 

Kxub rant » the shadow it suSwT ' 

to £s ,?hSr,vtofSn' "'"t'""’ - 1 "™ 

Ho Eloritms , Vi f V n d UK "»«* redeem'd 

T’ uphold the hwn<l 

1° that, in a form X l£v i 

srasias a r&v 1 — = 

To Ml the few S S.i S h< L , : ond ^’ 

That, in the* K otwiX* 1 / 8 fri ™ d “ ; 
Toosranty for th' «ertfon of hSH 6pa ‘ V hedeem * 

w*aassssas«-^ 
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CtlAftlTY 

. ■' : WJc** thf ^nij Jfea* kindled *«.„.» ... 

Kpn^ wmI,. Jj#»r Hnuh of siimm^r*} 

!r,"‘,*r vr'-"" Z£j ma ’- 

Tb» fom.hr of Zt ntuni 

S ww a jl . m *»»>*■ «t «1, kjirUL,, nmJ ,m 

\\iTvvr pr '* n * y "« 4 **\ • 

■ Wen* low, , 0 tJimf thr: ,v, ir j,j£ • 

Hie ohun-w warm'.j «i M( . ... j j , ,lr * , 

&>eh fnmm %«„*. **’ J< ff^ -W 

; Ifeleii ti iijcr fmnw would 4,n ' ; ... 

' And (n*'» if,#. <3n >} (||J ',j J| , ‘*. 3r Ji * ri ' w ’ r - w nvm-: 

Each h<»rt >v, , ’ ,lv< \ jn i^* 

'And flow fn” ' ,^ 7 j ««»un.t}H- W*. c 3:i 

my “ZnZ tS r! ' 



£i:KsMff ; rS 

i » ■■'*■ !"*.'■ A ttK* WotlJ*!' tfcftit’VM 

?5 ’ 1 • , ' i fni»k i l m . 

Ami t «,«„>.* • m, “»« »nd fame, 

wii, *• 

ji» ;,' ’ ^ “L 1 , ».»■«- 

With i»anv « «,,ti , &*<'« * *m«u* j« v 

tfWittJ 81 ? 4 WSfcCr- 
«- Ajtn, s^kess * "*■“"•• 

. 1 UH $ MMi fl#r Innmhj'xf* to k<*. ' 
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u 





UUJw vkkbation 

fWritSw July »n<J Aniftixt, 1781, INjWiiM l?8W 

me UMm " *«*nipntU »WI»* mmn. 

»«0 perriuna n*u( fluctu tan lit.-™, m «, w 
mm decurrunt % al !**, ' ■ " 

^ ( i Vt$M< ,|* 4 ; t k 

S«vW^ 1 T i wdg r 0,,r te I (,ntKaSK! 

JLo ev ry man Ins modicum of sense, 

And Conversation, in it* bette r part 
Uny bp esteem’d a gift and not an art,, 
lot much depends, m in the titter* toil, 
w 2r\ ure ' the sowing of the sod. ' 

R, 1 ? r f*i^ ra ." d h y « parrot may rehearse. 
Hut talking is not always to 'convene ; 

-Not, more distinct from harmony divine 
ine constant creaking of a country sign. 

As alphabets an ivory employ, 

S^ff« ,ifte ^ honr ’,* he yet unletter'd boy, 
feoitmg and puzzling with a deal of gp^ 
itiose seeds of science call'd his A B C- 
S? language in the mouths of the adult 
* lto «* its insignificant result, 
loo often pmrrn m implement of play 

cw£rt^,T!' t -' ri ‘ b ,”“ d P*“ «“• iwii, 

forth. 

vompuwi the sum into its solid worth. 2 

ThoJnJhJ ? y im P oriM »™ of a fly, 

SSA are falw.or Algebra a lie. * 
oaued interpreter of human t hought 

£w o W , n ^*** or »* thee as they ought » 

Btit all shall give account of ev’ry wrong ' 

Who <lefHe th,,> tonmwl 

wimpTmtitute i.t m tW cauatt of vioe" 

their glory at a numket-pri™ ’ 

SaS^Lhf®’! 01, P ‘ liDt h " ith iMlljMHUl- 
1 • ugllt placeman, and the chtin huff,*™ 

Wma ,£4'S“‘“ f “• 

dft « «he God would «rik,. u,™ 

S3 ttSZST ‘i™ i" viow , 

Th! Uo f measure, and receive their di e 

St^ B wJ aW 'Sr er8 of weient days 
Names almost worthy of a Christian sprawe, 

3ft Christian ' 



/ ' "--r-mm.* 

Would drive th«m forth fmm &* nwkr , , 
Andabw ttj. mv ry mtyr in hi* ,|,.,S * m< * 

Oh, cone not y<* near iiinoeemv and »«,«! 

warm* fliii jjsftfi (j|fi i * 4 * * Iruifli, 

Infection* W iwmm Wh ’ 

Mato in it* miSff SS*? JT w> 

Ito odour : 

Thcn«.f„rih t) * K 

Slr 3 n J h ” vi ** w * Wl h£uXnn‘ m ' 

OtriulmoMH^vra- firmer w * M 

Affortto a ,,»*« all.m-aM* or m*t 

«? >« . 

,b “ T*e ;,r fauh * 

Ko lon^T fruit 

rhe mpk-m wood. di.ve»»«*j <lf t ji &* - 

Oath* terminate U'ftum * ’* v rv *J«rk. 
Some men hav ’ rv ^; 8,1 strife - 

■n^rr u "- 

W-mmo„, tdt.M nntnn Sr }«!,? 

M#k<w mntnulidjoa nwh tin ' 

In wr.v tale t}„, v t.,H „_ /!. ,1H J**»»** <«*<. 

ilSSSir 

* }, “ m8M 8 bfa«<|.. or at W, : 

flaw'd i«lhSw C iio , ‘ <> « ^ ” h n '*< ■ 

su* 

Religion, virtue J. “* <A,n> »«ot> herd ; 
fewt !" w Wcb a dwii lurks' *“ r = 

. Ye Powi‘X if Wk f , ' * 

And make mtltmtuaj f herv am, 

*Wve m e tnm u>I »h t ,£°’f <mnt 

A *ml in the form S Stai * 1 “ 4 ha, *“- 
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^asasSSS^ 

For3 to some enormity he saw, 

md * m nm «- 

Through constant ^ 

He ties up «u Ms Cs KjIuS ° fc “% 0 

12f prominent i#|». 



CpNVKRHATIOSi ' ' j* 

K»w-w«i wunt be knows m if.be knew u »,/,« 

Ufaat h«« h a..iwiOT, «m»» ui bun- * 

Urn «dk> * ftoton w htitM ■» er ^ - 

Vmi'nng Hi )mt m hm iuu mm* m -11 
f ft., tlwuffb fa n m <md henlk rmrfat «*mr Mr 
He tn*k<» -me twfttf j„ ml „ Xt ^ htw * w K ‘ mr> 
Hiwe i r no titou* *,® I;.*, iburjiiw 

A in |A»i^#|>hy imi? , 

M«r 4 hi pr:utm^ \ m ntU ■' ■ ■ ■ 

Vk'OuM l*r*n« !«rn * tilts* f <<0 j' l4 . f . 

I*** 1,1 1 ''” 5 u l “dh I’raun will mi i*»vh 

ftto lumi* rw n| ft .ii truth *U,vo hi* reS, 

SSJKLiiSfi?. “'i ! l,wl ' ■ ■ 


SSft&sxiS-!"* 4 < <« 


tnwn vmmg. 


2 gr »v.- '"™ ”• 

IEm ., I, “ "I 1 **?"® tolte*» idH4ter<wine 

ISffiZ r wnvmum m th- him,.. 

««tehMsk»w. «t u jump 
, : J w,r <m,i defat, i,, t 

»wi in min rtbcr they at (< »,*v 
And, liumKh m*}f uht)ix,i iu <*v ry CJM . 

Hjkif their wn liki ur*w jn M l.iotherVfiiU-e 
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For mm ai lug t Dm worlds 

Om self importance rains it# own mhm m t 

I other wym our talents rarely shows, 

Beeo ■ m at lmp*h m splendid In our own, . ITc# 
We' dare not r&que them into -public view, 

Lest they mmamry of what- mmm their clue, 

Tni© modesty w a discerning grace, 

Arnimly blushes in the proper place ; 

But counterfeit is blind, and skulk# through (ear, 
Where ■ ’tin a shame to !*< mlmm'4 V appear 
Humility the parent of the first : 

The last by vanity produc'd and Burst. 

The circle form’d, we sit in, silent state, 

Like figures drawn uj'ion a dial-plate ; ' - $80 

Yes ma’am, and no ma’am, tiller’d softly, show 
Ev'ry five hiinutos how the minutes go; 

Each individual suffering a constraint 
Poetry may, but 'colours cannot paint; 

As if in close 'committee on the sky, 

Reports it- hot or cold, ■ or wet or dry ; 

And finds a changing dime an happy' armnee 
Of wise reflection and well dim’d Amxmm*,. 

W© next inquire, hut softly and by stealth* 
like conservators of the public health* 3iw 

Of epidemic throat#, if such there are, 

And cough#,, and rheums, and phthisic, and catarrh. 
That theme exhausted, a wide cbiusm ensues* 

Kira up at last with interesting news ■ 

Who danc'd with- whom, and who are like to wed* 
And who 'is bang'd, and who is brought to tod ; 
But fear to call a more imjxmiiint cause, 

As if Tvrere tmmm against English laws,. 

The visit purl, ' with ecstasy we com©, 

As from a seven years trewporiafiom home, a w 

And there resume an unemtemiss’d brow. 
Bewaring what we lost we know not -how, 

The faculties that seem'd reduc'd to nought. 
Expression and the privilege of- thought. ' 

The reeking, roaring hero of the chase, 

I give him. over m a denp'rato com. 

Physicians write in hopes to work a cure, 

Never, if honest ones, when death is sure ; 

And though the fax he follows may be lam'd, 

A mere fox-follower never is reclaim'd. 4KI 

torn© farrier should prescribe his proper' course. 
Whose only^ fit companion is his horse, 

, *m At 77 l$0$s . Awl, 1738*1900, ' ' 



CONVERSATION ■ » 

; Or if, deserving of ft better doom, 

The noble beast judge ' otherwise, Ms gmotn. 

Yet er'n the rogue that nerves him, though lie stand 
To late Mb honour's orders, cap in hand, 

Prefers his fellow-grooms, with much good sense, 

; Their skill a truth, his master*# a pretence. 

''If' neither horse nor groom affect the **juirc% 
Where em at last his jodkeyahip retire f 4 20 

Oh to the club, the scene of savage joys,' 

The school of coarw good fellowship and. noise; 
There, in, the sweet society 'of those?' 

Whose? friendship from his boyish years he chose, 
Let him' improve his talent, if he. can. 

Till none but beasts acknowledge him a man* 

Man's heart hml b mm impene trably.wsal’d. 

Like their 's that cleave the floor! or graze the field, 
Had not his Makers itfl«befitowing hand 
GiVa him a soul, and lade him understand ; 430 

The washing prnvr vouchsaf'd of 'course inferr’tl 
The pow‘r to clothe that reason with his word : 

For all is perfect that God works on earth. 

And he that givm conception, aids the birth, 

If this be plain, Yis plainly understood, 

•What uses of his boon the giver would. 

The? mind, dispatch'd upon her busy toil. 

Should range where Providence has blest the soil ; 
Visit lug ev'iry flow'r with labour meet. 

And gathering' all her treasure* sweet by sweat, 440 
She should imbue, the tongue with, what- she* sips. 
And shed the balmy blessing on the Bps., 

That good diffus'd may more abundant grow, 

And speech may praise the pow’r that bids it flow, 
Will the sweat warbler of the live-long night. 

That fills the list'hixig lover with delight, ’ 

Forget his harmony, with rapture heard; 

To learn the twittering of a meaner bird. 

Or make the parrot's mimicry his choice, 

.That odious libel on an human voice ? 41*0 

'If o— .nature unsophisticate by man,. 

Starts not aside from her Creator's plan 
The melody that was at first design'd 
To cheer the rude forefathers of mankind, 

Is 1 note for note deliver'd 'in our earn 
.la the,, last 'scene of her six thousand years ; 

Yet fashion, leader of a chattering train. 

Whom man for, his own hurt permits to reign, 

; 1 M aMij add* i , 




Calls gentleman whom she has mme a fool, ^ ' 7; 
'Tis an unalterable fix’d derate. 

That none could frame m rali.fr but she* 

That heaven and hell, am! rights wmw am! win 


God and bis attributes fa field of day 
Where ’tis an angel's happiness to stray). ' 
Fruits of his love and wonders of his might. 

Be never nam'd in ears esteem’d polite ; " 

That he who dares, when she forbids, lie grave, 
Shall stand proscrib'd, a madman or a knave, 


Or, if excus’d that charge, at least deceiv’d. 

Oh folly worthy of the nurse’s lap, 

Give it the breast, or stop its mouth with pap ! 480 
Is it incredible, or can it m 
A dream to any except those that dream. 

That nms should love his Maker, and that fire 
Warming his heart, should at his lips transpire f ■ 
Know then, and modestly lot fall your eves. 

And veil your daring crest that hravw the skies ; 
That an* of insolence affronts your God, 



A deep tmmoniu graven on meir nmrw. 

The ^collection, like a. vein of ore, 

The farther' tracVl/onrich'd them.atill the morr.;. 
They thought him, and they justly tfernght him. On 
Sent to do more than he apf^rd &' have done ; • 
T exalt a people, and to place them high 
Above all else, and wonder'd, he should die, 52 
Ere yet they brought their journey to. an end, 

A stranger join'd them, courteous m a friend, 

And ask’d them, with' a kind engaging air, 

What their affliction was. and beggd a sham. 
Inform'd, lie gather'd up the broken thread, 


Did not our hearts feed all life deign'd to say, 
Bid they not burn within m by the wiiy'f 
. Now their was ,mn verm) such as , it Imhovm 


Their views indeed were Indistinct and- dim, 

But yetsneccwfni, being aim'd at him. AlO 

Christ and his character tlieir only scope. 

Their object, ain't tlieir subject, and their hope, • 
'They felt 'what it- became them much to feck 
And, wanting him to loose the isaeretl soak 
Found him m 'prompt ns their desire was true 1 
"To spread the new-born glories in their- view. 
Well— what are a gm and' the laj m* of time, 
-Match'd against truths, as lasting as sublime? 

Can length of years' on Clod himself exact, 

Or make that 'fiction which was-' once a fact? 550, 
No-— marble .and recording brass decay, 

-'And like the 'graver^ mem'Vy pass away; . 

..The works of man inherit, m is just, 

Their author's frailty* and return to dust-; ' . 





Tli© pillar of 'Hi 4 eternal plan. spimrs* 

The raving storm and dashing wave deftee. 

. Built by that architect who built the aides. Mo 
Hearts may be found, that harbour at this hour ‘ 
i bat love of Christ in all its quick 'nine power, 

And lipa MistoiliVl by folly or by strife, 

Whoi« wisdom, drawn from the deep well of life, 
lastes of its healthful origin, and flows 
A Jordan for th' ablution of our woes. 

Oh days of heav'n, and night* of equal praise 

IPtifari * 1 «» 1*. , ' t. *' 


When souls drawn upwards, in communion sweet, 
rinjoy the stillness of some close retreat, 570 
Discourse, as if releas’d and safe at home, 

Of dangers post and wonders vet to come. 

And spread the sacred treasures of the breast. 

L S2? the *®P ot covenanted rest. 
t {ff? & }7 ays , breaming over heavnly things. 
Like angel heads ia stone with pigeon- wins*? 
Cantmg and whining out ail day t he word 
And half the mght ? fanatic and absurd ! 

»ne be the friend less frequent in his urav’rs. 
tm° tna ke8 no bustle with his soul's affaire. SS*t 
Whose wit ran brighten up a wintry day. 

AbiI chase the spt$ iwtic dull hours a wav * 

S'f.“ n in . mrth V thinga to shine, 

^Vho \%aite for hmv n ©re htj Imxmim iliviti© - 

*' thnm dtiutdm they imvh, 

A W,dl [ r \ Ut mm within hw reach. 

Komdl ra. ^ 1 ’ /^vot'ato of s * a ‘«sd shame, 

Ib thy name. 

vwPJw* * lt V lu w<, rld s exclusive right 

Can ho^tf \ mp C > ot . th . e . vaia a »d lighto 590 
& to rr* bri « ht ,P««I«cteof «» hour, 

f&totr 15 it faculty, that finis 
its happiest soil in the serenest minds f 
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VigYous in age as m the flush of youth, 

"Tib always active on. the side of truth ; 

IVrnip’rauee and peace insure its healthful state. 
And make it brightest at its latest dale. 

Oh I have seen (nor hope perhaps in vain, 

Ere life go down* to see such sights again) 

A vet’ran warrior in the Christian field, 

''Who never saw the sword he could not wield ; 
Grave without dullness, learned. without pride.. 
Exact, yet not precise; though meek, keenly 'd ; 

A man. that would have foiled, at their own play, 
A dozen wouM-be‘$ of the modern day ; 612' 

Who, when oemsion, justified ate use, 

Had wit as bright as ready to produce, . 

Could fetch from records of an earlier age, 

Or from philosophy’s enlighten'd' page, 

His rich materials, and regale your car 
With strains it was a privilege to hear r 
Yet, above all, his luxury supreme. 

And his chief glory, was the gospel theme ; 620 

There he was copious hr old Greece or Rome, 

His happy eloquence seem'd them at home, 

Ambitious not to shine or to excel 

But to treat justly what he lov'd m well. 

It moves me more perhaps than folly ought, 
When some green heads, m void of wit as thought 
Suppose iheimvlrm monojiolists of sense, 

■And wiser men's ability pratoiiw 
Though time will wear ns, mid we must grow old. 
Such men are not forgot as soon as cold, 63c 
Their fragrant inetifry will outlast their tomb, 
Embalm'd for ever in its own perfume ; 

And, to say truth, though in its early prime, 

And when unstain'il with any g*x>sser crime. 
Youth, has a sprightliness ami fire to boast. 

That in the valley of decline are lost, 

AimI^ virtue with peculiar charms upf^iws, 

Crown'd with the garland, of life's blooming years; 
Yet age, by long experience well .inform'd. 

Well read, well temper’ <1, with religion warm'd, 6-id 
That ire abated which impels rash youth, 

Proud of his speed, to overshcwtdhe truth, 

As' time improves the grape's authentic juice. 
Mellows and makes the speech more fit for use. 
.And claims a, reverence in itaahort'ning day, . 

That ? tii:an honour and a joy to pay. 

The fruits of age, less fair, are yet mom sound, 
/Than those a brighter season pours around r 


'.iitas mm is mwbmg if you draw too nmr ; 

But mm observer* oft mistake the flatus ' ' 
give tele piety that wlious name. 

To tremble (m the -.emit ore of an hour 
'Ought at the view of an' almighty power) 

Before his presence, at whose awful throne, 

All tremble, in all worlds, except our own, ' • $ 

To 'supplicate his mercy, love im ways, 

AM prize them above pleasure, wealth, or praise 
Though common sense allowed a canting voice, 
And free from bias, must approve the 'choice. 
Convicts a man fanatic in th* extreme, 

Aik! wild as madness in the worlds esteem. 

But that disease, when soberly defin'd, 

Is the false fire of an oerheated mind ; 
it views the truth with a distorted eye, 

And either warps or lays it useless by ; g; 

Tis narrow, selfish., arrogant, and draws ' ^ 

Its sordid nmirmhmmt from, mans applause ; 
And, while at heart am unrelinquMii! lim, 
Presume itself chief favrite of the skies, 
such a. light as putrefimtioii^ breeds- ' ■ 






. And with a fearless confidence .make known 
- The sorrows sympathy esteems its own, 

Daily derive increasing light and force 
From such communion in their pleasant course 
Feel less the journey s roughness and its length 
Meet their opposers with united .strength. Too 

And, one in heart, in infrust and design. 

Gird up each other to the raw.? divine. 

But Conversation, choose what theme we'mav 
And chiefly when religion leads the way. 

Should flow, like waters after summer show’rs. 

Not as if nus d by mere mechanic pow'rs. 

The Christian, in whose soul. though now distress'd . 
Lrves the dear thought of joys he o»re pimw'd, 
Jua glowing language issued forth 
With God 's deep stamp uj»on its eu went worth . 7 1 <'? 
Will speak without disguise, and must ijuttart. 

Sad as it is, Ins undissembling heart, 

Abhors constraint, and dares not feign a zeal, 

Or seem to boast a fire, he does not feel. 

At® Bong ot Sion is a tasteless thing, 

Unless, when rising on a joyful wing. 

The soul can mix with the celestial bands. 

And give the strain the com|*as8 it demands, 
fetrange tidings these to tell a world who treat 
All but tlieir own experience as deceit ! 7l» 

W ill they believe, though credulous enough 
To swallow much upon much weaker pitef, 

.That there are ble«t lolmbitiuiUs of -earth,, 

Partakers of a new ethereal birth, 

I lieir hopes, desires, and purposes estrang’d 
EP? 1 things terrestrial, and divinely chang'd, 

Weir very language of a kind that speaks 
11m soul s sure mt’rest in the good she seeks 

Aa w .\ th ite importance felt, 

Aa Tully with philosophy once dealt. 7;t<s 

And m the silent watches of the night. 

And through the scenes of toil-renewing light 
social walk, or solitary ride, g * 

reeep still the dear companion at tlieir side f 
God’-f^S upou a wlf-disgradng age. 

TOth ® er If,,® a ape u P° n a stage 

SSte w 38 w , rd hellish glee 

uertarn invisibles as shrewd as he : 

£7& oa find * none, 

2? “ IS'i ,,f i bat r ,k **». tm 


m mmmmm m 

Fmmm tkmlj the irm Imw, 

And finds II a mat mmt of dy ^ 

XJmutm God's otBm^ to bits wa» bam, ^ ^ . 

And mm- Mfmmkf m lurkinf teare, 

' Atift, terfinf ' wcl ke»slf;tto>ii«r tmm mmtmimt. 
Concludes few imfelgmd. km of him, a feint,, 

AM yet, God knows, look human miter® through, 
'/(And in. ilue time the world shall know it too) tMl 
That since the flow’ll of Eden, felt the blast. 

That after mans dnfwtioij. ■ laid till waste, 

Sincerity towanla thf heart- God 
Has made the new-born creature her abode, 

Nor shall be .'found in u&tagim'mta saute, 

Till the last tire bum all lastwoen the j uim. 
Sincerity i ‘Why Tte life only pride? , 

Weak and imperfect in all pw bagklo, 

He knows that God demands .fate heart entire. 

And gives him all life just demands require. 760 
Without it; life pretensions wens m vain, 

As, having it, he dooms the world's iMuia ; 

That great defect would <mt him not alone 
'Man's favourable judgment, but life' own ; ' 

,'Hte Mrlliright shaken^ and no longer clear, 

, Than while life, conduct proves his heart ainawru* 
■Retort' the charge, end let tee world bcvtbld 
She boasts a conftdoiino she 4<m mi hold ; 

That, mimdotm of her crimes, stie feels instead 
A cold 'mk^ving, and a killing dread.; ' 770 
That,, while in health, the ground of her support 
Is madly to' forget teat life fe short ; 

That sick she trembles knowing she must die, 

Her ho m presumption, and her faith a, Me ; 

That wiifo she dotes, and dreams that she Wltevos, 
She mocks her Maker, and herself dnoemw. 

Her utmost reach, historical mmmk 

The doctrines warpfc to what they never mo&ut ; 

That troth iMf m m her head m dull, 

And useless, m a candle in a scull, 7S§ 

And all her. love of Clod a groundless claim., 

A teck npon tee canvass, painted 'flame. 

Tell her again, the sneer upon hex face. 

And all her censures of tee work of , grace, 

Are. insincere, meant only to conceal 
£ dread she would not, yet is forc'd to feel ; 

I hat in her heart the Christian she reveres, 1 
And while she seams to soorm him, only fears, 

, A .P?®t does not work by square or line. 

As smites nd joinara perfect a design.;. . 7M 
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At least, we moderns, our attention less 
Beyond th’ example of our sires, digram 
. Arid claim, a righ t 'to scamper and run wide 
Wherever chance caprice, or fancy guide. 

The world and I fortuitously met - 
I ow’d a trifle, and have paid the debt* 

She did me wrong, I reoompeus’d the deed. 

And, having struck the huh nice, now ?iroiY»«d 
Perliaif. however, as some years have paw'd 
hmee she and I convers'd toother last, ' ■ 

And 1 have liv’d redone in rural sliadea. 

Which seldom a distinct report pervades. 

Great changes and new manners have oeeurrYl 
Ami blest reforms that I have never heard ’ 
And she may nmv hi as discreet and wise ’ 

As once absurd in all discerning eyes ' 

Sobriety, perhaps. may mnv be found 

jKJiT 0 iu . t< ? x ! { " 1 ! in!! press'd the ground 
rlie subtle and injurious may be just, f 

And he grown chaste that was the skive of lust . 

VMritTm»vZhl\T ay 1? ° iibuni ‘ hiss'd ? 

vmmty may relax the misers fist; 

The gamester may have cast his cards awav 
Forgot to cum, and only kneel to pray 5 ' 

It has indeed been told me (with what weight 

Iw for *«e to state) ' 

that iteem’d for ovw* Biuto 
Beviv d are hartning into fresh repute 
And gods and goddesses discarded long 
Like useless lumber, or a stroller's song. 

0lc ’ ir heathen twiu, 

■ ‘Jiipitar bids fair to rule nmikt * 

That certain feasts are instituted BOW; 
K ™" 1 hcam the lover's tender vow : 

Ilrnt all Olympus through the counirv mves 
To emweerate our few remaining .groves, 

And echo learns politely to repeat 
mT® Jy uamm for ages obsolete.; 

having mov'd the weakness, it should 
- Of revelation’s ineffectual beam, 

10 bnng the passions under sober swav 

tb(;h ‘ proper' plav 

Ttv J^fT w tr l m& y at last lie done* 

And thS W ® 1 8 °? o£ wood **1 stone. 

The nt «® m «y not Produce 

ifle rmxxm of old Home tor E.tmli&h nm 

JSss^ssa5;aaA»£- 
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Divest the tougher mx of female sirs, 

And teach the softer not to wpy their’s i 
The chati.gf 5 shall please, nor shall it matter aught. 
Who works the wonder, if it l>e tout wrought 
■Tis time, however, if the. case if fund tiros. 

For ns plain folks, am! all who side* with us. 

To build our altar, confident .and bold, 

Ami say as stern .Elijah said of old ' Wi 

The strife now stands upon a fair award. 

If Isr els l»rd la? Chad, then serve tint Lord ; 

If lie be silent, faith is all a whim. 

Then 'Baal is tins Clod, and worship him. 

Digression is m much in m<*leru ua\ 

Thought is so rare, and fancy m profuse, 

Some never seem m wide of their intent,., 

As when returning to the theme they meant; ; 

As mendicants, whose business is to imtti. 

Make ev’ry parish, but their own, their hoi :tw\, ^.fo 
Though such continual zigmg$ in n hook. 

Buck drunken. mdmgs, have an awkward look; 
And I had rather creep to what is true, 

Than rove and stagger with no mark, in view ; ■ 
Yet to consult a little* seem'd no crime. 

The fieakish humour of the present time : 

But now' to gather up what seems dispers'd, 

And touch the subject I deign'd at first, 

May prove, though, much Inside the rules of art.. 
Best for the public, and my wmmi j mrt, s?0 

And first, let no man c, barge me that 1 mean 
To doth© in sable every social wanne, 

And '.give good wimpimy a fmm severe, 

As if they 'met around a fathers bier : 

For toil some mem that pleasure all their Unit, 

And laughter all their work, m life mispeiit; 

Their wisdom bursts into this sage reply. 

Then mirth is sin, and we should always cry. 

To find the medium asks some sham;! of -wit * 

And therefore 'tm a mark fools never hit. ' , MO 
But 'though life's valley lie a vale of tears, 

A 'Pl+ntJU****, t JL ... A. .... t 



s between scatter'd rocks and iiphing shades* 
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'And, while it shows the land the soul desires. 

The language of the land she seeks, inspires. 

Thus touch'd, the tongue receives a sacral am?. 

Of all that was absurd, profane, impure ; 

Held within modest bounds, the tide of speech 
Pursues the course that truth and nature teach ; 

No longer labours merely to produce .yji 

The pomp of sound, or tinkle without use : 
Where'er it winds, the salutary stream, 

Sprightly and fresh, enriches ev'ry theme. 

While all the happy man possess'd l*-fore. 

The gift of nature, or the classic store, 

Is made subservient to the grand design. 

For which heav'n form’d the faculty divine, 

So, should an idiot, while at large he strays. 

Find the sweet lyre on which ah artist plays, flcxt 
With rash and awkward force t he chords be shakes. 
And grins with wonder at the jar he makes ; 

But- let the wise and well- instructed hand 
Once take the shell beneath his just command, 

In gentle sounds it seems as it complain'd 
Of the rude injuries it late sustain’d. 

Till, tun’d at length to some immortal song. 

It sounds Jehovah's name, and pours his praise along, 
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Ha( kxky’i* in business, wearied at that oar 
Which thousands, once fast chain’d to, quit no more 
But which, when life at ebb runs weak and low 
All wish, or seem to wish, they could forego ; 

The statesman, lawyer, merchant, man of’ trade. 
Pants for the refuge of some rural shade. 

Where. all his long anxieties forgot 
Amid the charms, of a sequester'd spot. 

Or recollected only to gild o’er 

And add a smile to what was sweet before. 10 

He may possess the joys he thinks he sees. 

Bay Ins old age upon the lap of ease. 

Improve the remnant of his wasted span , 

And, having liv'd a trifler, die a man. 

Thus conscience pleads her cause within the breast 
i hough long rebelt’d against, not yet suppress'd. 
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AnJ nails a creature form'd for Rod aksm, 

For hw'ii's high |mrp««s, and not fate own ; 

Calls Mbs away from selfish end* and aim*, 

Prom what debilitates and what inflames, ’ %ij 
Prom cities, : hamming with .a restless crowd.. 

Sordid as active, ignorant m load. 

Whose highest praise is that they live in vain, 

The dupes* of pleasure, or Urn slaves of gain, 

■Where works of man an? cluster’d dare around, 
And works of find are hardly to la* found. 

To regions whore, in spite of sin and' ww. 

Traces of Eden are still men below, 

Where mountain, river, forest, field, and grove., 
Remind him of his Maker’s power and love So 
‘Tis well if, look'd for at so late a day, 

In the last scene of such a wmseless play. 

True wisdom will attend his feeble call' 

And grace hm action ere the curtain fall, 
tfouls that have long despis’d their hnav’aly birth. 
Their wishes all impregnated with earth, 

For threescore years employ'd with cewselew care 
In catching smoke and fowling upon air, 

Conversant only with the ways of men, 

Rarely redeem the abort remain tog ten. 40 

Invefrate habits choke th’ unfruitful heart. 

Their fibres penetrate its tead’resst part, 

And, draining it* nutritiou* pow’ra to food 
Thetr noxious growth., starve ev’ry fatter reed. 

Happy, if full <>f day* -but happier far 
If, ore we yet discern life’s eVning star, 
hick of the service of n world that 
Ite patient drudges with dry chaff and weed*. 
\Veean escape from custom’* idiot sway, ' ’ 

lo serve the Sov’reigti we were horn t * obey, jjo' 

hi , KHkin display'd 

(Infinite skill > in all that he hm made ’ 

To trace, la. nature'* most; minute design, 

Fhe ®LgiiB«liTO mid fitosiip fi jM»wV divine 
Oontnwiaws intricate, express'd with ease, 

M here unassisted sight no beauty, kw, 

Wie shapely limb and lubricated joint, 

W ithm th® small dimensions of a 'point, 

Muscle and nerve miraculously spun, 

TM epoaksand it ’in done. CO 

iX vlS!l>le “ tWngs scarce seen reveal'd . 
to whom an atom fe an amply field , 

™ Wonder at a thousand insect form*. 

Th«® hatch it, and those rewuadtaied worm* 
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New life ordain'd and brighter scenes to share, ■ ■ 

Once prone on earth, now buoyant upon air. 
Whose shape would make them, had they bulk 
- and size, 

More hideous foes than fancy can devise ; ■ 

With helmet heads and dragon scales adorn’d, 

The mighty myriads, now securely mim'd, 70 
Would mock the majesty of man's high birth, 

Despise his bulwarks, and unpeople earth : 

Then 'with a glance of fancy to survey. 

Far as the faculty tan stretch away. 

Ten thousand livers pour'd at his command 
From urns that never fail through every land ; 
These like a deluge with impetuous force, 

Those winding modestly a silent course ; 

The cloud-surmounting a1}*s, the fruitful vales ; 
Seas on which ev’ry nat ion spreads her stills ; 80 

The sun, a world whence other worlds drink light; 
The crescent moon, the diadem of night ; 

Stars countless, each in his appointed place. 
Fast-anchor 'd in the deep abyss of space— 

At such a sight to catch the poet's Same, 

And with a rapture like his own exclaim. 

These are- thy glorious works, thou source of good. 
How dimly seen, how faintly understood! 

Thine, and upheld by thy paternal care, 

This universal frame, thus wondrous fair; 30 
Thy |siw'r divine, and bounty beyond thought. 
Ador'd and prais’d in all that thou hast wrought. 
Absorb'd in that immensity 1 see, 

I shrink abas'd, and yet aspire to : thee ; 

Instruct me, guide me, to that heav’nly day 
Thy words more dearly than thy works display. 
That, while thy troths my grosser thoughts refine, 
I may resemble thee and call then mine.' 

Oh blest proficiency ! surpassing all 
That men erroneously their glory call, 100 

The recompense that arts or amis can yield, 

The bar, the senate, or the tented field. 

Compar’d with this eublimest life below. 

Ye Mugs and rulers, what have courts to show r 
Thus studied, us’d and consecrated thus, 

On earth what is, seems form'd indeed for us ; 

Not as the plaything of a froward child, 

Fretful unless diverted and beguil'd, 


wfl tn J'f ’ <>n S»M» *h»* i* 1 Whatever it 
IfSS, 178b ; What w 1787 : What w 1788, 
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Much lem to feed and fan the fetal ftw* 

Of. pride, ambition, or impure desires, . j jo 
But am a scale by which the soul ascend* 

From mighty leans to more important end*. 
Securely, though by steps but, rarely trod. 

Mounts from inferior being* up to God, 

And ww, by no fallacious light or dim, 

Earth made for man. and man himself for him. 

Not that I mean i approve. or would enforce. 

A snpcjmtitMU* and monastic roars*? : 

Truth is not local. Ood alike pervades 
And fills the world of traffic and the shade*. j$o 
And may la? fear'd amidst the liusiret awn*, - 
Or scorn’d where business never inter vein* ' 

But 'tis not easy with a mind like ours. 

Conscious of weakness in its noblest jmw'rs. 

And in a world where, other ills apart . 

The roving eye* misleads the careless heart. 

To limit thought, by nature prone to strav 
Wherever freakish fancy point* the way { 
lo hid the pleadings of self love to still. 

Resign our own and seek our Maker’s will ; ' j no 
To spread the page of scripture, and compare 
Our conduct with the laws engraven there 
To measure all that jkukmm in the breast 
Faithfully, fairly, by that murred teat : 

To dive into the secret deeps within, 

To spare no jmsion and no favrito «i«, 

And search the themes, important above all 

OtiWEslves and our rerov'jy ' from our fall 

But leisure, silence*, and a mind releas'd 

i rom anxious though tshow wi;\*dtb may hp 

How to secure. in some propitious hour ’ ui 

I he point of introst-or the pat of jsjw’r 

A soul Hamm. and ojually retir’d 

Proiii objects Urn much ahmkvl ur dwi rYI.„ 

Salts Mm the clamours of perv&rm dispute, 
Attemmttrmmy to the gm*t mmxh. 

extensive plan,, 

we find a little isle, ihm life of man ; 

Eternity .s unknown etepanae appears 

Grcirng around mA limiting hu year # , im 

Tilt? jfousy race examine and. explore 

Eaeb creek ami cavern of the dmig’mis shore, 

*5* ™ 2 hat ia their '«*<*$*> 

&m.e shining .]>ebMas, and, some wmh and shells * 
Thus laden, dream that they ara rich mi Z * 
And happiest he that groans tonidh ■ 
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' The waves overtake them in their serious play, 

'• And ev’ry hour sweeps multitudes away ; 

They shriek and sink, survivors start and weep* 
Pursue their sport, and follow to the deep. 160 

A few forsake the throng,; with lifted eyes 
Ask wealth of heav'n, and gain, a real prize— 
Truth, wMoin* grace, and 'peace like that above. 
Sealed with his signet whom they serve and love ; 
Scorn'd by the rest, with patient hope they wait 
A Mud release from their imperfect state. 

And, unregretted, are so on snatch'd away 
Prom scenes of sorrow into glorious day. 

Nor these alone prefer a life recluse, 

Who seek retirement for its proper use ; 170 

•The love of change that lives in ev‘ry breast 
Genius, and temper*. and desire of rest, 

'Discordant motives in one centre meet. 

And each inclines its vo fry to retreat. 

Some minds by nature are averse to noise, 

And hate the tumult half the world enjoys, 

The lure of av*rice, or the pompous' prize 
That courts display before ambitious eyes ; 

The fruits that hang on pleasure's flow'ry stem, 
Whate’er enchants them, are no snares to them . 

To them the deep recess of dusky groves, 1 SI 
Or forest where the deer securely roves, 

The 'Ml of waters,, and the song of birds, 

^ And hills that echo to the distant herds, 

Are luxuries excelling all the glare 

The world can boasts and her chief fav'rites share,. 

With eager step, and carelessly' array'd, 

For such a cause the poet seeks the shade, ■ 

From all he sees he catches new delight. 

Pleas'd fancy claps her pinions at the sight. IM 
The rising or the flatting orb of day, 

The clouds that flit, or slowly float away, 

Nature in, all the various shapes she wears. 

: Fmvmmg m storms, or breathing gentle airs, 

The snowy robe tier wintry state assumes, 

Her summer heats, her fruits, and her perfumes— 
All, all alike transport the glowing bard. 

Success in rhyme his glory and reward. 

Oh nature ! whose Elysian .scenes disclose 
His bright perfections at whose word they rose, '200' 
Next to that, pow’r who form'd thee and sustains. 
Be thou the great inepirer of my strains, 

.Still, '■ , I touch the lyre, do thou 'expand 
Thy genuine charms, and guide an artless hand, 
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Yet let a poet (poetry disarms 

The fieKWt animals with magic charms) 

Elsque an intrusion on thy pensive mood, 

'And woo and win, th.ee to thy proper good.* 

Pastoral images and still retreats. 

Umbrageous walks and solitary seats, 

Sweet birds in concert with harmonious streams, 

, Soft airs, nocturnal vigils, and day dreams, 260 
Are all enchantments, in a 'ease like thine, 

.Conspire against thy peace with 'one design, 

Sooth thee to makes tbee hut a surer prey. 

And feed the ire that wastes thy ixw'ni away. 
Up— Got! has form’d thee with a wiser .view/ 

Not to be led in chains, but to subdue; 

Calls thee to cope with enemies, and tim t ■ 

Points out a conflict with thyHdfVthe worst 

Woman indeed. a gift lie* would Iwtow 

When lie design'd a jmmlim* ladpw, 2 7i) 

. The richest earthly boon his ha, mis afford, 

; Deserves to lw belov ‘d, but not ador’d. ■ 

Post* away swiftly to mom active scenes, 

Collect the scatter'd truths that study gleans. 

Mix with the world, but with its wiser part, 

• No longer give an image all thine heart ; 

Its empire is not tier's, nor is it thine, 

Tis God’s just claim, prerogative divine, 

•Virtuous and faithful Hkinkr&icji ! whom skill 
Attempts no task it cannot well fulfil, 2m 

Gives melancholy up to natures care, 

And sends the patient 'into purer air. " 

. Look' where he comm— in thin embowVd alcove— 
'Stolid close conceal'd, and see a statue move* ; 

Lip busy, and. eyes nxt; fed; fulling slow, . 

Arms hanging .idly down, hands clasp'd Mow, 
'Interpret to the marking 'eye distress,. 

Such as its symptoms can alone express. 

That .tongue is silent now ; that silent tongue 
Could argue once, could jest or join tin* song, 2ttt) 

• Could give advice, could censure or commend, 

■ Or charm the boitowb of a drooping friend. 
Renounc'd alike its office and its sport 

Its brisker and, its .graver strains fall short ; 

.Roth fail beneath a fever's .secret sway, 

And, like a summer-brook, are past away. 

' This is a sight for pity to peruse, 

Till she resemble faintly what; she views. 

Till sympathy contract a, kindwl pain. 

Kerod with the woes .that she laments in vain. ' $ 00 . 



rn HET REMENT 

This, of all aWie*> that iafiwt, 

Claims oat compassion, and receives the teas* : 
Job felt it, when he groan'd beneath the rod 
And £h barb'd arrows of a rowniag Ood •» 

And each emollients m Ms friend* coold spare, 
Friends such as his for modern. Jobs prepare. 

Bleat, rather curst, with hearts that never feel. 
Kept snug in caskets of dose- hammer'd steel, ■ 
With months made only to grin wide and eat. 

And minds that deem derided pain a treat, 810 
With limbs of British oak. and nervm of wire. 

And wit that puppet-prompters might inspire, 
Their sovereign nostrum is a clumsy joke. 

On pangs enforc'd with God's severest stroke. 

But, with a soul that ever felt the sting 
Of sorrow, sorrow is a sacred thing : 

Not to molest, or irritate, or wise 
A laugh at his expense, is slender praise , 

He that has not usurp'd the name of man 

Does all, and deems too little all, he can. 320 

T* assuage the throbbings of the fester'd port. 

And staunch the bleedings of a broken heart. 

Tis not, as heads that never ache suppose, 

Forg’ry of fancy, and a. dream of woes ; 

Man is an harp whose chorda elude the sight. 

Each yielding harmony dispos’d aright : 

The screws revers'd (a teak wMch if he please 
God is n moment executes with mm, ' 

Ten thousand thousand strings at once go loose. 
Lost, till he tune them, all their pow'r and use. 330 
Then neither heathy wilds, nor scenes as fair 
As ever renompetis’d the peasant's care, 

Nor soft dMlivititsJ with tufted hills. 

Nor view of wafers turning busy mills. 

Parks in which art preceptress nature weds. 

Nor gardens interspers'd with fknv'ry beds, 

Nor gales that catch the scent of blooming groves. 
And waft it to the mourner as he roves. 

Can call up life into his failed eye, 

That passes all he sees unheeded by : . ;uo 

No wounds like those a wounded spirit feels. 

No cure for such, till God who makes them, heals. 
And thou, sad guffrer under nameless ill. 

That yields not to the touch of human skill, 
Improve the kind occasion, understand 
A lather's frown, and kiss his chast'niag hand : 

• kw Hi» 3 ito ms, nm. 
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To thee the day-spring, 'and. the blaze of noon, 

The purple ev’ning and resplendent moon, 

The stare that, sprinkled o'er the vault of night. 
Seem drops descending in a show’r of light, 350 
s hine not, or undesir'd and hated shine. 

Seen through the medium of a cloud like thine : 
■Yet seek him, in his favour life is found, 

All bliss beside — a shadow or a wound : 

Then heav'n. eclips'd so long, and this dull earth, 
Shall seem to start, into a second birth ; 

Nature, assuming a more lovely face, ' 

Borrowing a beauty from the works of grace. 

Shall be despis'd and overlook’d no more. 

Shall fill thee with delights unfelt before, 360 
Impart to things inanimate a voice, 

And bid her mountains and her hills rejoice ; 

The sound shall run along the winding vales, 

And thou enjoy an Eden ere it fails. 

Ye groves (the statesman at his desk exclaims, 
Sick of a thousand disappointed aims,) 

My patrimonial treasure and my pride. 

Beneath your shades your grey possessor hide, 
Receive me languishing for that repose 
The servant of the public never knows. 370 

Ye saw me once (ah, those regretted days 
When boyish innocence was all my praise !) 

Hour after hour delightfully allot 
To studies then familiar, since forgot, 

And cultivate a taste for ancient song. 

Catching its ardour as I mus'd along ; 

Nor seldom, m propitious heav’n might send, 

What once I valued and could boast, a friend. 

Were witnesses how cordially 1 press'd 

His undisaembling virtue to my breast ; 380 

Receive me now, not uncorrupt m then. 

Nor guiltless of corrupting other men. 

But vers’d in arts that, while they seem to stay 
A falling empire, hasten its decay. 

To the fair haven of my native home, 

The wreck of what I was, fatigu’d, I come ; 

For once I can approve the patriot’s voice, 

And make the course he recommends my choice ; 
We meet at last in one sincere desire, 

Hia wish and mine both prompt me to retire, 390 
'Tis done— -he steps into the welcome chaise, 

Lolls at h* mm behind four handsome bays, 

That whirl w y from business and debate 
The disincu ber'd Atlas of the state. 

... 384 Mica J7M. . ' 
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Ask mt the boy, who whet* Hit hmmm of morn ^ 
First Mkm mm gittWii g dtw (w» w try thorn " 
UnM4» life flaftk, than mMr wok or bush ^ 

Situ IlnMitg cherry ibMt, or ftotlag rush, 

How fair is ftwdom I— ha wm always free , ^ 

To m upto life rustic Mine upon a tree, ' ' . 400: 

To snare the mole, or with ilMmbkm*4 hmh , , ■ 7 : 
To draw th’ incautious minnow from the brook, 
Are life’s prime plousuretii .in life siniple view, 

His flock the .ehmix%mmru he ever knew * - 

She shines but; little in his betHllcss eyes. 

The good we never miss wo rarely prim * : 

But ask the noble dru%e in state affairs. 

Escap’d from office and its constant cares* 

What charms he seas inirndom's smile wxprm**&, 
In freedom lost so long, now reposmw’4 ; . 4 in 

The tongue whose strains were cogent ns oominaiida, 
Bover’d at home, and Mt in foreign lands, 

Shall own itself a stammerer in that mwm\ 

Or pleat! its silence as its best apjdauae. 

He knows indeed that, whether dffew'd or rmh\ 
Wild without art:, or artfully subdu'd, 

Nature in ©v’ry farm inspires delight* 

But never mi irk’d her with so just u night 
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Bui wisely imlm a mom eravtihianfe friend. 

With whom, Mmxmmm forma, he may tmbeiwi 1 

A man whom marks of mMemmuimg gmm 
Teach, while they 'flatter him, hte proper j plane : 
Who cornea when call'd, and at a word withdraws, 
'Speaks with reserve, and listen# with applaud? ; 
'Some plain mechanic, who, _ without pretence 
To birth or wit, nor gives nor takes offence ; *150 

On whom he rests well*ple«a’d hm weary jiow’rb, 
Anti talk# and laughs' away his vacant hour#. 

The tide of life, swift always in its course, 

May run in cities with, a brisker force, 

But no where with a. current: m serene, 

Or half so clear, m in -the rural scene* • 

■ l r et how fallacious is all earthly bliss. 

What obvious truths the wisest heads may mhm ; 
Som A pleasures live a month, and some a y mi\ 

But short the date of all we. gather here; 460 
No happiness is felt, except the true, 

That docs not charm the more for being new. 

This observation, as it chanc'd, not made, 

Or if the thought .occurr’d, not .duly weigh'd, 

He sighs— for, ’after all, by slow degrees, 

.The spot he lov'd has lost the pow’r to pleiise ; 

To cross his .ambling jx>ny day by day. 

Seems at the beat but dreaming life away ; 

..The prosjMJCt, such m might- enchant dwjmir, 

■ He views it not, or him no Ixmnty then:? ; 4.70 

With aching heart, and di»'mtontod. looks, 

Returns at noon to billiards or to hooka, 

But feeds* while fpmpiiig at. his faded joys, 

A secret thirst of his renounc'd employs* 

II© chides the tarimoss of cy’ry post, ' 

Pants to tie told of battles won or lost, . 

'Blames his own indolence,' observer, though kite* 
TIs criminal' to leave a sinking stab** ■ 

Flies to the levee, and, mseiv'd with grace. 

Kneels, kisses hands, and shines again in place, 4-so 
Suburban villas, highway* side retrmts, 

That dread th 1 encroachment of our gro wing- streets. ' 
'Tight beneee, neatly sash'd, and in a blaze 
With Ml a July suits collected rays. 

Delight the citizen, who, gasping there, 

' Bimthee doucls of dust, and calm it country &ii\ 

Oh sweet 'retirement, who. 'would balk. the thought, 
That could idEord retirement, or could not f . 

- '461, Sol Nor lW-im . . m the] then m3~I7W Mto* i$v& 


120 


■ , i. (SiEl Jit 


"Pte such i easy walk, so smooth and knight, 
The second milestone fro ta the guide gate ; 490 
A step if fair, and, if a shower approach, 

You ni d safe shelter in the next stage-coach. 

There, prison'd in a parlour snug and small, 

Like bottled wasps upon a southern wall, 

The man of bushes# mid his friends compress'd, 
Forget their labours, and yet find no rest'; ' ’ 

But still 'tis rural— trees are to be seen 
From evry window, and the fields are green ; 
Ducks paddle in the pond before the door. 

And what could a remoter scene show more ? 500 

A sense of elegance we rarely find 
The portion or a mean or vulgar mind, 

And ignorance of tetter things makes man. 

Who cannot much, rejoice in what he can ; 

And he that deems his leisure well bestow’d 
In contemplation of a turnpike road, 
hi occupied as well, employs his hours 
As wisely, and as much improves his pow'rs. 

As he that slumbers in pavilions grac'd 
” *ft ab the charms of an accomplish’d taste. 510 
Yet hence, alas: insolvencies; and hence 

The minified victim of ill-judg'd expem*. 
f rom all his wearisome engagement* freed, 
bhakm hands with bush , and retire* indeed . 

Your prudent grand-ma mas, ye modern telle*, 
Content with Bristol, Bath, and Tunbridge-wijlte 
W hen health requir'd it would consent to roam, 
Lists more attach d to pleasures found at home. 

ISut now alike, gay widow, virgin, wife, 

Ingenious to diversify dull life, 520 

In coaches, chaise*, caravans, and hoys, 
i ly to the coast for daily, nightly joys, 

And all, impatient of dry land, agree" 

With one consent, to rush into the sen. ~ 
thwm exhibits, fathomless and bread. 

Much of the power and majesty of God. 

He swathes about the swelling of the deep, 

shines and rests, aa infants smile and sleep ; 
Vpsfc as it is, it answers as it, flows 
Tm breathings of the lightest air that blows ; 530 
wirhng and whit ning over all the waste. 

P 1 * increasing blast. 

Abrupt and horrid the tempest roars. 

-rm wi a ? d .® ash i «P° 1 } ft® ?ftdf« t shores. 

Idl ho that ndea the whirlwind checks the ret ■ . 
lheu, all the world of waters sleeps again.— 
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Nereids or m the itaahioti leads. 

'How. in the floodu, now \mMing in the meada, 
Votaries of pleasure still, where’er she dwell**, 
NeaT'baireti xocka, in palace, or eelte, 540 

Oh grant 'a jwmtlmre to mmmmmd 
: {jk poet fond of nature, and your friend) 

. Her slighted works to your admiring view' ; 

■ Her .'works must needs «nect*i, who' fashion’d you. 
Would y*\ when rambling in your morning' ride,. 
•'With mme unmeaning coxcomb at' your side, 
Condemn the prattler 'for his idle pains. 

To waste unheard the music of Iris si, -rains. 

And, deaf to all tM’impertiuenre of tongue, 

That, while it courts, affronts and doc# you wrong, 
Mark well the finish’d plan without, a fault, 5.51 
The, seas globose and huge, th* oerarehmg vault, 
'Earth A millions daily tot a work! employed 
In 'gathering plenty yet to be enjoy'd, 

Till’ gratitude grew vocal, in the praise 
.Of.GkxI, beneficent in all. his ways; 

"'Graced with such wisdom, how would beauty shine! 
:Y® want but that to m**m indeed divine. 

Anticipated rente, and bills unpaid. 

Force many n shining youth into the shade, 560 
.Not to redeem his time, but his estate, 

And play the tod. hut at a damper rate ; 

■There, hid in loath'd obscurity, remov'd 
From pleasures left, but never moreladbv'd, 

, He just endures, find with a sickly spleen 
Sighs o’er the temuticM of ’the charming scene; 
Nature indeed looks prettily; in rhyme ; 

Streams tinkle sweetly In poetic chime ; 

The. warbling# of the Muck hire!, clear and strong. 
Are tmiskml enough in Thomson's song' ; u?o 

AndCobham's groves, and 'Windsor’s giwn retreats. 
When Pope* di*rilw t hem, have a thousand ■ awitote ; 
He likes the country* but in truth, must- own, 

Most likes it, when he studies it in town,. 

, 'Poor Jack— no matter who-— for when I blame . 

’I pity, and must therefore sink the name/ 

'lav’d in Ms raddle, lov’d the chase, the eoum\ 

And always, ere he mounted, kiss'd his horse. 

Th’ estate Ms sires had own'd 1 in.- undent years 
Was quickly distanc'd, match'd against a peer#. 
Jack vanish’d, wins 'regretted and forgot ; ' 581 

: ; Ttg wild’ good- atures never- failing lot 
■At length, when 'all had long auppcwTl him dead, 
y, cola stibnieiMon, iiior, rope, or lead, 
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My lord, alighting at hi* usual place, 

The Crown, took notice of an ostler's face. 

Jack knew his Me d, but hop'd in that disguise 
He might escape the most observing eyes, 

And whistling, as if uneoncem'd and gay, 

.Curried his nag. and look'd another way. ■ 590 
Convinc’d at last, ujx>n a nearer view. 

’Twas he. the .same, the very Jack, he knew. 
O’erwhelnid at once with wonder, grief, and joy, 
He press’d him much to quit his haw employ ; 

His countenance, his purse, his heart, his hand, 
Infl'ence and pow’r. were till at his command 
Peers are not always gen’rons as well-bred. 

But Granby was, meant truly what he said. 

Jack bow'd, and was oblig’d — confess'd ’two* strange 
That so retir'd he should not wish a change, «bu 
But knew no medium between guzzling bur, 

And his old stint— three thousand pounds a year. 

Thus some retire* to nourish hopeless woe ; 

Some seeking happiness not found below ; 

Some to comply with humour, and a mind 
To social scenes by nature disinclin'd : 

Some sway'd by fashion, some by deep disgust ; 
Some self -impoverish d . and because they must 
But few that court Retirement are* aware 
Of half the toils they must encounter there; filb 
Lucrative offlm are seldom lost . 

For want of jxnv'rs jiroportion’d to the post- ; 

Give e'en a dunce th’ employment he desires. 

And he soon finds the talents it requires ; 

A business with tax income at its heels 
Furnishes always oil for its own wheels. 

But in his arduous enterprise to close 
His active years with indolent repose, 

He finds the labours of that state exceed 

His utmost faculties, severe indeed. . Mv 

"Tie easy to resign a toilsome place. 

But not to manage leisure with a gnu* ; 

Absence of occupation is not rest. 

A mind quite vacant is a mind distress’d. 

The vet’mn steed, excus'd his task at length, 

In kind co passion of his failing strength. 

And turn’d into the park or mead to grew, 

Exempt from future service all his days, 

There feels a pleasure perfect in its kind, 

Ranges at liberty, a d snuffs the wind : ■ 630 

ut when his lord would quit the busy road , 

To taste a. joy like that he has bestow'd. 
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" BM'iMtmm* km happy than km favour'd brutes .. 

A life of mm a difficult pursuit. 

Thought, to the mm that never think*, may «.t.m 
As natural m, when asleep, to dmun ; 

But reverie <for human minds will act? 

SueclouM in show, impossible in fart, 

Those flimsy webs that break m soon m wrought. 
.Attain not to the dignify of thought ; ’ 640 

Nor yet the swarms that o ceupy the, bmin, 

Where dreams of dress, intrigue, and pleasure n^ign' ; 
Nor such aa useless conversation brecxte 
Or hist engenders, and indulgence fefih, 

Whence, and what are we ? to what end onl&in'd < 
What means the drama by the world sustain'd \ 
Business or vain mmxmimmu care or mirth, 

Divide the frail inhabitant* of earth. 

Is duty a mere sport or an employ ? 

Life an intrusted talent, or a toy ? 650 

Is there, as reason. commence* scripture, say, 

Cana? to provide for a great future day, 

’ ‘When, earth's assign'd duration at an cud, 

Man shall be stunmon'd and the dead attend c 
The trumpet — will it sound? the curtain rise ? 

And shot? Ih' august; tribunal of the skies. 

When:? no prevarication shall avail. 

Where eloquence and artifice shall fail. 

The pride of arrogant distinction* fait 
And comsdence mid our conduct judge us ail r 66#'* 
Pardon im\ ye that give the midnight oil 
To learnt*! .cares or philosophic toil. 

Though I revere your hunohrable tmmm, 

Your useful labours and ijnjx>rtani mm. 

And hold the world indebted to your aid. 

Enrich'd with the dtacoverii*# ye have math? ; 

Yet let me stand excus'd, if 1 esteem 
A mind employ'd on so sublime a theme. 

Pushing her bold inquiry to the date 

And outline of the present transient state, 6?o 

And* after musing her advent'rous wings, 

' Settling at last upon eternal things, 

Far more intelligent, and tetter taught 
The strenuous use of profitable thought, . 

Than ye, when happiest, and enlighten'd. most. 

And highest in renown , can justly boast 
A mind uxmerv'd, or InclispoH'd to bear 
' The weight of subjects worthiest of her core, 

. Whatever hopes a change- of scone inspires, 

Must change her nature* or in viim'' retires. 


Books ttmrafore, tint mm mmmm m the shelves, 

In which lewd mmmlMB priiit out tlummlrm ; 
Nor those in which the stage gives vice a. blow, 
With' what mccem let modem manner# 'show ; 

Nor Ms who, for the hame of fhonsamls iiora, 

Built Gtxla church, mid laugh'd Ms word to scorn 
Skilful alike to mm devout and just, 

And stab religion with' a sly side-thmst . 6$ 
Nor those of leaned philologists,, who chase 
A panting syllable through time and space, 

Shirt it at home, and hunt it in the dark, 

To Gaul, to Giw, and into Noahs ark ; 

But such as learning without false pretence. 

The friend of, truth, ih* aasoctate of sound sense, 
And such as, in the zeal of good design, 

Strong' judgment labring in the scripture mine, 
All such m manly and groat souls produce, 
Worthy to live, and of eternal vm : 7(M 

Behold in these what leisure hours demands 
Amusement and true knowledge hand in hand, ■ 


Tickle and 'entertain its,' or we die, 

The loud demand, from year to year the mmt\ 
Beggars Invention and trnkm fancy lmm\ 71(1 
Till farce itself, most mournfully jejune, 

CMto for the kind aadsfimce of a tune ; ' 

And novels (witness evYy mouth Y reviewy 
Belle their name, and offer nothing new, , 

The mind, mlmitm into needful mmrt, 

Bhcmld turn to writers of an abler sort, 

Whc« wit well manag'd, and whoso cluasii 11 ? style* ; 
Give truth a iwtre, and make wisdom, gmfta. 
Fnenda {for I cannot stint, m some have done, 

Too ngid in my tow, that name to one ; 720 

mmigh one, I .grant it, in the gen'*rou8 hresst, 

Wsl! stand ad vane d a step above’ the tmi : 
if low xb by that name pvimfecuotisly we mil 
But one , the rose, the regent of them all)— ; , ' 1 
'Fronds, not adopted with a edhoobboy's .haute, ' ' / 





tacit friends prevent what eta* would soon 1 succeed, 
jl temper . rustic aa the life we toed, ■ 

.And 'keep the polish of the manners dean, 

, As .their’s who hustle in 'the busiest scene ; 

"For, solitude, however some may rave, 

'Seetmng a sanctuary, proven a , grave, 

A sepulchre in which the living licit 
Where, all good qualities grow sick- and die, , 

I .praise the Frendiinan 1 , his remark was shrewd — 
How sweet, how* passing sweet, is solitude f 740 
But grant me still a friend in mx . retreat,, 

Whom 1 in, ay whisper- - solitude is sweet 

'Yet neither these delights, nor aught Itcsidc 
That appetite can ask,' or wealth provide, . 

Con save us always from a fallows day, ■ 

Or shine the diskless of still life away*: 

■Braiie , eomrmmioii , carefully enjoy -Vi, 

'Or sought with energy, must fill tine- void. 

Oh sacral art, to which alone life ovrm 
Its happiest seasons, and a peaceful dose, 7f>o 
Sconfiti in a world, indebted to that scorn 
For evils dally felt and hardly 1*or», 

.•Not knowing' tliee, we mvp, with ittauUng hands, 
.'Flow’rs of wink odour upon thorny lauds, 

. And, while exjwmmm cautions us in 'vain, 

'Bm»p seeming hnppimm and find it -pain. 

' ftaspemdahoe, , «elMeserkid in her grief,- 
Lost by. abandoning her own .relief, . 

'Murmuring and ungrateful disvxmteiit. 

That acorns afilictiona mercifully meant, ■ 7c*o 
Those humours tart; m wines upon the fret. 

Which idleness and weariness ’beget 

These, and a thousand plagues that haunt the breast. 

.Fond of the pli.ant.4iiM of an earthly rest, 

Divine comm, union chases, as the day ■ 

Drives to their dens th; obedient beasts of prey. 

See Judah’s promis'd king, bereft of all. 

Driven out an exile from the face of San!, 

To distant' caves the lonely wanderer flies, 

To seek that ’peace a tyrant's frown denies, ' 770 
Hear the sweet accents of his tuneful voice, 

Hear Mia., overwhelm'd with sorrow, yet rejoice; 
No womanish or wailing grief has part. 

No, not a, moment, in his royal heart ; 

1 Bruym : (C\1 
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‘Tte manly meh a* martyw snake, , 

Suffering with glidkam for * Savtour'a sake ; 

Hid soul exnta, hope antomtef bi§ lays. 

The ocmse of mercy Madias into jmine. 

And wilds, familiar with the lion'* roar, 

Ring with ecstatic sounds unheard before ; 780 

Tig We like Ms that can. atom? defeat 
The foes of man, or make a desert sweet. 

Religion does not censure. or, exclude 
Unnurabcr’d 'pleasures luinnlessly pursu d ; 

To study culture. and with artful toil 
To meliorate and tame the stubborn soil ; 

To give dissimilar yet fruitful lands 

The grain, or herb, .or plant, that each demands i 

To cherish virtue in an humble state, 

And share the joys your bounty may emife ; 790 

To mark the matchless workings of the pow'r 
That shuts within its seed the future flow* r, 

Bids these in elegance of form' excel, 

' In colour these, and those delight the 'smell 
Semis nature forth the daughter of the skies. 

To dance cm earth, and charm all human eyes i 
To teach the canvass innoccmt deceit 
Or lay the landscape on the snowy sheet 
These, these are arts pursu'd without a crime, 

That have no stain upon the wing of time. $00 
Me poetry {or* rather,. note that aim 
Feebly and vainly at poetic fame) 

Employs, shut out from more important views. 
Fast by the banks of the slow winding Ouse i 
Content if, thus sequester'd, I may raise . 

A monitor’s, though not a poet’** praise, 

And white I tench an art, too little known, 

To dose life wisely, may not. waste toy own 

mm irm% mm, mu<k irm, ms; bid mi-mm. 
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ADVERTISEMENT 

. The history of the following production to briefly ' 
this:— A lady, fond of blank verse, demanded a' . 
poem of that kind from the author, and gave Mm 
the 1 Sofa for a subject. He obeyed ; , and, having 
much leisure, connected another subject with it; 
and, pursuing the' train of thought to which Mb 
situation 'and turn of mind led him, brought forth 
at length, instead of the trifle which, ha -at first 
intended, a serious affair— a Volume ! '• 

In the , Poem on the subject of Education, ho 
would be very sorry to stand suspected of having ' > 
aimed, his censure at any particular school. His : 
objections are such as naturally apply Umnmh*m 
to schools in general. If there were not, m for 
the most part them is, wilful neglect in those who 
manage them, and an omission even of such disci- 
pline as they are susceptible, of, the objects are vet. 
too numerous for minute attention ; and the indiing 
hearts of ten thousand jammte,' mourning under 
the Mttenwt of all dirapixtintoteht*, attest the truth ^ ' 1 
of the allegation, His.' quarrel, tliw : ?.fore, is with 
the mischief at large, and not with any particular 
instance of it. ■ 
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BOOK 1 
THE SOFA 

: aiuhdiknt or TffftFftsr Boofc* llmtmimk dtaclttctinn of w&K 

■ from ilimtol to it» Serf*— A School-boy** w&lk m 

■ ’.the country -The vaum cimeriW- Kunl wmiim !* m m 

lights d*]ifbtfai~- A m$km" waJIc — Mittmka o»miM ilm 
■ . ' charm* of soli twl« ccrtrectod — C«)onttftd«* ■ Aleeva 

juad the view from it— The wildern«s*»^“Th« grove —The ihrmfovt 
~~Th* necottaty md the; ben#fita of exwctfto— ’ The wwk* of 
nature importor to, and in imumm inimtudiSe hy t «*— 
; The of what i» commoniy fa-Und a life of 

pleasure— Chang* of scetw «mefcmi«i e*pndieut-“-A 

tfaMcribttd, mil the character of enty • Mate introduce - 

0ijMie« The of civilised life —Thai atettt mm%> fa-tout 

KM to virtue The 'South Sea u^aitdera cxMapftifttunMrfi^ but 

ehtetiy, immemt state of mind aMpra***! ^CSvtttwnl 

y|fo irkucliy to vsrtm but not «rm% esti**- iirmt mtim ' id 

; ; hmdm in imrlic’uUr, *)k>w*dl their 4m pmm% hut catwunad - - 

": ■■ Fete chiunpetre The 'book oonchicfo* with * on the 

.; fatal effects of and tfffnnisiac-y upon am public 

I sing the 'Sofa. I, who lately mug 
Truth, Hope, and Charity’, and touch'd with awe 
The solemn chords, and with a trembling hand, 
Escap’d with pain from that adveut’rous flight, 
Now vk repose upon an humbler theme ; 

The theme though humble, yet august and proud 
Th‘ occasion— lor the Fair commands the song. 

'Time was, when clothing sumptuous or tor use, 

.. Sar® their own painted skins, our sires hud none. 
As yet black breeches were not; satin smooth, W 
•O* velvet soft, or plush with shaggy pile ; 

Tb© hardy chief upon the rugged rock 
Wash’d by the sea, or on the grav'iv bank 

Thrown up by wintry torrents roaring loud, 

Fearless of wrong, repos'd his weary strength. 

■ Those barb’rous ages past, succeeded next 
The birth-day of invention ; weak at first. 

Dull in design, and clumsy to perform. 

Joint-stools 'were then created ; on time legs 
Upborn they stood. Three logs upholding firm 20 
Am . y slab, in fashion square or round. 

On such stool immortal Alfred sat, 

I,/';' 1 ' Poems* vdL i. fC*J 

Argaatnl 11 tfttr mtalwml f?M t 11W hmm, upon it 
-m ’ ' ■ r 





Clare them a twisted form vennlcnlar, 30 

And o'er the float, with plimfootts wmMing stuff'd, 
Indued a splendid never, green and blue; 

Yellow and ml, of tap'stry richly wrought. 

And woven close, or needle* work sublime. 

There might ye see the piemy spread wide, 

The full* blown m*e, the shepherd and Im )nm f 
Lap-dog and lambkin with Wack^ staring eyes, ■ 
And parrots with twin cherries in their bmk, 

Now came the cane from India, smooth and bright 
With Nature’s varnish ; sever'd into strips " 4» 
That, interlac’d each other, these supplied 
Of texture firm a lattice- work, that brac'd 
The new machine, and it become a chair. 

But restless was the chair ; the back erect 
Distress'd the weary loins, that felt no earn i 
The slipp’ry seat betray'd the sliding part. 

That press'd it, and the feet hung dangling down. 
Anxious in vain to find the distant floor. 


These for the rich the rest, whom fate hail plac’d 


IliiiMiii 



.Obdurate anil unyielding, gbuwy smooth. 

With here and there a tuft of crimson yarn. 

Or scarlet crewel, in the cushion flxt ; 

If cushion might lx* call’d, what harder seem'd 
Than the firm oak of which the frame w« form'd 
No want of timber then was felt or fear'd 
In Albion’s happy isle. The lumber stood 
Ponderous and fixt by its own massy weight . 

But elbows still were wanting ; these, some say. CO' 
An alderman of Cripplegafce contriv'd : 


Burly and big. and studious of his ease. 

But, rude at first, and not with easy slope 
Receding wide, they press'd against the rite. 
And bruis’d the side ; and, elevated high. 


Long time elaps'd or e'er our rugged sires 
Complain’d, though incommodiously pent in, 

■ 58 hint tier 1800 w«a umber all prerimu pM, 
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' And ill 'at The India* first ^ ^ To' 

*Gtm murnrar, an became the softer mx. 

Ingenious fancy, never better pleas'd 
Than when employ’d I s accommodate the fair. 
Heart! the sweet moan with pity, and devis’d 
The soft settee; one elbow at each end, 

And in file midst an elbow it receiv’d, 

United yet divided, twain at once. 

So sit two kings of Brentford on one throne; 

'And so. two citizens who take the air. 

Close pack'd, and smiling, in a chaise and one, ■ 80 

But relaxation of the languid frame. 

By soft recumbency of outstretch'd limbs. 

Was Miss reserv’d for happier days. Bo slow 
The growth of what is excellent : so hard 
T attain 'perfection in this nether world. 

Thus first necessity invented stools. 

Convenience next suggests! ellxuv-chairn* 

And luxury th* accomplish *d Sofa lash 
■The nurse sleeps sweetly, hir’d to watch the sick, 
Whom snoring she disturbs. , As sweetly he, 90 
Who quite the <mdctox at the midnight hour 
To sleep within the carriage more secure. 

His legs depending at the open door. 

Sweet sleep enjoys the curate in his desk, 

The tedious rector drawling o'er his head ; 

And sweet the clerk below." But neither sleep 
■Of laxymim\ who snows the sick man dead, . 

Nor his who quite the box at midnight hour 
To dumber: in the carnage more secure. 

Nor sleep, enjoy’d by curate in his desk, 100 . 

■Nor yet the dosings of the clerk, are sweet. 
Compar’d with the., repose the Sofa yields. 

^ Oh may I live exempted (while I live 
Guiltless of panijjerVi appetite obscene)' 

From pangs arthritic., that infest the to<* 

Of libertine excess. The Sofa, suite 
The gouty limb, 'tin true; but gouty limb. 

Though on a Sofa, may I never feel : 

For I have, lov’d the rural walk through lanes 
Of grassy swarth, close crept by nibbling sheep. 
And skirted thick with intertexturp firm 1 1 1 
Of thorny toughs ; have lav'd the rum, I walk 
O’er Mils, through valleys, and by rivers' brink,, 
E’er sine® & truant toy I pass'd my bounds 
T enjoy a ramble on the "banks' of Thames ; 

And still rememlw, 'nor without regret 
Of hours that sorrow since has much endear’d, 



No Bor* then awaited my return ; 

Nor Sofa then I needed. Youth repairs 
His wasted spirits quickly, by long toil 
Incurring (short fatigue ; and, though our years 
As life declines speed rapidly away, 130 

And not a year but pilfers as he got* 

Sc 



Fast lock’d in mine, with pleasure such as love. 
Confirm'd by long experience of thy worth 
And well-tried virtues, could alone inspire - 
Wit ness a joy that thott hast doubled long. 

Thou know’st my praise of nature most sincere. 180 
And that my raptures are not conjur'd up 
To serve occasions of poetic pomp. 

But genuine, and art partner of them all. 

How oft upo yon eminence our pace 
'Has slacken’d to pause, and we have bora 
The ruffling wind, scarce conscious that it blew, 
While admiratio , feeding at 'the eye, 

And still un ted, dwelt upon the scene. 

The 1 ce with what pi ure have we just discern’d 
The distant plou h slow movi g. and beside 160 
'His lah’ring team, th t swerv’d not from the brack,' 
The sturdy swain diminish'd to boy ! 

Here Ouse, slow winding through a level plain 
Of spacious cads with rattle sprinkled o’er. 
Conducts the eye alon to sinuous course 
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Delighted. There, fast rooted fa their bank 
■Stand, . ever overlook'd, oar fav'rito elms, 


. That, as with molten glass, inlays the vale. |?( 
Hie sloping land recedes into the clouds ; 
Displaying on its varied side the grace 
' Of hedge-row beauties numberless, square tow'r, 
Tall spire, from which the sound of cheerful bells 
' Just undulates upon the list mug ear, 

Groves, heaths, and smoking villages, remote. 
Scenes most be beautiful, which, daily view'd, 
Please daily, and whose novelty survives 
Long knowledge and the scrutiny of years. 

Praise justly due to those that I describe. 180 
Nor rural sights alone, but rural sounds, 
Lxhilarate the spirit, and restore 
The tone of languid Nature. Mighty winds. 

That sweep the skirt of some far-spreading wood 
Ur ancient growth, make music not unlike 
The dash of ocean on his winding shore, 

And lull the spirit while they fill the mind ; 
Lnnumber d branches waving in the blast. 

And all their leaves fast fltttfring, all at once 
Nor less composure waits u{kui the roar t Do 

Of distant floods, or on the softer voice 
Of neighboring fountain, or of rills that slip 
Through the cleft rock, and, chiming as they fall 
Upon loose pebbles, lose themselves at length 
In matted grass, that with a livelier green 
: Betrays the secret of their silent course. 

: Nature inanimate employs sweet sounds 
But animated nature sweeter' still. 

To eooth and satisfy the human ear. 

Ten thousand warblers cheer the day, and one m> 
The Hve-long night : nor these alone, whose note 
Nice finger’d art must emulate in vain. 

But cawing rooks, and kites that swim sublime 
fa still repeated circles, screaming loud. 

jay, the pie, and ev’n the boding owl 
That hails the rising moon, have charms for me. 
Stouiias inharmonious in themselves ami harsh, 
ret heard m scenes where peace for ever reigns 
AM only there, please highly for their sake. 

Peace to the artist, whose ingenious thought 210 

/''BevisVf tli a a . ™ A > 
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'Mow delicate, his Um'nmM amU mUrm. ■ 

Wheu Winter eoak* the fields, ami female feet, 

Too weak to struggle with tenacious clay, 

Or ford the rivulets, are best at home, 

The task of new discov'ries falls on me. 

At such a season, and with surf) a charge, 

Once went I forth ; and found, till then unknown. 
A cottage, whither oft we since repair : . til 1 

Tis perch'd upon the green-hill top, but close. 
Environ’d with a ring of branching elms 
That overhang the thatch, itself unseen 
Peeps at the vale below ; so thick beset 
With foliage of such dark redundant growth, 

I call'd the low- roof'd lodge the peasant's nest. 

And. hidden as it is. and far remote 
From such uupleasing sounds as haunt the ear 
In village or in town, the hay of curs -•>«' 

Incessant, clinking hammers, grinding wheels. 

And infante elam'reus whether pleas'd or pain'd. 
Oft have I wish'd the peaceful covert mine. 

Here. I have said, at least I should possess 
The poet's treasure, silence, and indulge 
The dreams of fancy, tranquil and secure. 

Vain thought 1 the dweller in that still retreat 
Dearly obtains the refuge it affords. 

Its elevated scifce forbids the wretch 

To drink sweet waters of the crystal well ; 340 

He dips his bowl into the weedy ditch. 

And, heavy-laden, brings his be v 'rage home, 
Far-fetch d and little worth ; nor seldom waits. 
Dependant on the baker's punctual call. 

To hear his creaking pannier* at the door. 

Angry and soul, and his last crust, consum'd. 

8a farewell envy of the peasant's met! 

If solitude make scant the means of life, 

Society for me !— thou seeming nww(, 

Be still a phasing object in my view ; 250 

My visit still, but never mint? abode. 

Not distant far, a length of colonnade 
Invitee us. Monument of ancient taste. 

Now scorn’d, but worthy of a better fate. 

Our fathers knew the value of a screen 
From sultry Bums ; and, in their shaded walks 
And long protracted bow ’is, enjoy'd at noon 
The gloom and coolness of declining day. 

We bear our shades' about us ; self depriv'd 
'Of other screen, the thin umbrella spread, ■ ■ 

And range an Indian waste without a tree.. . 
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Thanks to Benevolus 1 — he spares me yet 
These cheanute rang’d in corresponding lines ; 

And, though himself so polish'd, still reprieves 
The obsolete prolixity of shade. 

Descending now (but cautious, lest text fast) 

A sudden steep, upon a rustic bridge 
We pass a gulph, m which the willows dip 
Their pendent boughs, stooping aa if to drink. 
Hence, ancle-deep in moss and flow'ry thyme, 2*0 
We mount again, and feel at ev'ry step 
Our foot half sunk in hillocks green and soft, 
Raised by the mote, the miner of the soil. 

He, not unlike the great ones of mankind. 
Disfigures earth; and. plotting in the dark, 

Toils much to earn a monumental pile, 

That may record the mischiefs he has done. 

The summit gain’d, la-hold the proud alcove 
That crowns it : yet not all its pride secures 
The grand retreat from injuries impress’d aso 
By rural carvers, who with knives defat* 

The pannels, having an obscure, rutle name, 

In characters uncouth, and spelt amiss. 

So strong the zeal f immortalize lnroself 
Bettis in the breast of man, that evil a few 
Few transient years, won from th‘ abyss ahhorr’d 
Of blank oblivion, seem a glorious prize. 

And even to a clown. Now roves the eye . 

And, posted on this speculative height, 

Exults in its command. The sheep fold here 280 
Fours out its fleecy tenants o’er the glebe. 

At first, progressive as a stream, they seek 
The middle field ; but, scatter'd by degrees. 

Each to his choice, soon whiten all the land 
There from the sun- burnt hay-field, homeward 
■ : creeps 

The loaded wain ; while, lighten'd of its charge, 

The wain that meets it passes swiftly by ; 

The Iboorish driver leaning o'er his team 
Voeifrous. and impatient of delay. 

Nor less attractive is the woodland scene, 3im 
Diversified with trees of evry growth. 

Alike, yet various. Here the gray smooth trunks 
J"Mhi «f lime, or beech, distinctly shine, 

Within the twilight of their distant shades • 

There, lost behind a rising ground, the wood 
booms sunk, and shorten’d to its topmost Urnghs. 

‘ 3ohn Court “ey Throckmorton. &«j ; , of Wwton tJndvrvoxd R>. ) 
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No tm? in all th« jfiwe bvst ha* it# charms. 

^ Though its hue pecmlltr ; tutor soma, ^ 

Aik! of vmmUk pay ; the willow sudh, 

Ami 'p 0 pkr # that vrlth silver 11 ms Ills leaf , ' • S10 
And b far-sta’eteh.mg* Ms nmhmgmm arm ; 

Of 'deeper green the elm : and deeper still, 

^ Lord of the woods, the lon^sarviving oak* . 

Borne glassy-Ieav'd. and shining in the situ, 

The maple,- and ihe'lmwh of. oily nut®* . , 
Prolific, and the lime at dewy eve . 

Diffusing odours : nor unnoted pass 
The sycamore, capricious in attire, 

Mow jpreen, now tawny, and, ere autumn yet 
Have ’ chang'd the woods, in scarlet ’ .honours 
# bright. ‘ 320 

Oer these, but far beyond (a spacious map 
Of hill and valley interpos'd between)., 

.The Ouse, dividing the well- water'd land, 

Mow glitters in the sun, and now retires, 

As bashful, yet impatient to be mm. 

Hence the declivity is sharp and short, 

And such the re -ascent between them weeps 
■A. little naiad her impoverish'd urn 
All summer long, which winter fills again. 

The folded gates would bar my progress now , 330 

■ But that the lord * of this mwd demesne, 
CommtMcative of the good he owns, , 

Admits me to a share ; the guiltless ©ye 1 
Commits no wrong, nor wastes what it enjoys. 
Refreshing change ! where now the biasing sun ? 
By short transition we have, lost his glare. 

And stepp'd at once into a cooler clime. 

Ye Mien avenues I once more 1 mourn 
Your fate unmerited, once mom rejoice 
That yet a remnant of your race survives, 340 
' How airy and how light the graceful arch, 

Yet wfol . the oonse<m&ted roof 
Re-echoing pious anthems ! while .beneath 
The chequer'd earth seems restless as a ficKxl 
Brush'd by the wind* So sportive m the light 
Shot through the boughs, it dances m they dance, 
Shadow and sunshine intermingling quick, 

■ And dark’ning and enlighi *ning,. as” the, leaves 

■ Play wanton, ev'ry moment ev‘ry spot. 

■AM now, with nerves, ©w -breed, and spirits 
cheer’d, ( 880 

1 S«$ lilt fotegtiOff tfCOd , ; , 
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: . We tread the wddmims, whose well-roll’d walks 

With curvature of slow and easy sweep-— ' ’ 

Deeeptioxi innocent- give ample spare 
To narrow bounds. The grove receives us next 
Between the upright shaft* of whose tall elms ’ 
We may discern the thresher at, his task 
Thump after thump 'resounds the constant flail 
that seems to swing uncertain, and yet falls ' ' 
i ull on the destin'd ear. Wide flit# the chaff 
The rustling straw sends up a ;m 

Of atoms sparkling in the noon-day' 'beam. 

Come hither, ye 'that press your hods of down 
And sleep not : see him sweating o’er his bread 
Before he eats it.— ’Tis the primal curse. 

But soften’d into mercy : made the pi. due 
Ot cheerful days, aiui night $ without a t^roaij 
By action all that i* 

Constant rotation of th' unwcariinl wheel 
That nature rides upon maintains her health 
Her beauty, her fertility. She dreads ' a?0 
An instant s pause, and lives but while she moves 
Its owu revolvency upholds the world. ’ 

>V mas from ftl] quarters agitate the air. 

And fit the limpid element for use, 

Else noxuouH - uenug. rivers, lakes, and streams. 

All feel the fvwh rniig ami are tlmutd 

By restless undulation : ev'n tile onk 
Thrives by the rude concussion of the storm 
He seems indeed indignant, and to fed -. 
rh impression of the blast with proud disdain m> 
R’owiung as if in his unconscious ann 
He held the thunder, but the monarch owes 
His Ann stability to what he scorns— 

More fixt below. the more disturb'd aliovt*. 

Bto^mn« > o W,1 i kh i al l < Tj‘ ut, ii Wi are bound. 
Binds man the lord of all. Himself derives 

No mean advantage from a kindred cause ' 
i™® tenuous toil his hours of sweetest ease, 
fhe sedentary stretch their lazy length 

m bids ’, bu i a< ? refreshment find , 3*10 

For none they need : the languid eve. the cheek 
h* 00 ? 1 ’ the fiawid. simink. 

And wiiherd muscle, and the vapid soul, 

•Reproach their owner with that love of rest 
To which he forfeits ev’n the rest he loves 

Bv fc ito t«,*’ T 1 activa Measure life 
By its tree worth, the comfort* it affords, 

And their s alone seems worthy of the name. 

■ : ' : ' . rd ' 1 
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Good health, ami. It* aasorfato to vmU 

Good temper ; spirit* prompt to undertake, 400 

And not soon spent, though to an Arduous task ; 

The pow're of fancy and strong thought are their s; 
Ev'n age itself went* privileg’d to them 
With clear exemption from its own defect*. 

A sparkling eye beneath a wrinkled front 
The vetfran shows, and, gracing n gray heard 
With youthful smiles. descend* toward the grave 
Sprightly, and old almost without decay. 

Like a' coy maiden, ease, when courted most, 
Farthest retires — an idol, at whose shrine 410 
Who off just sacrifice ant favour'd least. 

The love of Nature, and the scene she draw's, 

Is N a tare’s dictate. Strange 1 there should be found , 
Who, self- imprison’d in their proud saloons, 
Renounce the odours of the open field 
For the unscented fictions of the loom ; 

Who, satisfied with only pendi’d scenes. 

Prefer to the performance of a God 
Th’ inferior wonders of an artist's hand ! 

Lovely indeed the mimic works of art ; 420 

But Nature’s works far lovelier. I admire — 

None more admires— the painter’s magic skill. 
Who shows me that which I shall never see, 
Conveys a distant country into mine. 

And throws Italian light on English walls : 

But imitative strokes can do no more 

Than please the eye— sweet Nature ev’ry sense. 

The air salubrious of her lofty hills. 

The cheering fragrance of her dewy vales. 

And music of her woods - no works of man 430 
May rival these ; these all bespeak a pow’r 
Peculiar, and exclusively her own. 

Beneath the open sky she spreads the feast; 

Tis free to all— ’tis ev’ry day renew’d • 

Who scorns it starves deservedly at home, 


He docs not scorn it, who, imprison’d long 
In some unwholesome dungeon, and a prey 
To sallow sickness, which me vapours, dank 
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: He dor*! not «orn it, who 'has long endur'd 
A fever's agonies, and fed ou drug* 

Nor yet the mariner, his blood inflam'd 
•With acrid salts ; his very heart- athim 
To gaze at Nature in her green array. 

Upon the ship’s tall side he stands, poutma'd 4 v 
With visions prompted, by intense 4*ira ; ' 

: Fair fields apjxjar below, such as ho left. 

Bar distant, such as he would die to find-— 

headlong, liiid j,s soon no .more- 
rhe spleen is seldom felt where Flora reigm, 

The low nng eye, the petulant*, the frown , 

And sullen sadness, that ocrabade, distort. 

And mar the face of beauty, when no cause 
For such immeasurable woe appears, 

These Flora banishes, anti gives' the fair 4to 

bwert smites, and bloom less transient than her ow n 
It is the constant evolution, etafe 
And tasteless, of the same Jreiieated iavm. 
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The iminmii are gay— tint lark It gay, ^ .. 

That irim km «itemte with dew, ^ 

Beneath the wy cloud, while yet the booma 
Of day *apring overshoot Ms humble M*t. 

The peasant too, a witness of kk mug, 

Himself a aongater, m as gay as he.. 

But 'Save, me from the gaiety of those 
Whose bead-aches nail them to a imm day tied ; MMi 
And save me too from their s whom* haggard eym 
.Flash deqicratiom and betray their pang# 

For property stripp'd off hy cruel chance ... 

From gaiety that, nils the honm with idlin’, 

The mouth with blasphemy, the hea.il;, with w<x\ 
The*, earth was made so various,, that the mind 
Of desultory man, studious of change, 

A.n<l ideas’ll with novelty, might be indulg'd, 

Papeete. however lovely, .may be seen 

Till half their beauties fade ; the weary sight, 5,10 

Too well acquainted with their smiles, slides off. 

Fastidious, staking km familiar 

Then mmg enclosure in the shelter'd vale,. 

Where frequent hedges intercept the eye, 

Delight us ; happy to renounce awhile, 

Hot senseless of its charms, what still we love, 

That such short absence may endrnr if. mote. 

Then, forests, or the savage rock, may please, 

That hides the sea-mew in' his hollow clefts 
Above the reach of mm. His hoary head, Ml 
Ooaspicnoua many a league, the mariner 
Bound homeward, and in hope already then?, 

Orwets with • throe ybrnr* exulting, At his waist 
A girdle .of half* wither'd shrubs he shows, 

And at his feet the baffled billows die. 

The common, overgrown with fern, and rough 
With prickly gorse, that, ohaputatt and deform'd, 
And dang'xous to the touch, lias yet its bloom, 

And decks itself with ornaments of gold, 

Yields no implying ramble ; there the turf 530. 
Smells fresh, and,' rich in cxlorifnmw, herbs 
Arid fungous fruits of earth, regales the sense 
With luxury of unexpected sweets. 

Them often wanders one, 'whom, tetter davs 
Saw better dad, in cloak of satin trimm'd 
With lace, and hat with splendid ribband 'bound, 

A serving maid was she, and fell in love 
With one who left her, went to sea, and died 

. w ms, 'me ■ wwa* im, mu , , 


r? a ““ Dt m \ ,nm ; «** «he would «t and m 

At what a sador suffers ; fancy, tw * 

Delusive most where wannest wishes are 
Would oft anticipate his glad return, * 

Arid dream of transports she was not to know 
She heard the doleful tidings of hJ» death * 

And never smil'd again ! And now she roams ' 

The dreary waste ; there spends the livelong dav. 
And there, unless when charity forbids, 

Ihe livelong night, A tatter'd apron hid.*, 

W om . n * a *;‘ I , oak - and hardly hid**, a gown ' 

More tatter d still ; and both but ill conceal 
A bottom heav'd with rieriw-ceasiim m&lw 
She l>egB an idle pin of all nhe tnret**, 

Ana hoards them 'in tier sleeve; .but iimlfnl iw* 1 

SotS ! T ! W r r ith t 1,n ** r oft or cloth* 

' h r ‘ ,hh H * k * n( ‘ r< “ r ~*Kate is 

1 see a column of slow rising smoke 
0 ertop the lofty wood that skirts the wild 
A vagalwnd and useless tribe there eat ‘ 

Their miserable meal. A kettle, slung »,gn 

Between two poles upon a stick transverse 
Receives the morsel-flesh olismie of dog ’ 

_)r vermin, or, at best, of cock purloin'd ' 

From his accustom'd perch. Hard farina race * 

They pick their fuel out of ey'ry 1 t«K * 

US' wilh ' lry »'•» »• 

Their^nttvL 1 ’ 16, Tb ® J ? K \ rtivo wind Blows wide 
in ur „ 1 riI)fr and shows a tawny skin 
tb, t F^Bgrce they claim. ' 

To mnrnil T V,> they 1,1 P*d*nl«t4T, and more t,7o 
io conjure clean away the gold they touch 

Conveying worthless dross into its place • 

K® t! “*y »**?• dumb only when they steal 
11111 ® ere «fw« rational, and east" 

™ 0 h ?“f 11 moi dd- should brutalize by choice 
Rr ' though capable of arts 

'Sf2Si t ^ e r WOrld m ’h'ht profit, and himself 
o6ii“ hamah cl from society, prefer 

sIot ! 1 to hoaouroble toil l 

Seylwath^thi sickness oft. m 

SvZiheh fiJf'T 1 d -2* thft h'mping limb, 
aS?Z,“« Oedi with artificial kuw. •' 
uui < hange their whine into a mirthful note 
* ""*« **«&» offers ; and, with , W 



AmAhm&Mng wtiolescim# air, mail 

TSmd oilier physic .none to heal -,th^ effects 500 

Of loaihaome diet, penury* and cold, : 



Is obvious, plac'd within the easy reach 
Of temp'ratb wishes and mduatnoua hands. 

Here virtue thrives- as in her proper soil ; €00 

Hot mde and Burly-, and beset with thorns, 

And terrible to sight, as when #be springs 
(If e’er she spring spontaneous) in remote 
And Imrbrims dimes* where violence prevails, 


rwri cro m^y*\ ? fm wt? i 


By culture tam'd, by liberty refresh'd. 

And all her fruits by radiant truth matur'd. 

JLlL.- iL.. 




War follow'd for revenge, or to supplant 

WlU. Hr W-4- <*«h, J8 >** 4Lt .4k. Walii „iww> Aw smim*. , iL 


The chase for suwteB&nce, precarious trust ! 

His hard condition with severe constraint 
Binds all his faculties, forbids all growth 
Of wisdom, proves a school in which he loams 
Sly circumvention, unrelenting hate, 

Mean self -attachment, and sauce aught beside. 
Tims fare the ahivnng natives' of the north. 




Can boast but little virtue ;■ and, inert 
Through plenty, lose, in morals what they gain 
In nm oners - - victims of luxurious ease. 

These therefore I can pity, plac'd remote 
From all that science traces, art. invents. 
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' Thee, genii# savage 1 ! whom no low of thee 
Or thine, but amenity perhaps, 

Or el® min glory; pixunpted ns to draw 
Forth from thy native bow’**, to shew thm hem 
With what superior skill we cm: ahum* 

..The gifts of Providence, and squander life. 

'.The dream is past; and thou hast found again Aifl 
Thy cocoas and bananas, palms md yams,.' ; found 
And homestall tJiatoh Wwith kwm But hmt thou 
Their former charms! And, having men our state. 
Our palaces, our ladies, and our pomp 
' Of equipo^ our gardens, and our sports, 

And heard pur music ; are thy simple friends. 

Thy simple fare, and all thy plain delights. 

As dear to thee as once ? 'And have thy joys 
•Lost nothing by cmnpariism with our * r 
Elide as thoii art, ifm we return’d thee rude 
And ignorant, except of outward sthmvj 650 

I- cannot think thee yet so dull of heart 
And spiritless, as never to regret 
Sweets teste! here, and left m worn, as known, 
©thinks I see thee straying on the bench, 

And asking of the surge that bathes thy foot 
If ever it has wash'd our distant shore. 

1 see thee. weep, and thine are honest tears, . 

A patriot's for hte country : thou art md 

At thought of her forlorn and abject state, 

From which no powY of thine can mis© her up, tlici 
Thus fancy paints thee, and, though apt to err, 
Perhaps errs little when she potato thee .thus. 

She tells me, too, that duly ev’ry morn 
Thou cUmb’at the momntemtop, with eager eye 
Exploring far and wide the watVy waste 
Tor sight of ship from England, ' EvYy speck 
Seen 'in the dim hormm turns' the© pale 
With conflict of contending hopes ami tears. 

But eo nes at 'last: the dull and dusky ..eve. 

And .sends thee to thy cabin,, well*prepar‘d ' €70 
To dream ail night of what the day denied, 

Alas! expect it .iiot. " We found no .halt 
To te , pt us in thy country. Doing 'good, 
PMnterestec! good, is, not our trade. 

We travel far, Yix true, but not for nought r 
''And must be brib'd, to compaeg earth again. 

By other hops and richer fruits than yours. 

But, though :teue worth and virtue in the mild 
And genial soil of cultivated life 

\Omm\CA< ' 
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nmw most, and auayperhaps thrive only than* ««,-» 

Yet not in cities oft : in prowl an«i gay 
And gain-devoted cities. Thither flow. 

As to a common and most noisome ww’r. 

The dregs and feculence of ev'ry land. 

In cities foul example on most minds 
B»;gets its likeness. Rank abundance breeds 
In gross and pamper’d nitic* sloth and lust, 

And wantonness and gluttonous excess. 

In dfiea vi<<e is hidden with most ease. 

Or. seen with least reproach • and virtue, taught- 69f» 
By frequent lapse, can hop© no triumph there 
Beyond th achievement of successful flight. 

I do confess them aurs’ries of the arts. 

In which they flourish most ; where. in the learns 
Of warn encouragement. and in the eye 
Of public note, they roach their perfect sia>. 
hnch London is, by taste and wealth proclaim'd 
Ihe fairest capital of all the world. 

By riot and incontinence the worst. - 

Then#, touch d by Reynolds, a dull blank becomes 

A lucid mirror, in which Nature sees 701 

All her reflected features. Bacon there 

Oives more than female beauty to a stone 

And Chatham’s eloquence to marble lips 

Nor does the chiasmi occupy alone 

vl%,KT ,™ ° f ^ lh ‘* style as much : 

fcach province of her art her equal care. 

With ukx* incision of her. guided steel 
Bhe ploughs a brazen field, and clothes n soil 
w Htarihs with wluit.cbarotg glia will 7in 
dhe richest acen’ry and the loveliest forms,' 

When? finds philosophy her eagle eye, 

n'tZ l j!i h at yon burning disk 

Undated, and detects and counts his spots ? 
where her implements exact. 

Al dJS *0 calculate# compute, and scans. 

All distance, motion, magnitude, and now 
MeiwuTOs an atom, and now girds a world t 

feh 1 »tthS l 'T hfW i CTm ’f tTO ‘ mch 11 

bo nc in so throng' cl .so dram d. and eo snjmlied 72(t 
^,^ oa 7«P«ient, enlarg’d, and still ' 1 ' 

Increasing, London } Babylon of old 
Not more the gloiw of the earth than she 
^ ftmfn accompUsh'd world’s chief glory now. 

tw h 7 F 8 ^* Now mark a spjf < -r two, 
That, so mneli beauty -would do wall to tnmn* • ' 

And show tins queen of cities, that m fair ' 



To peculators of the public' goto ’ 

That thieves at home must hang ; but he, that pms 
Into his ov.-rgorg'd and bloated pum» 

1 lae wealth of 1 XiKllaa province 
Nor is 1 it' well, nor can it come to good. 

That, through profane and infidel von (mini ■ 740 

Of holy writ, she bm prmmul f annul 
And abrogate, as roundly as she may, 

Ilie total ordinance and will of God’; * 

Aa\ancing fushiou to the of truth 
And centring all authority in mode* 

'f.her own, till sabbath ritm 
’ Vi C ^ W3,W ^ C V 113 ^ un *wpected forms, 

Ancl knees and hassocks are wel.bni.gli divorc’d, 

wwi ,l 7i* w>, A nt n;* ai3 ‘l man made the town. 
That wonder then that- health am! virtue, gifts 7f>n 

f mafee KWW * t! "‘ hitter draught 
Tliat life holds out to all, should most abound 
Arid least be threaten'd in the fields mid groves' 
Possess ye, therefore, ye, who, bom* about 
.ill chin iote mill minus, know 'no fntiguo 
But that of idtanmt, and taste no : mmm 
But such m art contrive*, pomm ye still 
Your element; there only can ye 4 m,» 
there only minds like your ‘a can do no harm 
Our graves ware planted to console at Lx!,? ?«, 

2 ? e jam wive wand rer in their shades. At <-v.* 

The moon-beam, sliding softly in la-tween 
The sleeping leaves, is all the light they wish 

The^rZ*i U,R f th " f mk '- W, ‘ ' 

The splendour of your lamps : they but ocliiwe 

Our softer satellite. Your songs confound 
Uur more harmonious ifotes : the thrush demrts 
feAf* «i; offended nightingale in mute. 

There is a public mischief in your mirth ■ 

«tSHwXT° 0U ? <aT -, Fol Vsuch a» your'a, 7 ?u 
wrac d with a sword, and worthier of a fan 

Has made, what enemies could ne'er have done 
Our arch of empire, rtedfast but for v,» Ht ' 

A mutilated structure, to fall " ' 

70S ye can M-W, 778 what j whieh J7SS, J7X 
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-ff :• , 

to® time-fibc ' , 

AsaemotT'or to* Skjoxd Boot— Refaction* »u«*wt«i by ti» 
rooehaSoB of the former book*- rw mmm th* nato&M m* 

■ 'oommendod, cm the irrt*i»«3 of thmr , wnww f«Uo*%hip in 
nonw — — - 8 fciU«tvi ' — mm, 

miden)d oimojcjou* to tHw* PttlAntiit^ 'b$r ntjn—ib*! tiw* »#«#*$ 
in ihw».“*TH? phikaaphy, ih&t *t •mmmdM'f c»u« 

raprov«d -(i»f ijurn i&to Mwmtivtffl for «**■ $»cirio&l 

notice* ukon of our trip* 'to fVmtonfAmu — But imlpit,; 

.not the- proper tm$ iti« of ^Unrumtkm-- Tho m'mtw 

A<fwrt»*rf*r of fnmwl ■ »tww ~ IVAtfeautitra mtnm —The 

gacxf preacher — rictureo of * d%*rkm otmwtnb - 

Story 4*Um md faktom in thu'tmlptt w?prww.i -Awmimpfa* 

to poptdAr of 'mmm t $ihikm.sphy m^mn- 

Iat4«<i with— mm of tho whole witter: o f rnmnlvtad 

mmnwMi^twnt <m the laity Their folly mi ! extra vi*ir «.««— 

The mischief* of pmhmim - l^mfnnkm Iteelf* with s4l ite 
oinuMKiitont evik* ascribed, m to it* prutctpil cm«\ to it»« want 
of diactpltn* in the tmivmtfctm 

Oh for a lodge in some vast wilderness. 

Some boundless contiguity of shade. 

Where rumour of oppression and deceit, 

Of unsuccessful or successful war, 

'Might never reach me more. My ear is pain'd, 

My soul is sick, with ev’ry day's report 
Or wrong and outrage with which earth is fill'd. 
There is no flesh in man’s obdurate heart, 

It does not feel for man ; the nat’ral bond 

Of brotherhood » Rever'd as the flax; 

That falls asunder at the touch of fire. 

He finds his fellow guilty of a skin 
Not colour'd like his own ; and, having pow'r 
T enforce the wrong, for such a worthy ratif* 
Dooms and devotes him na his lawful prey. 

Lands intersected by a narrow frith 
Abhor each other. Mountains interpos'd 
Make enemies of nations, who had else, 

Like kindred drops, been mingled into one; 

Thus .man devotes his brother! and destroys ; 

And, worse than all, and most to be deplor'd, 

Ab human nature's broadest, foulest blot, 

'Chains Mm, and tasks him, and exacts his sweat 
With stripes, that mercy, with a bleeding heart. 
Weeps when she sees inflicted on a beast. 

Then what is man? And what man. seeing this. 
And having human feelings, does not blush. 

And hang his head, to think himself a man ? 

I would not have a slave to till my ground, 
Anuummt ll.Ketwe ! 7 & o-mx. 


BOOK n] THE TIME-PIECE 

To cfttrjr. to fan' roe while 1 nit-tip. 

Ami tremble wheu I wake, for all the wealth 
That sinews bought and acrid have ever earn’d 
No: dear as freedom is, and in nay heart's 
Just estimation priz'd above all price. 

I had much rattier be myself the slave. 

And wear the bonds, than fasten them on him 


rave our air, mat, moment they are free - 
y touch our country, and their shackles foil 


And jealous of the blessing. Spread it then. 
And let it circulate through ev'ry vein 

your empire : that where Britain's pow'i 
Jb fielt, mankind may fix*! hot* ihojtv too 


, 'To toll the death-bell of it$ owi 

A «»%AI 1u»» At ... . m ■ *m » 


To preach the gen’nd doom When were the winds 
1 slip with, #uch a' warrant to iimtmxi 
When did the waves so haughtily o'erfeap 
Their ancient harriers, deluging the dry ' 
ftn* from beneath, and meteors * from afo.ve 
Portentous, unexampled, nuexplain'd. 

Have kindled beacons in the skies; and th' old 





THE TASK 


[BOOK. It' 


MJnJrKtfJk, I, 

TOE TZMKFtBOE 

Asocotot OP Tim ftwtwm Boox—CMhcticm * 
. of ill# fotttHtt bniatt *««* Pmm*. wbHmg 


itwi by lib' 

*»«&*** 'fit*: 


wwmmiM v» mmn JMiiwi **.*** *** f pwb«,w? nWMJfJf fitt h " 

■ 'G&HH*i«M*a* on the* .gywmd of tbw amtim #) 1 Ml*w&fei:p 'it' 

''«ct»w*-Prodijjr*« vimromlfftl — 'Biriliim •■■ 

'yWMWTO 0 fcHIO*it«W 'to f^l^STTMt !>$’ til# - iy lt W '» UUI^I 

wi ttam^Th# phihmzphy that *tni m nt, wwtmdftry 
. ottt' 1 *to mmr&rrvi%m mmiwmi Im 'Satirical 

■ notice talwti of our topn to KonijunbtaW'»r Iktt tiw j:ml'«f* ; ' 

sm:A m&tmi* the pmym rnypfj# of rrfcrmAtion TW n«v^y 
AmmtMK of oiurravtvl mmrnm - IVtn imnn* i mmm Tib 
gtwi of a flwlrsml M « *<#wnb * 

ktory-tollm «wi Mm' in tins «wpto**d A 
to popular «ik«I*u*i — BM ftilffm « mmmi Mhrn^hf r iix»tu> 

■ M** with— Sum of th* tMi Miktw -Kff«?te of ^wlotjtl 

mwiBMwwient on the butf*--Tbbr fottf And «ttrftva#K»ci«» 

Th« miM&iefft of pi^mcni^PMuflMm witfi nil m 

mnm^qwmt tnh, menim im to it* primtsbl imm, to tl» want 
o* disaplm# m th# umvmttieft. 

Oh for a lodge in .some vast wilderness, 
tone boundless contiguity of stole. 

Where rumour of oppression and deceit, ■ 



Ttiat falls asunder at the touch of fire. 

He finds his fellow guilty of a skin 
Not colour d like his own ; and, haring jxrw'r 
1 enforce the wrong < for mteh a worthy -caniM 
Ikmitm ami devoted him m him lawful “ * 1 
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• To carry me, to fan me while I ' sleep, : - so 

Ami tremble when I wake, for all the wealth 
That sineWH bought and told have ever earn'd 
, No : dear as freedom is, and in my heart's 
■ Just estimation priz'd above all price,. 

■ 1 had much rather' be myself the slave, 

, 1 :■ And wear the bonds, than fasten them on him 
, We have no slaves at- home.— Then why abroad ? 
And they themselves, once ferried o’er the wave •' 
That parts ns. are emancipate and loos'd 
Slaves cannot breathe in England ; if their lungs pi 
- Receive our air, that moment they are free ; " 
They touch our country. and their shackles fall. 
That g noble, and bespeaks a nation proud 
And jealous of the Mossing, Spread it then. 

And let it circulate through ev’ry vein 

Of all your empire ; that where Britain's pow'r 

Is felt, mankind may feel her mercy too. 

_ ® ure there is need of social intercourse. 
Benevolence, and peace, and mutual aid. 

Between the nations in a world that seems SO 
: • To toll the death*bdl of -its own decease* 

' And by the voice of all its elements 
To preach the gen ’ml doom'. When were the winds 
Let slip with such a warrant to destroy t 
% hen did the wave* so haughtily o erieap 
Thoir ancient harriers, deluging the dry ‘ 

S ires from beneath, and meteors * from* above 
Portentous, unexampled, unexplaind. 

Have kindled beacons in tho skim. and th* old 
And erassy earth has had her shaking fits tin 

More frequent, and forgone her usual reati 
» , a *! nu ‘ when the prow 
And pillars of our planet mm to fail, 

And Nature * with a dim and sickly eye 
To wait the close of all r But grant her end 
More distant, and that prophecy demands 
A longer respite, unaccomplwh d yet ; 
fetill they are frowning signals, and bespeak 
iJisplewme in 'his breast who smites the earth 
Or heals it, malms it languish or rejoice. 70 

And tw but seemly, that, where all drome 
Ana stand expos'd by common peccancy 
i° f. ha * *“> fef have felt, there should be peace, 

, Anil mmmm m calamity should lore. 

Wilt ^Alluding in Ac* that mwn\ 

; ,«»ii mmw* tho *untmf*rrif IfksiuX ' 
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' Mm: for Bidly'l -rode , 

Lie wmttertd whew the iliapdj column stood. ' ; 
Her petas* aw dust. In tul her street* 

The voice of st aging m<l the sprightly chord 
Am silent,* Revelry, and dance. and shew, 

Butter a syncope anil solemn pause ; 80 

'While God performs upon the trembling stage 
Of his own works hm dreadful part; alone. 

How doc* the earth rm*ive him With what signs 

Of gmtolationnnd delight, her king? 

Pours she not. all her ehoiemi fruits abroad, 

Her sweetest flowers, her aromatic gums, 
'Disclosing paradise where'er he treads t 
: She quakes, at his approach, Her. hollow womb, 
Conniving thunders, through a thousand dc*ep« 
And fiery caverns roars beneath his foot, D'o 

The .hills move lightly, and the mountains smoke, 
For he has touch'd them. From tip extremest 
point 

Of elevation down into th* abyss, 

His wrath, is busy, and' his frown is felt. 

The reeks fall headlong, and the Tallies' rise., 

The rivers die into offensive pools* 

And, charg'd with putrid, venture, hraathe a .gross 
And mortal nuimnee into all the 'air* 

.What solid was, by tmiisformaticai strange, 

Grows fluid ; and the fixt and tooted earth, \M 
'Tormented Into billows, heaves and swells,' 

Or with vertiginous and hideous whirl 
'Bucks down its. prey insatiable. Immense 
The tumult and the overthrow* the pangs 
And agonies of human and of brute 
Multitudes, fugitive on cv’ry side, 

And fugitive in vain. The sylvan .scene 
Migrates uplifted ; and, with "all it* anil 
Alighting in far distant 'fields, finds out 
A nevr pmmmor* and mirvirm the change. no 
Ocean has caught the frenzy, and, upwrotight 
To an enormous and oVrbearing height. 

Not by a mighty wind, but hr that voice 
Which winds and waves obey, invades the shore 
Resistless. Never such a sudden flood. 

Upridg’d so high, and sent on such a charge. 
Possess'd an inland' scene. Where now, the throng 
That press'd the.- beach, unci, hasty to depart. 

Look'd to the sea for .safety? They arc gnm\ 

Gone with the refluent wave into the dcej>-~ , igi) 
A' prince with half his people : Ancient, tow ’rn, \ 
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'■ And roofs. embattled high, the gloomy t*xxxw 
Where beauty oft and letter’d worth cons um e 
Life in the unproductive shades of death. 

Pail prone ; the pate inhabitants come forth. 

And, happy in their unforeseen release 
From all the rigour* of restraint, enjoy 
. The terrors of the day that set# them free, 

'Who then, that has thee, would not hold thrt> fast. 
Freedom ! whom they that letwi thee m regret, iau 
That ev’n a judgment, making way for thee, 

Seems in their eyes a mercy for thy sake. 

hath wrought; and* such u f hum 
Kindled in heav'n, that it bums down to earth. 

And, in the furious inquest that it mate 
On God's behalf, lays waste his fairest works 
The very elements, though each be meant 
The minister of man. to serve Isis wants 
Conspire against him. With his breath be draws 
A plague into Ids blood ; and cannot use Mo 

Life a nreossary means, but he must die. 

Storms rise t o erwhelm Min : or. if stormy winds 
Rise not. the waters of the deep shall rise 
And needing none aasfetancc of the stomi, 

themselves ashore*, awl reach him there 
The earth shall shake him out of all hi# holds, 

Or mak e his house his grave : nor no muM. 

Shall counterfeit the motions of the flood 
And drown him in her dry and dusty guii.hs 
What then !- : were they the wicked above all. i > 
Andw't* the mhteous. whose fast anchor'd isle 
Mov d not. while their' '« was rock'd, like a light skill . 
The sport of evry wave? No: none are dear 
And none than we more guilty. But. when- all 
Stand chargeable with guilt, and to the shaft* 

Ut wrath obnoxious. God may choose his mark 
May punish, if he please, the jew. to warn 

’ K fM umt . , lf »»' «l*r'd not them, 
tremble and lie annus d at thine escape, 
rar guiltier England, hast he spare not -thee ' 

t ™ e mal1 w ^ w Het *' a God employ'd 
in all the good and ill that chequer life ' 

Rwlving all events, with their effects 
And manifold results, into the will 
And arbitration wise of the Supreme. 

The mire/ ,ye ru!< ‘ aH thh> ^- « ud intend 
the least of our concerns nance from the least 

re 1 i txnild ehaaee 

* md place m his dominion, or dispose 


if, 0 



150 THE TASK [book h 

On© lawless particle to thwart lu# plan ; 170 

Theu God might be wuiprfe’d, and uiif<iw*(n 
Contlngfe : m might alarm hh»* ■ ' ' : d disturb 
The smooth ana equal course m his affaire. 

This truth philosophy, though ' glo-ey‘d ' 

In nature's tendencies, oft overlooks ; 

And, having found his instrument, forgets ■ 
Or disregards, or. more presumptuous .still, 

-Denies the pmv'r that wields it._ God piwlaims - 
His hot displeasure against foolish men, 

That live an atheist life : involves the heav'n 180 
In tempests ; quits his grasp upon the winds, 

And gives them all their fury ; bids a plague 
Kindle a fiery boil upon the akin, 

And putrefy the breath of blooming health. 

He calls for famine, and the meagre fiend 
Blows mildew from between his shrivel 'd lips, 

And taints the golden ear. He springs his mines. 
And desolates a nation at a blast. 

Forth steps the spruce philosopher, and tells j 
Of homogeneal and discordant springs 13'| 

And principles ; of causes, how they work f 

By necessary laws their sure effects ; i 

Of action and re-action. He has found 1 

The source of the disease that nature feels, 

And bids the world take heart and. banish fear. 
'Thou fool 2 win thy discovery of the cause 

Suspend th’ effect, or heal it I Has not God 
Still wrought by' means » 'ce first "he made the 
■ world? 

And did he not of old employ his means 

To drown it ? What is his creation less *00 

Than a capacious reservoir of means 

Form'd for his use, and ready at his will t 

Go, dress thine eyes with eye-salve ; ask of him, 

Or ask of whomsoever he has taught ; 

And learn, though late, the genuine cause of all, 
England, with all thy faults, 1 love thee still— 

My country! d, while yet a nook k left 
Where English minds and manners may be found, 
Shan be constr ' d to love thee. Though thy clime 
Be fickle, and thy year most part deform'd 210 
With dripping rains, or wither’d by a frost, 

I would not yet xchaage thy sulle skies. 

And fields without flow’r, for warmer France 
With all her vines ; nor for Ansonia's groves 
Of golden fruitage, and her myrtle bow’rs. 

To shake thy ee ate, wad fro heights sublime 
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That pick'd 1 flic Jewel eiit crown, 
With, all the eimiiing of an eaww shrew. 

And let that p»—wii but m trick of state I 
A breve man knows no malice, hat at once . 

Forgets in peace the injuries of war* 

And gives his direst foe a friend's mbrace. 271) 
And* sham’d as we have term to th" very beard 
Brav’d and defied, and in our own sea proved 
■Too weak for those ckwisivu blows that oaco. 
Ensur'd ns. mastry there, we yet retain 
Some small pre-eminence ;. we justly taxtst 
At least superior jrxkeyship, and claim 
The honours of the turf ns 'all our .own !■ ■ 

Uo, them well worthy of the praise ye wick, 

Aral show the shame ye might conceal at home 
In foreign oyeatebe grooms, and win the plate 280 

Where o nee your nobler fathers won a crown. : 

‘Tis gcn'rous to eomumnie&te your skill 
To thorn that nmt I it. Folly is soon learn d : 

And, under such preceptom, 'who can MI l 
There is a pleasure' in poetic pains 
Which .only poets know. The shifts and turns, 

Til expedients and inventions* multiform. 

To winch the mind .resorts, in chase of terms 
Though 'apt, yet coy, and difficult to win— 

T* anwt the .fleeting images that fill 200 

The mirror of the mind:, and hold' them fast, 

And tom? them ait till he has penciled off 
■A faithful likeness of the forms he views;; 

Then. to dtapoae his copies with such art.,, 

That- meh may find its, most propiticre light. 

And shine by situation, hardly Um 

Than by the labour and. the skill itoosto 

Are omipalkuikof tie* pact's mind 

■So pleasing* and that steal away the thought 

With such address from themes cif m& import, 300 

That, lost in hm own inusings, happy man ! 

He feels th ? anxieties of life, denial * 

Their wonted entertamment, all. retire. , 

Such joys him he that sings; But ah, I not such, 

Or .seldom such, the hearers of his song. 

Fastidious, or else listless, or perhaps 
Aware of nothing arduous in a task 
They never undertook; 'they little note 
His dangers or escapee* and haply find'. 

There least amusement where he found the moat, 

• Bat is 'amusement all ? Studious of song, , 311 

And yet ambitious ot to sing in vain, 
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TIP mkigi-o' mil umlmiitt , 

He griiick divinity of oilier day* 1 1 ^ ' 

Down into modern, i m»; tmiwlowM old ■ print, 

To fig* mg manuscript, and cheats the eyes 
Of jpuTry critic by a, thousand arts. ^ ' 

Are there who ptirch&se of the d<xrtor** wax© ? 

Oh; name if not in Gath 5— if. cannot I %\ 

That grave and learned dorks should mm\ such aid. 
He doubtless is in xjx>rt, and d**es but droll. 

Assuming thus n- rank unknown before - ' 370 

Grand caterer and dry-nurse of the church ? 

I venerate the man whose heart is wiuiii, 

Whose hands are pure, whose doctrine and whose life. 
Coincident, exhibit lucid proof 
That he m .honest in the sacral cause. 

To such I render more than mere respects 
Whose actions my that they respect themselves. 
But, loose in rnorak, and in manners vain, 

In cx»nversation frivolous, in dress 

Extreme, at once rapacious and 'profuse ; S80 

Frequent in park with lady at his side* 

Ambling and prattling scandal .as he goes 
But rare at home, and never at Im books. 

Or with his pen.,-.«&V6 when he crawls a card ; 
Constant at rents, familiar with a round 
Of ladyships— a, stranger to the poor ; 

' Ambitious of preferment for its gold, 

And welbprejmr'd* by ignorance. and sloth. 

By infidelity and love of world. 

To make Gcals work a sinecure ; a slaw W) 

To his own pictures unci his, patron’s pride ;. 
from such apostle**, oh, ye mitred lieails, ■ ' 
Pitwrve the church! and lay not hands 

On sculls that cannot teach, and will not. learn* 

'Would I .describe a preacher, such m Paul, 

Were he on earth, would hear, approve, and own- 
Paul should himself direct me. I would trace 
His .ma»ter*8tax>kes, and draw from his' design. 

1 would express him simple, grave, sincere 
In doctrine imoorru.pt ; in language plain, ' 400 

And plain in manner ; decent, ridemii, chaste, 

And natural in gesture ; much impress'd, ' 

Himself, m conscious of his awful charge. 

And anxious mainly that the flock he feeds 
May feel it too; affectionate in. look, 

And tender in address, « well become 
A' messenger of grace to guilty men, 
m uOo' : 




Than la churchman slovenly neglect 




When sent with God's commission to the heart : 
So did not Paul. Direct me to a quip 
Or merry turn in all he ever wrote, 

And I consent you take it for your text. 

Your only one, till sides and benches fail. 

No,: he was sent ms in a serious cause, 

And understood too well the weighty terms 




To conquer these by jocular exploits, 

Whom truth and soberness assail’d in vain. 48t 
Oh, popular applause ! what heart of man 
Is proof against thy sweet seducing charms ? 

The wisest and the best feel urgent need 
Of all their caution in thy gentlest gales ; 

But, swell "d into a gust— who then, alas ! 

With all his canvass set, and inexpert, 

And therefore heedless, can withstand thy pow’r? 
Praise from the rivet'd lips of toothless, bold 
Decrepitude ; and in the looks of lean 


Is oft too welcome, and may much disturb 


Pour’d forth by beauty splendid and polite, 




■ lifctrirln #TiT;;lt m 


Ah, spare your idol ! think him hitman still. 

, Charms he may have, hut he has frailties too ! 
Dote not too uch, nor spoil what ye admire. 
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w wmcIi mingled and defil'd 

With hurtful error prejudice. aud dreams 
niusiro of phUoeopiJr J , call’d* 

In vain tot liter off ac^u^Trm^ht‘ 

fit© lees, which often it sore ©iibancM 
The thirst than slak'd it, and not seldom 
Intoxication and delirium wild, J M „ 

In vam they push’d i quiry to the birth 
And spnng- tame of the world ; ask'd. Whence is nnn > 
Why form'd at all r and ™himta£m h« Z 

AdoTbTmf wiilteo* 3 ***** with what rites 
mm we nimi # Will lie hear, accept, and bU*»v \ 

Or does he sit regardk» of hw works f 

man within him an immortal seed I 

Or dow, the tomb hike all ? if 1„. survive 

His ashes, where? and in what weal or woe? 

Knots worthy of solution, which alone V>0 

*5“*? T M r lv, ‘ ^ anawaS vagnc "" 
a * random, fabulous mid dark 
Mt them as dark themselves. Their’rules of life 
Defective and iinaaaction'd, prov'd too weak 

Bhmi a n«2r ? and lead 

Tib rt\ elation satisfies all doubts, 
hxpiains all mysteries, except her own 
£. n <{f dluminah's the path of life * 

That fools d weaver it, and stray no man\ nv> 

Mvmm *? * ,f mii sapient sir, 

olS«LT n ^ n ?r' tl in toe ebkdm 

f c rt ^ e ^T, b f#j80 or true ? 

If ( iSi We , r te8cil « r » W tho Schools f 
If ( hmt, then why rawt at ev’ry tun. 

Of man-u l-f *V Rom t' tor wi *dom short 
i, T ®’ wh «« i» him reside 

&oft n whrm 1 p«;dT f ° rt ~ , V 1 nnhdliom'd atom? 
tt w * 4e3a l am had serv d as with » 

g?****™. Pl *!?- »■%. " te "* 

And m >W would sit intent 

atmi atunble l^mers of a Saviour w], 

*ffht Such wan their love of truth 

Sa “ d then? cSkSSS 1 ' 

H’^7e.7 lra * IS-— The paster, either vain 
To nf by ' at t’ry made so, tough t 

AhJmlte *, , own splendour, and t’ exalt 
OrtSfteh^ b,lt himself ; 

S SSffti 2^? too # proud to hmm . 
w mioua, a d not therefor.* apt to fwh ■ am 
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Perverting ohm* by the *tM& of lewd , : 

Awl loofts example* whom lie should i struct ; 
Exposes, and holds up to broad elliptic© 

The noblest function, and discredits much 
The brightest truths that man has- ever seen, 

■For ghostly counsel ; if it either fall 
Below the exigence, or be not back'd 
With show of love, at least with hopeful proof 
Of some sincerity on tlr giver's part : 

Or be dishonour’d, in th‘ exterior form ' 560 

And mode of its .conveyance, by ■. such tricks 
As move derision, or by foppish airs 
And' histrionic irmmm'ry, that let down 
The pulpit to. the level of the stage? ; 

Drops from the li|>H a disregards! thing; 

The weak perhaps are mov’d, hut are not taught, 

. While prejudice in men of stronger minds 
Takes deeper root. w>nfirm"d by what they see, 

A relaxation of religion's hold 
Upon the roving and, untutor cl heart 57b 

Soon follows, and, the curb of etmacienca anapt. 
The laity run wild,— But do they now? 

Note their extravagance, and be convinc'd. 

As nations, ignorant of God, contrive!* 

A wootlcn one, so we, no longer taught 
By monitors that mother church supplies. 

How make our own. Posterity will ask 
(If e'er paaterity mm verse of mine) 

Some fifty or an hundred , lust rums hence, 

What was a monitor in George's* days j tiSu 

My very gentle reader, yet unborn,* 

Of whom I maxis must augur better things, 

Since heav'a would sure grow weary of a world 
. Productive only of a race like* our a/ 

A monitor is wood plank shaven thin. 

We wear it at our backs. There, closely brac'd 
And neatly fitted, it mmprmmm hard 
The prominent mid most unsightly boned, 

And binds tine shoulders flat. ‘We prove its use 
Sovereign and most effectual to men re 5110 

A form, not now gymnastic as of yore, 

From rickets and distortion, else our lot. 

But, thus admonish'd, we can walk erect— 

One proof at least of manhood 1 while the friend 
Sticks close, a Mentor worthy of his charge 
Our habits, costlier than Lucullua wore. 

And by caprice as multiplied » his, 

m mm m ms, mv. 
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Jiwt please m while the run), ion i« H t full 
But chaage with e>v'ry moon The svi-uuliant 
' Vho wa, to dww m. arbitrate their dip? ' 6iJ) , 
Hurjeys h» ftur reversion with keen <?v<> • 6 

Finds one ill .made, another otieoletc 
This fit* not nicely, that, is ill conceiv'd ■ 

And, making prize of «» that he condemn* 

With our expenditure defrays his own 
Variety s the very spice of life, ; ■ 

That gives it all its' flavour. We have run 
Through evry change that fancy at the loom 
Exhausted, has had genius to supply - 
And, studious of mutation still, discard e u, 

A real elegance, a little us'd, 1 ’ 

Fbr monstrous novelty and strange disguise 
We sacrifice to drees, till household joys 
And comforts cease. Dress drains our cellar drv 
And keeps i., nr larder lean ; puts out our tini ■ ' 

And uitrmluc.es hunger, frost, and woe 

Whatman7imfHv WI,it 1 i !l’ m ! ght ^ 
vital mail mat lives, and that know** how u » jf*v« 

1 at th ® public ahSJT ' 
rtn/ 0 ”? m e pb;» f bcl as the proudest there 

AmanA^f* 6 "T® ou toritw at the cost > ■ 

A man o th town dines late, hut soon enough 
■ Witl^ mim aiahk* fomsast and flistmteh 
T etumiw & mde~hc>x ntutum at half price 

His Vn h ilv fc fim rh, T‘r • S ° l MiciiU> his iw***,‘ 

Hw uail) del iciifce, Aim* 

He picks clean teeth, and, busy m he mmn 

mi tjuill, is hungry yet i 

Tin* rout is folly’s circle, which she draws 

Thm ■ . 80 Potoi.it is the spell. 630 

fX” i *«i **•**» «1 »«to that fatal ring 
ThiSfi >J hwiv ’“ * lioniliar grace, emmw 
Tl e™ l ' Kr,nv mrl .y % m y> hut never wise ■ 

Theie form connexions, but aivjuire no friend 

wS f 8 ^ ho ^ ,hm «»««£»; ' 

Waste youth in oceujiatioas only fit 
To^mrt* ^^ttood, and devote old age 

Their Sw E , whf A doable host 
Who sauSeTn™ 1 the “<»t polite' ot(i 
■niou^^ti • tlme a3 ? d toeasimj with a smile 

He 

lmrJ! eirCOIUinK ' T ^TCw ha t«m, £7l«Si) 

600 WhoJ Tha ‘ ™ «K but i «, /r W . Lr ' . 
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On fortune's velvet altar offring up 

Their last poor pittance— fortune, most severe 

Of goddesses yet known, and costlier far 

Than all that held their routs in Juno’s heav n.~ 

So fare we in this prison-house the world. 681 

And ‘tis a fearful spectacle to see 

So many maniacs dancing in their chains. 

They gaze upon the links that hold them fast 
With eyes of anguish, execrate their lot. 

Then .shake them in despair, and dance again ! 

Now basket up the family of plagues 
That waste our vitals ; peculation, sale 
Of honour, perjury, corruption, frauds 
By forgeiy, by subterfuge of law, 6<0 

By trick* and lies as num’rous and as keen ' 

As the necessities their authors feed ; 

Then cast them, closely bundled, ev’ry brat 
At the right door. Profusion is the sire. 

Profusion unrestmiu'd, with nil that's base 
In character, hit* litter'd all the lami, 

And bred, within the mcra'ry of no few, 

A priesthood such as Baal's was of old, 

A people such as never was till now. 

It .Is a hungry vice : — it mte . up all 686' 
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Anti warps, the consciences of public mnii 
Ml they can laugh at virtue ; mock th« fools 
Mat trust them ; and, in th’ end. .li£ a L« 
That would have shock'd credulity herself 
Unmask d, vouchsafing this their solo excuse— 
Since all alike are selfish, why not they f 
This does profusion, and th’ accursed w 
Of mu* deep mischief bm it«r*lf a cause 
In colleges and halls, in ancient days,' 

Wlien learning, virtue, piety, and truth; 7: 
Were precious, and inculcated with care 
3??™ dwelt a sage call'd Discipline, His head 
Not yet by tune completely silver'd o'er 
Bcs]K)ko him past the hound* of freakish youth 
But strong for service still, and unimpair d ’ 

PlavTonteT* and , <?»««• and a smile 
_ a> d on his bps ,• and in his speech was heard 
Pateraa ) B w^tn r , diguitv. anJ| love. ^ 

Ihe occupation dearest to his heart 

Was to encourage goodness. He would stroke 7 m 

gsss, A’ssaanis* ess: ss 1 

Beneath his care, a thriving rlZ&mSSt? fenm * 

reiw a i* ’ U E J diligence was choice, 

lr e cr * chanc d, as sometimes chance it must 

Mat ono among so many overlmp'd 

lilt hmit» of cfontroitl, M#s gentle ey« 

Grew stern, and darted a severe rebuke ■ 

Shank rtf i'T fu!l °/ ter J x,r ' and his voice 

S Wt ihn ,1 fiT 4 W i th mi t Mh !>f awe 
kit ™ t \ W pnaitoncc bad won 
J^»t favour back again, and dos'd the breach 

£Jl,% !I £ h , m> - afaithful w ‘ rv >*nt long. ‘ 

A teteslTr mU> th , e vak} of I*** : 

SJPaktj struck his arm ; his sparkling eve 

s'atsstr' 


1**1 


!)<:i 


m 



Then rthrfJnT • 7 ' foU sick au < 

And ^reS i ^^ ' 1 ' ^ntilation slept. 

Of solemn fare® J? 1 ® ^oote became a scene 

S7™‘7- in ’' u »* 

s«* <gss£gLfiirjB^ ~ 



Grew rusty by disuse ; and massy pitas 
Forgot their office, op'niug with a touch ; 

Till gowns at length are found mere masquerade; 
The tiuwell'd cap and the sprue* baud a jest, 



His folly, but to spoil him is a task 
That bids defiance to ?b’ united pow'ns 
Of fashion, dissipation, taverns, stews. 770 

Now, blame we most the nurslings or the nurse? 
The children, crook'd, and twisted, and deform'd. 
Through want of cam; or her. whose winking eve 
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’Was? iias- x 

°£^Tis£i^ST - 

Vhn«?h ramfe > can dnmtnseriljo tbem more 

'••'•' tliey themsehrea by choice for ' . « 

Nor can example hurt tLm? X Xy S * ^ 
Of Vico a, others but enhancing more * 

The charms of virtue in their j««t esteem 
If Midi escape contagion, and ememT 
Pure, from so foul a pool, to shim; abroad 
H^niP+T 6 H 16 Worl< t their talents and themselves 

2®* 1 «““*» *° tbf ^ whose negSce^oth’ 

And?eft?tf‘ r > to the ,S2? rioUl W(| 

fiL+i ! A‘ to a!l ,,n<1 *«wted choice. 

A* 1111 ’ the quiver broken and decay'd 
.. ,, which are kept our arrows ? ftnaffwi* ** *, 

■ InwiM disorder, and unfit for W ’ S 

<li t‘ barg <1 iot ° the world 
t t eu> wh< »ters with a random flight 

Well may thn r$tr?’i* a ** drunk with wine* 

AM stands an impudent ami fwlL iS, ' 

Of h' edifice that Miicy ** 

Swarms m all quartern ; meets fho'oun a 
And Buffomtcs the breath at evVy ffi * W » 
P»ft»ion breeds them . and tKSWlf M » , 
tamtow mischief has IwL ^ ' 

Of the'Sd peSSS r f S'£,‘f, V"' • lir “ 

s^skm^sst 
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AiuicmfT of rmTmm BoD*,-^!f-r(!odl!ecti<m i»d reproof — 
A«idr«M to domiwtfa hatifriinsw— Home wwwnt of my»rif*»Tb© 
vanity of many of thrir pniwiit* who reputed w»- Junto 

■fteaiion of my wiwuins- IN vino Ufominitimn nwwwf to the 
xuoKt **|wrt jdJliiflMpter*** The, <rw*tem r What is truth? an* 1 
Hworod by other Dc.»m<*«ttc happimvw wkirmiMcxS 

attain— F#'W \o\'vrn of the* country — My Um« hftn»~4>octipit« 
turns of a totstod gentleman in hi» irarden-*' Pruning *« Framing 
— ..<,trwnhonw— Sowing of tfo w#p»*rxlft — The cpun try 1 pref enibte 
to the town even \ n the winter^ftoanom why it k c!e»rtod at that 
w'*&«on-*Rniw»wi 3 i vffocta of gaming and of f^xjwrimvo improve* 
—Rook conclude* with m apostrophe to the metropolis. 

As one who, long in thicket* 'and. in brakes 
Entangled, winds now this way and bow that 
His devious course uncertain, seeking home ; 

Or. having long in miry ways been foil'd 
And sore discomfited, from slough to slough 
Plunging, and half despairing of escape ; 

If chance at length he find a giwnmv&rd smooth 
And faithful to the foot, his spirit* rise. 

He chirrup brisk his cmrHereeting, stead. 

And winds Ms way with pleasure* and with ease ; 
So I, designing other themes, and call'd II 

T adorn the Sofa with Mlogium due. 

To tell its slumbers, and to paint its dreams, 

Have rambled wide. In country, city; seat 
■Of academic fame (howe’er deserv'd). 

Long held, and scarcely dkemgag’d at last. 

But now; with rtosmnt pee,, si, cleanlier road 
I mean to tread. I tod myself at large, 
Gmuiigcxms, and. refresh'd for future toil. 

If toil await me, or if dangers new, 20 

Since pulpits fail, and «g>tmding-boarda reflet 
'Moat part an empty ineffectual sound. 

What chanoa that I, to fame so little known, 

Nor conversant with men or manners much. 
Should speak to purpose, or with better hope 
Crack the satiric thong t , 'T\mm wiser far 
For me, enamour d of sequester'd scenes. 

And charm'd with rural beauty, to. repose. 

Where chance may throw roe, beneath elm or vine, 
My languid limbs, when summer' mum the plains ; 
Or,; when rough winter rages, on the soft : ' 31 

And shelter'd .Sofa, while the nitrous air 
Feeds a blue flame, and makes a cheerful hearth ; 
There, undisturtf d by folly, and applied . ' ' 
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How great the clanger of disturbing her 
To muse m silence, or at least confine 
Remarks that gall bo many to the few 
My partne.-B m retreat. conceal'd 

Is oft-timm proof of wi*iom%hen the fault 
Is obstinate, and care beyond our reach 

ur wajuu.auti.ous, to preserve tin- »wwt« 
Unmixt with drops of bitter. wSh n^ret 
Or temper sheds into thv crystal ran * 
2 0n ar , t tJle nu «« of Virtue „ h ie arms 

Heavh&fWT!”^^ ,n *h« k 

Thon nrtTr n"' 1 dwt ' uVl to the skies again 

p»« 

fSiltol fc S "l"'"”’ ”0VW J-fel.l. ' 

FiMTMKing umm\ what *kmwrwk w-p «*•» 

atS« hr rvim™ ! ** 

wiifi#' ** ' . 11 ^ hilt n, thiiino tor hi'iiitv ♦ 

Wlmt provocation to th* indignant 
That feels for injur'd loveThuffd^S 

Saa- *» i»-t £?iicr 

No--kiSo ’ R,0 7 n 5 *» her shame! 

In mi 1 T’ m, b ‘ hariotted along 

ThffS^nra TSh '"*? ,h ° * mblk ' *«>«; 

And veiS'of Lil! L w ?* hV1 theta white: 

Whom matrons now 0 , i* !V *? r !* aa ^ tb <* w retch. 
And chaste thraf^teV f cbanuit *-‘r «»«mireb VI . 
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TMmimm to return. and not receiv'd ; 

But wm m wholesome rigour in the main, 

And taught th’ unblemiah’d to preserve with care 
That purity, whose lose was low of all. 

: Men, loo, were nice in honour In those days. 

And judg’d offenders well Then he that sharp’d, 
And pocketted a prise by fraud obtain'd, 

Waa mark’d and shuun’d m odious. He that sold 
His country, or was slack when she requir'd 
His ev’ry nerve in action and at stretch. HO 

Paid, with the blood that he had basely spar'd, 

The price of hk default. But now— yes, now 
We are become m candid and m fair. 

Bo lib’ral in construction, and so rich 
In Christian charity, (gpod-natur'd age !) 

That they are safe, sinners of either sex. 

Transgress what laws they may. Well dress'd, well 
bred. 

Well equipag’d, is ticket good enough 
To i was us readily through ev’ry door. 

Hypocrisy, detest her as we may. 100 

(And no man’s hatred ever wrong’d her vet} 

May claim this merit still-tbat she admits 
The. worth of what she mimics with such caw, 

And thus gives virtue indirect applause ; 

But she has burnt her m k, not needed here, 
Where vice has such allowance, that her shifts 
And specious' semblances have lost their use. 

1 was a stricken deer, that left the herd 
Ijong since ; with many an arrow deep infix! 

My j Kin ting side was charg'd, when I withdrew 110 
lo seek a tranquil death in distant shades. 

There was 1 found by one who had himself 
Been hurt by th’ archers. In his side he bore. 

And in Jus hands and feet, the cruel scars. 

With gentle force Soliciting the dart*. 

He drew them forth, and heal’d, and bade me live. 
Since them, with few associates, in remote 
And silent woods 1 wander, far from those 
^ former partners of the peopled scene ; 

With few associates, and/ not wishing more. . . 120 
Here much 1 ruminate, as much I may, 

With other views of men and manners now 
Than oaoe, and others of a life to come. 

I see that all are wand’rers, gone' astray 
Each in his own delusions ; they are lost 

. . 9S(«wd- Hir’d *«J *av»od|.iiiUur‘d *#e! 
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la chant! of imtmmi Imppiness, still woo'd 
And never won. ^ Dream. after dream ensues ; 

'And still they drown that they shall .still mtmml 
And still are dmppamted. Rings the world 
; With the vain stir, I sum tap half mankind, 130 
And add two thirds of the remaining half, 

" And find the 'total erf their hopes and fears ' 

V Breams, empty dreams. •The’ million Hit as gay 
As if created only like the fly* 

That spreads Ms motley wings 'in i!r eye of uoou. 
To sport their' season, and he seen no more. 

The rest are sober dreamers, grave and wise, 

And pregnant with discoveries now and ran,?, 

Borne write a narrative of warn. and fait# 

Of heroes little' known ; and call the rant 1 40 

An history ; describe the man, of whom 
His own coevals took but little note ; 

And paint his person, character, and views, 

As they had known him from his mother's womb. 

, ' They disentangle from the ptusded skein,. 

^ In which obscurity, has wrapp'd them up, 

The threads of politic .and shrewd design. 

That 'ran through all his purposes, and" charge 
His mind with meanings that he never had," 

Or, having* kept conceal'd. Borne drill 'and Imre 
The solid 1 earth, and from the strata there JM. 
Extract ii register, by which ..we learn 
That be who made it,, and reward its date 
To Moses, was mistaken in it# age. 

Some, more acute, and more ’industrious still,' . 
Contrive? creation ; 'travel nature up 
To the sharp peak of her sublimest height. 

And tell us whence the. stars; why mmm arc fix'd. 
And planetary some ; what gave them 'first 
Rotation* from what fountain flow'd their light. BRi 
.Great contest follows, and much learned dust 
Involves the comhatante.; each claiming truth, 

■And truth disclaiming' both. And thus they spend 
The little wick of life's poor shallow lamp, * 

In playing Mete with nature* giving laws 
. To. distant worlds, and trifling in their own. 

• Is’t not a pity now, that tickling rheums 
Should, over tease me lungs and blear the sight 
Of oracl« like these f Great pity top, 

That*' having 'Wielded' ttfl elements, and built 1.70' 

■ A thousand systems, each in Ms own. way. 









im mm task [book hi 

They should m out la fume, and be fergof f 
Alii what m life thus qpuat f and what are they 
But frantic who lima spend ifc! all for ttnoke— > 
Eternity for bubbles, proves at last 
A bargain. When I see such games 

Play'd, toy the cmitures of a pow'r who swears 
That he will judge the earth, and call the fool 
To a sharp reck'ning that hm liv'd in vain : 

And when 1 weigh this seaming wisdom well, ISO 
And prove it in th* infallible result , 

So hollow ami so false - 1 feel my heart 
.Dissolve in, pity; and ocxxttint the leaniVi 
If this he learning, most of all deceiv'd, 

(treat crimes alarm the confidence, hut it sleeps 
While thoughtful man is plausibly amus'd; 

Defend me, therefore, common mm, say 1, 

From reveries m airy, front the toil 
Of dropping .buckets into empty wells, 

And growing old in drawing nothing up ! 1. 00 

. ’Twere well, says one sage erudite, profound, 
Terribly arch'd and aquiline his nose, 

And overbuilt with most impending brows, 

Twer© well, could you permit the world to live 
. As the world. pleases. Wtoats the world to you?— 
Much. I w m born of woman, and drew taiik, 

As sweet as charity, from human biwsis. 

I think, articulate, I laugh ami .weep, , . 

And exercise all functions of a man. 

How then should 1 and any man that lives 2oo 
■Be strangers to each', other f Pieros my vein , 

Take of the crimson stream meaud'ring there, 

And catechise it well ; apply thy glow," 

Search it. and prove now if it; toe hot blood 
Congenial with thine own : and, if it k\ 

What edge of subtlety c,mmt thou suppose 
Keen enough, wise and skilful as thou art. 

To cut the. link of brotbiwhood, by which 
Om common Milker bound me to the kind ; 

True i I am no proficient, I confess, 2 10 

In arts like ymiris, 1 cannot call the swift 1 
And perilous lightnings, from the angry clouds. 
And. bid them hide .themselves, in carila beneath ; 

I cannot analyse' the air, nor catch 
The parallax of yonder luminous 'point. 

That seems half quench'd in the immense abyss 
Such powrs I boast not— neither can I iwt * 

m ihri row 2i.i tit wtii nsA irm, 
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^ot visible, lus family of worlds 
Discover him that ruks them ■ «ich a v*n 
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(to wayward mtelleet, more 
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Rwn instrumental causes proud to draw 
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Nothing is proof against tho gen'ral cureo 
Of vanity, that seizes all below. 

The only amaranthine flow'r on earth 
Is virtue ; th’ only lasting treasure, truth. 

But what is troth? ’twaa Pilate's question, put 270 
To Truth itself, that deign'd him no reply.. 

And wherefore ? will not God impart In* light 
To them that ask it t— Freely—tis his joy, 

His glory, and his nature, to impart. 

But to the proud, uncandtd, insincere, 

Or negligent, inquirer not a spark. 

What 's that which brings contempt upon a book. 
And him who writes it ; though the style lx> neat. 
The method clear, and argument exact? 

That makes a minister in holy things 2*0 

The joy of many, and the dread of more. 

His name a theme for praise and for reproach ?— 
That, while it gives us worth in God's account. 
Depreciates and undoes us in our own r 
What pearl is it that rich men cannot buy, 

That learning is too proud to gather up ; 

But which the poor, and the despis'd of all, 

Seek and obtain, and often find unsought? 

Tell me— and 1 will tell thee what is truth, 

O, friendly to the tot pursuits of man . 230 

Friendly to thought, to virtue, and to peace. 
Domestic life in rural leisure pass'd ! 

Few know thy value, and few taste thy sweets ; 
Though many boast thy favours, and affect 
To understand and choose thee for their own. 

But foolish man foregoes his proper bliss. 

Ev'u as his first progenitor, and quits. 

Though placed in jmradisc. (for earth has still 
Some traces of her youthful beauty left) 

; Substantial happiness for transient joy. 300 

Beenes form'd for contemplation, and to nurse 
The growing mods of wisdom ; that suggest, 

By ev'ry pleasing image they present, 

Reflections such as meliorate the heart. 

Compose the passions, and exalt the mind ; 

Scenes such these *tis hie supreme delight 
To All with riot, and defile with blood. 

Should some contagion, kind to the poor brutes 
We persecute, annihilate the trito 
That draw the sportsman over hill and dale, 310 
Fearless, a d rapt away fro i all his cares ; .. . ' 

who) ti»*t i7SS, I7W, 
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Should never game-fowl hatch hw** ,,,™™ 

Nor baited book deceive t& £& eyf* ****' 
Could pageantry and fiance, and fcaUt and «ono 

g 6 <!““ dm all our suiumer raontW g ' 

WhoSmThwf M<}d nyra I )hs «»d swaiif’ 

WouldXd t&m htw! ****** fiuM « aiJ,i *rnv*. 
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Well. on ti K *?? e “Jovial souls ! 
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mmn uXffjl 5 y 1**“?™ horn,'. 
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Awl nature in her cultsviifwt trim ■. , ; , 

to hm tale, inviting him abroad— 

Cm he want ocx?ni»tic> . who hm these? 

Will he be idle who hm much V enjoy I 3 fto 

Me; therefore, studious of laborious ease, 

Hot slothful ; happy to deceive the time, 

Hot waste it; and aware that human life , 1 
Is buta loan to be repaid with use, 

When he shall rail his debtors to account 
From whom are all our blossiugs ; Jnih‘in>s finds 
Ev'ti here; while sedulous I seek € improve. 

At least neglect not, or leave unemployed, 

The mind ho gave me ; driving it. though slack 
Too oft, and much impeded in Its work ^ 370 

By can*#** not to be. divulg’d in. vain, 

'To its just point -the ''Service of mankind. 

He that attends to bis inferior self, 

That has a heart, and keeps it; has a mind 
That' hungers, and supplier it gaud who suck# 

A social. not a dissipated life ;. 

Has business..; feeds himself engag'd V achieve 
Ho iinimportant, though a silent, task, 

A life all turbulence and noise may seem 
To him that leads it, wise, and to l* prais'd ; 380 ; 
But wisdom m a pearl with most success 
Bought in still water* mid beneath dear ski.es. 

He 'that m ever occupied in .storms, , ; 

Or' dives not for it, or brings up instead, , , 

Vainly industrious, a disgraceful prim 
■ The morning finds the self- sequester'd man 
Freeh for his task, intend what task he may. 
Whether inclement seasons mxmmiend 
His. warm but simple home, where lie enjoys, 

With her who shares his pleasures him! his heart, 3510. 
.Sweet couvem^. sipping calm the fragrant lymph 
Which neatly mm pt^pkrm ; then to hi# lxx>k, 

Well chosen* and not sullenly perus'd 
in aelftsh silence, buthnpirtol oft 
As aught msmm that she may smile to hear, 

\Or ten to nourishmeut, digested well. 

Or, if the garden with ite many cares, 

Alt well repaid, demand Mm* he attends 
The welcome call, mxmei&m how much, the hand 
Of lubbard .labour needs hm watchful eye, . ' 400 
■Oft loif ring tally, if not o'epaeeti, . 

Or ''misapplying life nnskilf id ' strength . 

Her does he govern, only or dim*!, 

But much imfomm IxJmelf. Ho works indeed '' . 1 


.,m mmi approach them, Whi 
or lias lost prolific powYs* 
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Aaka egress ; which obtain'd, the overcharg'd 
And drench’d ccnwervatory breathes abroad ' 
M volumes wheeling alow, the vapour dank’- 
And, purified, rejoices to have lost 
Its foul inhabitant. But to -assuage 


u:i 


5M» 
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To his young hopes, reqtiiras diacreef delay 
Experience, slow preceptress, teaching oft" ' 

The way to glory by miscarriage foul, . 

Must prompt him, and admonish how to catch 
Th auspicious moment, when the temper’d heat 

hnendly to vital motion, may afford ’ 

Soft fomentation, and invite the seed. Sio 

The need, selected wisely, plump, and smooth. 

And glossy, he commits to ix its of size 
Diminutive, well fill'd with w.-U-tmt.ar'<l 

'a'« < ! a™ so ^- P ,at * 1Uh bwja treasur'd long. 

And drank no moisture from the dripping clouds • 
Thtst on the warm and genial earth, that hides 
The smoking manure and o'enspread* it all. 

He places lightly, and, as time subdues 
The rage of fermentation, plunges dm 

HSffT’ tin they Htmui »nmenra. 520 
Then nu the tender genus, upstarting quick 

Pale wuTnnd item * r ir HlHmKy h>U '* i at first 
Pale, wan and livid ; but assuming soon, 

It fann d by Iwlniy and nutritious air. 

btraind through the friendly mats, » vivid croon 

Two Jeav™ produc'd two nmgh imbrntoYw 

Cautions he pinches from the second stalk ’ 

A pimple, that portend* a future sprout 

And interdicts its growth. Thence straight sum«o<l 

PwOiwf 11 !! 151 *’ f to hi * «&»<*» wish ; r»3<i 

I rolifit all, and harbingers of more. 

de - I,ian(1 now, 

Aim wmBpmntMtion in an ampler 

" 1 “‘ «W St, tiiyS «n, 

wS> is ns a™,SL?r * hiu * «* 

x lie a acte m nature s office.' brines to rmm 
he glad espousals, and ensures the crop, 

" .fvnaeniUtioa I7SG* . 
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Grudge not. ye rich, (since lawny must have 
Him dai ties, a 4 the world's more um’rons half 
Lives by contri ring delicatos for you) 

Grudge not the cost. Ye little know the cares, 

The vigilance, the labour, and the. skill, 

'That day and night are exercis'd, and hang 
Upon the ticklish balance of suspense, " SSO 
That ye may garnish your profuse regales 
With summer fruits brought forth by wintry suns. 
Ten thousand dangers lie in wait to thwart, " 

The process. Heat aud cold, and wind, and steam, 
Moisture and drought, mice, worms, and swarm- 

_■ mg flies, 

Minute as dust, and numberless, oft work 
Dire disappointment that admits no cure. 

And which no care can obviate. It were long. 

Too long, to tell th’ expedients and the shifts 
Which he that fights a season so severe 5(50 

Devises, while he guards his tender trust ; 

And oft, at last, in vain. The leam'd and' wise 
Sarcastic would exclaim, and judge the song 
Gold as its theme, and, like its theme, the fruit 
Of too much labour, worthless when produc'd. 

Who loves a garden loves a green-house too. 
unconscious of a lew propitious dime, 

Tliere blooms exotic beauty, warm and snug. 

Wliile the winds whistle and the snows descend. 
Thti spiry myrtle with nnwith'ring loaf aw 

Hhmm there, and flourishes. The golden boast 
Of Portugal and western India there. 

The ruddier orange, and the paler lime, 

Peep through their )H.li*hd foliage at the storm. 
And seem to smile at what they non! not fear, 
a amomurn there with intermingling flow're 
And ebnmea liangs her twigs, (htranium Insists 
Her mmson honours, and the spangled beau. 
Picoidee, glitters bright ilia winter long. 

All plants, of Wry loaf, that tan endure 580 

The winter s frown, if screen’d from his shrewd bite, 
live there, and prosper. Those Ausonia claims, . ' 
Levantine regions these ; th’ Azores .send 
Th«r jessamine, her jessamine remote 
taffram: foreigners from inanylaais. 

They form one social shade, as if conven'd 
By magic summons of th’ Orphean lyre. 

* et just arrangement, rarely brought to pass 






i regular yet mrrnm mem, 
plant aspiring, in the van 
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Sftelos all her influence. Cities then 
Attract ns, and neglected Nature pines, , ; ' 730 

Abandon’d, as unworthy of our love. 

But are not whol ome airs, 'though unperf tim’d 
By roses ; and clear suns, though scarcely felt ; 

And groves, if unharmonious, yet secure 
From clamour, and whose very silence charms ; 

To be preferred to smoke, to the eclipse 
That Metropolitan volcanos make, 

Whose Stygian throats breathe darkness all clay long ; 
And to the stir of commerce,' driving slow* 

And thund’ring loud, with his ten thousand wheels? 
They would be, were not madness in the head, 741 
And folly in the heart ; were England now 
What England was ; plain, hospitable, kind* 

And undebauch’d. But we have bid farewell 
To all the virtues of those better days, 

And all their honest pleasures. Mansions once 
Knew their own m ters ; and laborious hinds 
Who had surviv’d the father, serv’d the son. 

Now the legitimate and rightful lord 
Is but a transient guest, newly arriv’d, 750 

- And. soon to be supplanted. He that saw 
His patrimonial timber cast its leaf, 

Bells the last scantling, and transfers the price 
To some shrewd sharper, ere, it buds again. , 

Estates are landscapes, gaz’d upon a while, 

Then advertis’d, and auctioneer’d away. 

The country starves, and they that feed tlT o'er 
charg’d 

And surfeited lewd town with her fair dues, 

By a just judgment strip and starve themselves. 
The wings that waft our riches out of sight 760 
Grow on the gamester’s elbows • and th* alert 
And nimble motion, of those restless joints, 

That never tire, soon fans them' all away. 
Improvement too, the idol of the age, 

Is fed with many a victim. Lo, he comes ! 

Th’ omnipotent magician, Brown, appears ! 

Down falls the venerable piIe,tlT abode 
Of our forefathers — a grave whisker d race, 

But tasteless. Springs a palace in its stead ' 

But in a distant spot ; where, more expos’d, 770 
It may enjoy th’ advantage of the north, 

And aguish east, till time shall have transform’d 
Those naked acres to a sheltering grove. ' 

748 Who 3 That 17S6. 
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He speaks. . The' lake in front becomes a lawn ; 
Woods vanish, hills subside, and v allies rise : 

And streams, as if created for his use. 

Pursue the track of his directing wand. 

Sinuous or straight, now rapid and now slow, 

Now murm’ring soft, now roaring in cascades— 
Ev’n as he bide ! Th’ enraptur'd owner smiles. "SO 
’Tie finish’d, and yet, finish'd as it seems. 

Btill wants a grace, the loveliest it could show, 

A mine to satisfy th' enormous cost. 

Drain’d to the last poor item of his wealth, 

He sighs, depart**, and leaves th' accomplish'd plan 
That he has touch'd, retouch'd, many a long day 
Labour'd, and many a night pursu'd in dreams. 

Just when it meets his hopes, and proves the heavii 
He wanted, for a wealthier to enjoy ! 

And now perhaps the glorious hour is come. Tito 
When, having no stake left, no pledge t’ endear 
Her int rests, or that gives her sacred causes 
A moment's operation on his love, 

He bums with most intense and flagrant zeal 
To serve his country. Ministerial grace 
Deals him out money from the public chest ; 

Or, if that mine lie shut, some private purse 
Supplies his need with an usurious loan, 

To be refunded duly when Isis vote, 

Well-inanag'd, Hindi have earn'd its worthy price. 
Oh innocent, compar'd with arte like these. ml 
Crape, and cock'd pistol, and the whistling ball 
Sent through the trav'ller's temples ! He that finds 
One drop of heavVs sweet mercy in life cup, 

Can dig, beg, rot, and perish, well content, 

So he may wrap himself in honest rags 
At his last gasp ; but could not for a world 
Fish up his dirty and dependent breatl 
From pools and ditches of the commonwealth, 
Sordid and sick ning at fafe own success, t*id 

Ambition, ar'rice, penury incurr'il 
By endless riot, vanity, the lust — *■* 

Of pleasure and variety, dispatch, ,<v 

As duly as the swallows disappear. " 

The world of wandring knights and squires to tow 
London ingulphs them all ! The shark is then . 
And the shark’s prey ; the spendthrift, and the Iced 
That sucks him. There the sycophant, and he 
Who, with bare-headed and obsequious bow’s, 

m mo) mum, mv. 
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ere; 


Begs a warm office, doom’d to a cold 3 1 
And groat per diem, if Ids patron frown. 

The lev swarms, if, in golden pomp, 

Were character’d on ev’ry stat man s door, 
“Batter’d and bankrupt fortunes mended 
These are the charms that sally and eclipse 
"TEe charms of nature. ’Tis the cruel gripe 
That lean hard-handed poverty inflicts, 

The hope of better things, the chance to win. 
The wish to shine, the thirst to be amus d, 

That at the sound of winter’s hoary wing 
Unpeople all our counties of such herds 
Of flutt’ring, loit’ring, cringing, beggpng, loose 
And wanton vagrants, as make London, vast 
And boundless as it is, a crowded roop. 

Oh thou, resort and mart of all the earth , 
Chequer’d with all complexions of mankind, 

An ri spotted with all crimes ; in whom I see 
Much that I love, and more that I admire, 

And ah that I abhor ; thou freckled fair. 

That pie est and yet shock’st me, I can laugh 
And I can weep, can hope, and can despond, 
Feel wrath and pity, when I think on thee ! 

Ten righteous would have sav’d a city once. 
And thou hast many righteous.— Well for thee ! 
That It preserves thee ; more corrupted else. 
And therefore more obnoxious, at this hour 
Th Sodom in her day had pow’r to be, 

For whom God heard his Abr’am plead in vam. 

BOOK IV 

THE WINTER EVENING 
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He comes, the herald of a noisy world, 
Withsnatter'd boots, strapp'd waist, anil frozen locks; 
News from all nations lumb’ring at his hark. 

True to hie charge, the dose-pack *d load behind. 
Yet careless what he brings, his one concern 
Is to conduct it to the destin'd inn : j o 

And, having dropp’d th' expected bag, pass on. 

He whistles as he goes, light-hearted wretch. 

Cold and yet cheerful , messenger of grief 
Perhaps to thousands, and of joy to some ; 

To him indiff'ront whether grief or joy. 

Houses in ashes, and the fall of stocks, 

Births, deaths, and marriages, epistles wet 
With tears, that trickled down the writer**. cheeks 
Fast as the periods from his fluent quill , 

Or charg’d with am'rous sighs of absent swains, 20 

Or nymphs responsive, equally affect 

His horse and him, unconscious of them all. 

But oh th’ important budget I usher'd in 
With such heart-shaking music, who can say 
What are its tidings? have our troops awak'd ? 

Or do they still, m if with opium dropp'd. 

Snore to the murmurs of th' Atlantic wave ? 

Is India free ? and does she wear her plum'd 
And jewell'd turban with a smile of pace. 

Or do we grind her still f The grand debate, 30 
The popular harangue, the tart reply. 

The logic, and the wisdom, and the wit, 

And the loud laugh— 1 long to know them all ; 

I burn, to set th’ imprison'd wranglers free 
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Fast bound in chains of silence, which the fair, 
Though eloquent themselves, yet fear to break ; 
What Is it, but map of busy life, 

Its fluctuations, and its vast' conceihs ? ■ ' , 

Here runs the mountainous and craggy ridge 
That , tempts ambition. On the summit see , 
'^Eha^eals of office glitter in Ms eyes ; 

He climbs, he pants, he grasps them ! At Ms heels, 60 
Close at Ms heels, a demagogue ascends, 

And with a dext’rous jerk soon twists him down, 
And wins them, but to lose them in Ms turn. 

Here rills of oily eloquence in soft 
Meanders lubricate the course they take ; 

The modest speaker is asham’d and griev'd 
T’ engross a moment’s notice, and yet tegs, 

Begs a propitious ear for his poor thoughts, 
However trivial all that he conceives. 

■ Sweet bashfulness ! it claims at least 'this praise, 70 
The dearth of information and good sense 
That it foretells us always comes to pass. 

Cataracts of declamation thunder here ; 

There forests of no meaning spread the page, 

In wMch all comprehension wanders, lost ; 

While fields of pleasantry amuse us there 
With merry descants on a nation’s woes. 

The rest appears a wilderness of strange 
But gay confusion ; roses for the cheeks, 

And lilies for the brows of faded age, Si) 

Teeth for the toothless, ringlets for the bald, 
Heav’n, earth, and ocean, plunder’dof their sweets, 
ISTectareous essences, Olympian dews, 

Sermons, and city feasts, and fav’rite airs, 

JEthereal journies, submarine exploits, 

And Katterfelto, with his hair on end 

Ait his own wonders, wond’ring for his bread. 

, } Tis pleasant through the loop-holes of retreat 
To peep at such a world ; to see the stir 
‘-af the great Babel, and not feel the crowd ; 90 

*S*o hear the roar she sends through all her gates 
)Q|t a safe distance, where the dying sound 
jHlls a softonurmur on th’ uninjur’d ear. 
rlis^tung, d surveying thus at ease 
ffitne globe and its concerns, I seem advanc'd 
c To some secure and more than mortal height, 

That lib’rates and exe pts me from them all. 

It turns submitted to my view, turns round 

With all its generations ; I behold 

The tumult, and am still. The sound of war 100 
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H lost its ten-ora ere it reaches me ■ 

Grieves, but alarms me not. I mourn the pride 
And av nce that make man a wolf to man 
Hear the faint echo of those brazen throats 
By which he speaks the language of his heart 
And sigh, but never tremble at the sound . ’ 

He travels and expatiates, as the bee 
IVom flow’r to flow'r, so he from land to land ; 

The manners, customs, policy of all 

Pay contribution to the store he gleans ; j]0 

He sucks intelligence in ev'ry dime. 

And spreads the honey of liis deep research 
At his return— a rich repast for me 
He travels, and I too. I trend his deck, 

Ascend his topmast, through his peering eves 
Discover countries, with a kindred heart 
Buffer his woes, and share in his escapes: 

While fancy, like the finger of a clock. 

the (treat circuit, and is still at home. 

Oh Winter ruler of tlf inverted yew, igo 

^y scatter d hair with sleet like allies fill’d, 

^ «P« n % %«■ thy cheeks 

8 5 3tli , a ,K?art ? ma,le white with other snows 
‘ thuee of age, thy forehead wrapt in elnudtt 
A leafless branch thy sceptre, and thy throne 
A sliding car, indebted to no wheels. 

Blit urg’d by storms along its nlimrty way, 

I love thee, Ell unlovely as thou 
And 4 raided m Hum art ? Thou huld'at the min 
A pm tier m t the yet undawning mat, j no 

bhortmng hu* journey tetween morn and noon, ' 
And hurrying him, impatient of his stay, 

Down to the rosy west; but kindly still ' 
Compensating bin km with added hour* 
k ? oem * converse and instructive 
ABagath'niig. at short notice, imam* group 
The family dispers'd, and fixing thought, 

H ^kV^ight. and it* cures. ■ 

1 a own thee kmg, of intimate delights, 

•xire-sxde enjoyments, home-born h&ppimm 1 40 
And all the comforts that the lowlvnxtf 
uf undistorbd retirement, and the hours 
Of long uzunterrupted evening, know 
m rattling wheels atop short before the*. gan* > 

Mo powder’d pert, proficient in the art * 

ut ^Ku&uig m alarm, assaults these, doors 


MB' m%km 
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' Fast; bound in chains of silence, which the fair, 
Though eloquent themselves, yet fear to break ; 
What is it, but map of busy life, 

Its fluctuations, and its vast concerns? 

Here runs 'the mountainous and' Craggy ridge ' , 
That ^tempts ambition. On the summit see ' 
^-Tha^eals of office glitter in his eyes ; 

He climbs, he pants, he grasps them ! At his heels, 80 
Close at Ms heels, a demagogue ascends, 

And with a dextTous jerk soon twists .him down, 
And wins them, but to lose them in his turn. 

Here rills of oily eloquence in soft 
Meanders lubricate the course they take ; 

The modest speaker is asham’d and griev’d 
T’ engross a moment's notice, and yet begs, 

Begs a propitious ear for his poor thoughts, 
However trivial all that he conceives. 

Sweet bashfulness ! it claims at least this praise, 70 
The dearth of information and good sense 
That it foretells us always comes to pass. 

Cataracts of declamation thunder here ; 

There forests of no meaning spread the page, 

In wMch all comprehension wanders, lost ; 

While fields of pleasantry amuse us there 
With merry descants on a nation’s woes. 

The rest appeal’s a wilderness of strange 
But gay confusion ; roses for the cheeks, 

And lilies for the brows of faded age, 80 

Teeth for the toothless, ringlets for the bald, 
Heav’n, earth, and ocean, plunder'd of their sweets, 
Nectareous essences, Olympian dews, 

Sermons, and city feasts, and fav’rite airs, 

JSthereai journies, submarine exploits, 

And Katterfelto, with his hair on end 

•At Ms own wonders, wond’rin g for Ms bread. 

’Tis pleasant through the loop-holes of retreat 
To peep at such a world ; to see the stir 
— ~Qf the. great Babel, and not' feel the crowd . 90 
Vo hear the roar she sends through all her gates 
Hop a safe distance, where the dying sound 
Of bdls a s^tmuriflur on th’ uninjur’d ear. 

Hut kitting, and surveying thus at ease 
Hut^e globe and its concerns, I seem advanc’d 
ft To some secure and more than mortal height, 

That lib’rates and exempts me from them all. 

It turns submitted to my view,, turns round 

With all its generations; I behold 

The tumult, and am still. The sound of war 100 
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Till the street rings ; no stationa^yste«ls 
Cough their own knell, while, heedte n ® Jr.* 50 ™®’ 
The silent circle fan themselves, d ^ ua ^ ce ' 1S0 

B?? here Mie needle pli 1“ 

The pattern grows, the Y^ U ' d ’ 

Wrought patiently into the snowy law*b - 
' IJnfolds its bosom ; buds, and leaves and sprigs, 
Ana curling tendrils, gi-acefuliy dispob d > 

Follow the nimble finger of the fail , ^ 

A wreath that cannot fade of flow rs that b 

With most success when all besides decay. 

The poet’s or historian’s page, by one 
M«ri a vnpal for th.’ amusement of the rest , 

The sprightly lyre, whose treasure of sweet rounds 
The touch from many a trembhng choid shakes 

And the 1 clear voice symphonious, yot distmet, 

And in the charming strife ,toU ’ 

Beguile the night, and set a k6 ®^ r 
On female industry : the threaded steel 
Flies swiftly, and, nnfelt, the task m^eeds. 

The volume clos’d, the custom^ntes mea j . 

Of the last meal commence. ’ 

Such as the mistee of the world once > foun 
Delicious, when her Patriots of k ^n note. 

Perhaps by moonlight, at their humble doom, 

And under an old oak’s domestic shade, 

Enioy’d— spare feast !— a radish and an egg . 
Discourse ensues, not trivial, yet notdull. 

Nor such as with a frown forbids the play 
Of fanc y, or proscribes the sound of mu th , 

Nor do we madly, like an impious world, 

Who deem religion frenzy, and the Cod 
That made them an intruder on their joys, 

Start at his awful name, or deem his praise 
, A jarring not©. Thomos of a gr&vor ton©, 
Exciting oft our gratitude and love, 

While we retrace with mem’ry’s pointing wand, 
That calls the past to our exact review, 

The dangers we have ’scap’d, the broken snare, 
The disappointed foe, deliv’rance found , 
(CTTnlook’d for, life preserv’d and peace restor d— 
It TW«its of omnipotent eternal love. . _ 

TTmtrnyhungs worthy of the gods ! exclaim d 
Shine bard. Oh ev’nings, I reply, 
WmfnVi\ he priz’d and coveted than yours, 

Thfi^rm niVihurnin’d, and with nobler truths, 
ihe tumult,-^ mi md we love, enjoy. 
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t« wits tor hideous in a garb like thin! 

''''Nte&i k» tbe-tmgie fim tW smoke of lamps* 

The pent-up breath of an uns&v'ry throng, 

;lTb thaw Mill into feeling ; or the smart 
.And snappish dialogue, that flippant wits 
comedy, to prompt him with a smile? 

The self -com] ila^ent actor, when he views 200 
; '(Stealing a side* long glance at a full house } 

The slope of faces, fro m the floor to th’ roof, 

(As if one master-firing controuVd them all)' 
Belax'd into an universal grin, 

'Bern not a raimt'minee them that' speaks of joy 
^ Half so rein'd or so sincere as cur's. 

Cards were superfluous here, with all the tricks 
That idleness has ever yet contriv'd 
To ill the void of an unfurnished brain, 

To palliate dulness, and give time a shove, ■ 210 
Time, as he passes m, has a doves wing, 

Unsoii’d, and swift, and of a silken sound ; 

But the worlds time m Mine In masctuerade ! 

Theirs, should I paint him , 1ms his pinions fledg'd 
• With motley plumes ; and, where the peacock shows 
His azure eyes, in tinctur'd Mack and red 
With spots quadrangular of di'moud fonn, 
Ensanguin'd heart®, elute typical of strife. 

And spade# , the emblem of untimely graves. 

.What 'should te and what was an hour-glass once, 
Becomes 1 a <Uoe*box, and a billiard mast " Til 
Well does the work of km destructive' sty the* 

Thus deckel, lie charms n world whom fashion blinds 
'To his true worth* most pleas'd when idle most ; 
Whose only happy art their wasted hotim 
Ev’n misses^ at whose age their mothers wore 
The back-string and the bib, assume the .draft 
Of wonmiilKKxi.* sit pupils in the school 
Of' card-devoted 'time, and, night by night,. 

Plac'd at some vacant corner of the board, • ' 230 . 
Learn evVy trick, and soon play all the game, 

But truce, with censure, Roving ins 1 rove, 

Where .shall I find an end, or how proceed t 
As he that travels far oft turns aside 


To view s»in© 'ragged rack or mouldering tow'r, 
Which, seen* delicts him not ; then, coining home, 
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Paint cards and dolls, and ev’ry idle thing 
That fancy finds in her excursive flights. 

Come, Ev’ning, once again, seapn of peace ; 
Return, sweet Ev’ning, and continue long ! 

Methinks I see thee in the streaky west. 

With matron-step slow-moving, while the 
— Trfeads on thy sweeping tram ; one hand employ a 
In letting fall the curtain of repose 
On bird and be t, the other charg d for man 
With sweet oblivion of the cares of day : -soo 

Not sumptuously adorn’d, nor needmg aid, 
t.Utr homely featur’d night, of dust ring gems ; 

A star or two, just twinkling on thy brow, 

S uffi ces thee ; save that the moon is thine 
No less than her’s, not worn indeed on high 
With ostentatious pageantry, but set 
With modest grandeur in thy purple zone, 
Resplendent less, but of an ampler round. 

Come then, and thou shalt find thy vot ry calm 
Or mate me so. Composure is thy girt : £w 

And, whether I devote thy gentle hours 
To hooks, to music, or the poet's toil ; _ 

To weaving nets for bird-alluring fruit ; 

Or twining silken threads round lvry reels, 

When they command whom man was born to please ; 
I slight thee not, but make thee welcome still. 

Just when our drawing-rooms begin to blaze 
With lights, by clear reflection multiplied 
From many a mirror, in which he of Oath, 

Goliath, might have seen his giant bulk 
Whole, without stooping, tow’ring crest and all, 

My pleasures, too, begin. But me, perhaps. 

The glowing hearth may satisfy awhile 
With faint illumination, that uplifts 
The shadow to the ceiling, there by fits 
Dancing uneouthly to the quiv'ring Same. 

Not undelightful is an hour to me 
So spent in parlour twilight : such a gloom 
Suits well the thoughtful or unthinking mind, 

The mind contemplative, with some new theme 280 
Pregnant, or indispos’d alike to all. 

Laugh ye, who boast your more mercurial pow’rs, 
That never feel a stupor, know no pause, 

Nor need one ; I am conscious, and confess, 
Fearless, a soul that does not always think. 

Me oft has fancy, ludicrous and wild, 

Sooth’d with a waking dream of houses, tow’rs, 
Trees, churches, and strange visages, express’d 


270 



Thus oft, reclin'd at ease, I lost? an hour 
At ev'ning, till at length the freezing blast. 

That sweeps the bolted shutter, summons home 
The recollected pow’rs ; and, snapping short 
The glassy threads, with which the fancy weaves 
Her brittle toys, restores me to myself. 

How calm is my .recess ; and how the frost, 
Raging abroad, and the rough wind, endear 
The silence and the warmth enjoy'd within * 33 

I saw the woods and fields, at close of day, 

A variegated show ; tire meadows green, 

Though faded ; and the lands, where lately wav'd 
The golden harvest, of a mellow brown, 

Upturn'd so lately by the forceful share. 

I saw far off the weedy fallows smile 
With verdure not unprofitable, graz'd 


Scarce notic'd in the kindred dusk of eve. 
To-morrow brings a change, a total change j 
Which even now. though silently perform'd. 
And slowly, and by most unfelt, the face 
Of universal nature undergoes. 

Past falls a fleecy show's* ; 'the downy flakes. 
Descending, and with never-ceasing lapse, 


Assimilate all objects. Earth receives 
Gladly the thick’ning mantle ; and the green 
And tender blade, that fear'd the chilling blast, 
Escapes unhurt beneath so warm a veil 
In such a world ; so thorny, and where none 
Finds happiness unblighted ; or, if found, 

. m toys j toils IMS and later tdd. 
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Th’ effect of Iasi ate a* sottish waste. 

Now g them htiy th' f prowling broad 
For plunder- much lidtous how best 
He y co pensatefor day of sloth 
By works of darkn and nocturnal wrong. 

Woe to the g rd’ner’s pale, the farmer's hedge. 
Plash’d neatly, and secur’d with driven stakes 
Deep in the loamy bank. Uptom by strength, 
Resistle in so bad a cause, but lame 
To better deeds, he bundles up the speil— 440 
An ass’s burden— and, when laden most 
And heaviest, light of foot, steals fast away. 

Nor does the hoarded hovel better guard 
The well-staek’d pile of riven logs and roots 
From his pernicious force. Nor will he leave 
Unwrench’d the door, however well secur’d, 

Where Ch ticleer amidst his haram sleeps 
In unsuspecting pomp. Twitch’d from the perch, 
He gives the princely bird, with all h" wives, 

To his voracious hag, struggling in vain, 450 

And loudly wond’ring at the sudden change. — 

Nor this to feed his own! ’Twere so e excuse 
Did pity of their suff’rings warp ide 
His principle, and tempt him into sin 
For their support, so destitute. — But they 
Neglected pine at home ; themselves, as more 
Expos’d than others, with 1 s scrapie made 
His victims, robb’d of their defenceless all. 

Cruel is all he does. ’Tis quenchless thirst 
Of ruinous ebriety that prompts 460 

His ev’ry action, and imbrates the man. 

Oh for a law to noose the villain’s neck 
Who starves his own ; who persecutes the blood 
He gave them in his children’s veins, and hates 
And wrongs the woman he has sworn to love ! 
>Pass where we may, through city or through town, 
'Village, or hamlet, of this merry land, 

Though lean and beggar’d, ev’ry twentieth pace 
Conducts th’ unguarded nose to such a whiff 
Of stale debauch, forth-issuing from the styes 470 
That law has licens’d, as makes temp’rance reel. 
There sit, involv’d and lost in curling clouds 
Of Indian fume, and guzzling deep, the boor, 

The lackey, and the groom : the craftsman there 
Takes a Lethean leave of all his toil ; 

Smith, cobbler, joiner, he that pli the shears, 

And he that kneads the dough ; all loud alike, 

All learned, and all drunk ! The fiddle screams 




laat, like the filth with which the peasant feeds 
H hungry acres, stinks, and is of use 
Th ! erase is fatten'd with the rich result 
Of all this not; and ten thousand casks, 


as finger of the state, 


c ’ he mad, then ; ’tis your country bids : 


Her cause demands th' assistance of your throats - - 
swallow, and she asks no more, 

WoiiMX had fail *ii upon those happier days 
That poets celebrate ; those golden tones ' 

AM those Arcadian scenes, that Mam sings, 

And Sidney, warbler of poetic prose. 

Sat feft rtflte and sw * iu * had hmtt * 

■Lmt reit their v vrtnee : innocence, it seems 

d T^ SB, 1: ^ md Hbolter ia the groves ■ 
^efootsteps of simplicity, imp tens'd * m 

the yielding herbage, (so they sing) 

^ ^hen were not all effac'd ; then speech profane 



v ■ * i£ bwh reciami a. 

1 < # * those days were never ; airy dim 

Sat for the picture; and the poet's hum 


n 
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Imparting substance to an empty shade, 

; Impos'd a ■ gay delirium foe a tririh. - 
Gr t it : — I still must envy them an age 
That favour’d such a dr m; in days like these 530 
Impo ‘ble, when virtue is so scarce, 

That to suppose a scene where she presides, 

, Is tramontane, and stumbles all belief. 

No: we are polish’d now ! the rural lass, 

Whom once her virgin modesty and grace. 

Her artless manners, and her neat attire, 

So dignified, that she was hardly less 
Than the fair shepherdess of old romance, 

Is seen no more. The character is lost ! 

Her head, adorn'd with lappets pinu’d aloft, 540 
And ribbands streaming gay, superbly rais'd, 

And magnified beyond all human size, 

Indebted to some smart wig- weaver’s hand 
For more than half the tresses it sustains ; 

Her elbows ruffled, and her tott’ring form 
111 propp’d upon French heels, she might be deem’d 
(But that the basket dangling on her arm 
Interprets her more truly) of a rank 
Too proud for dairy work, or sale of eggs. 

Expect her soon with foot-boy at her heels, 530 
No longer blushing for her awkward load, 

Her train and her umbrella all her care ! 

The town h ting’d the country ; and the stain 
Appears a spot upon a v tal’s robe, 

The worse for what it soils. The fashion runs 
Down into scenes still rural ; but, al , 

Scenes rarely grac’d with rural manners now ! 

Time w when, in the pastoral retreat, 

Th’ unguarded door w safe ; men did not watch 
T’ invade another’s right, or guard their own. SCO 
Then sleep w undisturb’d by fear, unscar’d 
By drunken howlings ; and the chilling tale 
Of midnight murder w a wonder heard 
With doubtful credit, told to frighten babes. 

ut farewell now to unsuspicious nights, 

And slumbers unalarm’d ! Now, ere you sleep, 

See that your polish’d arms be prim’d with care, 
And drop the night-bolt; — ruffians broad ; 

And the first larum of the cock’s shrill throat 
May prove a trumpet, summoning your ear 570 
To horrid sounds of hostile f t within. 

Ev’n day-light h its dangers; and the walk 
Through pathless w tes ad woods, unco scions 
once ' ■ ' ■ Wc 




The 'sqBgisterial, sword, in vain, and lap* 
His r m'mnm and Ms woraMp'both to rest 
On the same cushion of habitual sloth. 


Hi .self enslav'd by terror of the hand, ( 50 i 

W andacions, eonvict, whom he dares not bind, 


I rfzyg >7 *T*I» tj n.f TO y w tm*i |j. lit t il*m 


He too may have his yioe, and sometimes prove 



foil i ’fcwaa a bribe that left it : he has toneb'd 
Corruption! Whoso seeks an audit here 610 



’Tis universal soldiership lias stabb'd 
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And incompatible withsericMB thought. 

The clown, the child of toe, without guile, 

B1 t with infant's ignorance Of all 
But Ms own simple pi ures; ow dthen 
A wr tling- tch, a foot- ce, or fair; 

Is hallotted, and trembl at the news : 

Sheepish he doffs his hat, and, mumbling, swears 
A bible-oath to be whate’er they please, 

To do he knows not what ! The task perform’d, 
That instant he becomes the serjeant’s care, 631 
His pupil, and his torment, and Ms jest. 

His awkward gait, Ms introverted toes, 

Bent knees, round shoulders, and dejected looks, 
Procure him many a curse. By slow degrees, 
Unapt to learn, and form’d of stubborn stuff, 

He yet by slow degr puts off Mm If, 

Grows co eious of a change, d lik it well : 

He stands erect ; his slouch becomes a walk ; 

He steps right onward, martial in his air, 640 
His form and movement ; is smart above 
As meal and larded locks can ke Mm ; wears 
His hat, or his plum’d helmet, with a grace ; 

And, his three years of herosMp expir’d, 

Returns indignant to the slighted plough. 

He hates the field, in which no fife or drum 
Attends Mm ; drives his cattle to a march ; 

And sighs for the nartco rad he has left. 
’Twere well if his exterior change were all — 

But with his clumsy port the wretch h lost 650 
His ignorance and harmless manne too ! 

To swear, to game, to drink ; to show at home 
By lewdne , idleness, and sabbath-breach, 

The great proficiency he made abroad ; 

T’ astonish and to grieve his gazing friends, 

To break some maiden's and his mother’s heart ; 

To be a p t where he was useful once ; 

Are Ms sole aim , and all his glory, now ! 

Man in society is like a flow’r 
Blown in its native bed : ’tis there alone 660 

His faculti , expanded in full bloom, 

Shine out ; there only reach their proper u . 

But man, associated and leagu’d with man 
By regal warrant, or lf-join’d by bond 
For int’r t- ke, or swarming into elans 
eneath one head for purposes of war, 

Like flow’rs lected from the rest, and bound 
And bundled close to fill some crowded v , 

Fades rapidly, and, by compression marr’d, 
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.• 'Contracts defilement not to be endur'd. 870 

' Hence charter'd boroughs arc? such public plagues; 
And burghers, men umtuunilate perhaps 
■ In all their private functions, once combin'd. 
Become a loathsome body, only fit 
For dissolution,, hurtful to the main. 

; Hence merchants, unimpeachable of sin 
'Against the charities of domestic life, 
.Incorporated, seem at once to lorn? 

Their nature ; and, disclaiming all regard 
For mercy and the common rights of mam fito 
Build factories with blood, conducting trade 
At the swords point, and dyeing the white robe 
Of innocent commercial justice reel 
Hence, too, the field of glory, as the world 
Misdeems it, dazzled by its bright array. 

With all its majesty of tbumVrin# pomp, 
Enchanting music, and immortal wreaths, 

Is but a school where thoughtleesuoss m taught 
On principle, where foppery atones 
For folly, gallantry for ev’ry vice, ■ 

But, slighted as it is, and by the great 
Abandon’d, and, which still I more regret, 

Infected with the manners and this modes 
If knew not once, the country wins me still, 

I ever fram’d a wish, or form’d a .plan, 

That flatter'd me with hopes of earthly bliss, 

But there I laid the scene, : There early stray VI 

My fancy, ere yet liberty of choice 

Had found me, or the hope of being free. 

My very dreams were rural ; rural, too, TOO 

The firstborn efforts, of my youthful muse, . 
Sportive, and jingling her poetic bells 
Ere' yet her ear was mistress of their pow’rw, 

No bard, could please me but whose lyre was tim'd 
To Nature's praises. Heroes and their feats 
Fatigued me; never weary of the pij*s 
Of TStyrus, assembling, as, he sang,' 

The rustic throng beneath his fav'rite lieech, 

Then Milton had indeed a poet’s charms : 

New to my taste, his Paradise surpass'd 710 

The straggling efforts of my boyish tongue 
To speak its excellence, I danced for joy, 

I maryell'd much that, at bo ripe an age 
As twice sev’n years, his beauties had then, first 
Engag’d my wonder; and, admiring still, 

And still admiri ■ g, with, regret, suppos'd 
The joy half lost because not sooner found. 
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And incompatible with 'ous thought. 

The clown, the child of tune, wititont guile, 

B1 t with a infant’s ignore ce of all 
But his own simple pie ur ; now ana then 
A wr tling-match, a foot-race, or a fair ; 

Is ballotted, and trembles at the news : 

Sheepish he doffs his hat, and, mumbling, swears 
A bible-oath to be whate’er they please, , 

To do he knows not what ! The task perform d. 
That instant he becomes the serjeant’s care, 631 
His pupil, and his torment, and his jest. 

His awkward gait, his introverted toes, 

Bent knees, round shoulders, and dejected looks, 
Procure him many a curse. By slow degrees, 
Unapt to learn, and form’d of stubborn stuff, 

He yet by slow degrees puts off himself, 

Grows conscious of a change, and likes it well ; 

He s tands erect ; his slouch becomes a walk : 

He steps right onward, martial in his air, 

His form and movement ; is art above 
As meal and larded locks can make him ; wears 
His hat, or his plum’d hel et, with a grace *, 

And his three years of heroship expir’d, 

Returns indignant to the slighted plough. 

He hates the field, in which no fife or drum 
Attends him; driv his cattle to a march ; 

And sighs for the smart comrades he lias left, 
’Twere well if his exterior ch ge were all- 
But with his clumsy port the wretch has lost 
His ignorance and harmless manners too ! 

To swear, to game, to drink ; to show at home 
By lewdness, idleness, and sabbath-breach, 

The great proficiency he made abroad ; 

T’ tonish and to grieve his gazing friends, 

To break some maiden's and his mother’s heart ; 
To be a pest where he was useful once ; 

Are his sole aim, and all his glory, now ! 

Man in society is like a flow’r 
Blown in its native bed : ’tis there alone 
His faculties, expanded in full bloom, 

Shine out ; there only reach their proper use. 

But an, dated and leagu’d with ttei 
By regal warrant, or self- join’d by bond 
For int’r t-sake, or swarming into dans 
eneath one head for purposes of war, 

Like fiow’rs selected from the rest, and bound 
And bundled dose to fill some crowded vase, 

Fades rapidly, and, by compression niarr'd. 
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Contmite defU«neat not tote- .. , 

Hence charter d toTOUgtw are buch publu plague* , 



At the word’s point, and dyeing the white robe 
Of innocent commercial justice red. 

Hence, too, the field of glory, as the world 
Misdeems it, dazzled by its bright array. 

With all its majesty or thund ring i»mp, 
Enchanting music, and immortal wreaths, 

Is but a school where thoughtlessness is taught 
On principle, where foppery atones 
For folly, gallantry for ev’ry vice. 

But, slighted as it is, and by the great 
Abandon'd, and, which still I mow regret. 
Infected with the manners and the modes 
It knew not once, the country wins me still. 

I never fram’d a wish, or formd a plan. 

That flatter’d me with hopes of eartblc Dum, 
But there I laid the scene. There early stray <1 
Mv fiiBcT. ©r© yet liberty of choice 
Had found me, or the hope of 
My very tlreams were rural ; rural, too, 

Tne first-born efforts of my youthful muse, 


Sportive, and jingling mr 
Ere vet her car was mistress of their pow re. 

Ho bard could pleaae me but whose l^re was tun d 
To Nature’s praises. Heroes and then touts 
Fatigued me, never weary of the pipe 
Of Tityrus, assembling, as he sanj. 

The rustic throng beneath hm favnte beech. 
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Thee too, enamour’d of the life I lov’d, 

Pathetic in its praise, in its pursuit 
Determin’d, d po rag it &fc last 
With transports such favour’d lovers feel, 

I studied, priz’d, and wish'd that I had known. 
Ingenious Cowley ! and, though now reclaim d 
By modern lights from an erroneous taste, 

I cannot hut lament thy splendid wit ^ 

En t an gled in the cobwebs of the schools. 

I still revere thee, courtly though retir'd ; 

Though stretch’d at ease in Chertsey’s silent bow rs. 
Not unemploy’d; and finding rich amends 
For a lost world in solitude and verse. 730 

’Tis horn with all : the love of Nature's works 
Is an ingredient in the compound man, 

Infus'd at the creation of the kind. 

And, though th’ Almighty Maker has throughout 
Discriminated each from each, by strokes 
And touches of his hand, with so much art 
Diversified, that two were never found 
Twins at all points— yet this obtains in all, 

That all discern a beauty in his works, 

And all can taste them : minds that have been form'd 
And tutor’d, with a relish more exact, 711 

But none without some relish, none unmov’d. 

It is a flame that dies not even there, 

Where nothing feeds it : neither business, crowds, 
Nor habits of luxurious city-life ; 

Whatever else they smother of true worth 
In human bosoms ; quench it, or abate. 

The villas with which London stands begirt; 

Like a swarth Indian with Ms belt of beads, 

Prove it. A breath of unadult’rate air, 750 

The glimpse of a green pasture, how they cheer 
The citizen, and brace his languid frame ! 

Ev’n in the stifling bosom of the town, 

A garden, in wMch nothing thrives, has charms 
That soothe the rich possessor ; much consol’d, 

That here and there some sprigs of mournful mint, 
Of nightshade, or valerian, grace the well 
He cultivates. These serve him with a hint 
That nature lives ; that sight-refreshing green 
Is still the liv’ry she delights to wear, 760 

Though sickly samples of th’ exub’rant whole. 
What are the casements lin’d with creeping herbs. 
The prouder sash fronted with a range 

718 Th VXhm l79$-M0. 
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SK immur’d in mm 

His inborn Inexttngrdshable thirst 

Of rural scenes, compensating bis lo® 

¥W Bunnlemontal shifts, the best he may t „„ 

?L SS unf nmish’d with the means of life, ot) 
Sd uSS!?”ev»r ,M» their 5™' r * 

To range the flelde and treat tbartaw* lur. 

Yet feel the burning metort : over head 

A fragment, and the spoutless tea-pot there , 

Sad. witnesses how close-pent man 

The country, with what W 

A H othealth r and ease. 760 

And ^templato^bejrjjgjitojjo^ 

XS£ SSSS I h2£ rural If. I 
Addrass himself who will to the pursuit 
Of honour*, or emolument, or fame ; 

1 shall not add myself to such a chase , 

Thwart Ms attempts, or W ljg 
Some must be great. ' „, a V 

(treat talents. And }" 1 ' \ “ 790 

The virtue, temper, uuder«tendm|,. hwtt . 

That lifts him info life ; muT S?dtofffl 
Just in. tii© niche he ^ or^i n a w Mh 
To the deliverer of an injur a «iuu , ^ 

If© mires a tongue .V enlarge uwn* an heiiifc 
To feel, and courage to redrw» M«* wongs ; 

To monarch* dignity ; to judges M - nso * 

To artiste ingenuity and «MU: 

To in© an inmrnbitious mind* content 
In the low vale of life, that early felt 
A wish for ease and leisure, and ere Mn^ 

Found here that leisure and that case 1 v.ish d. 

' i Mififnanette [C.]* ^ ■ ■ 

771 p ‘d noo {SrcX " T» m&nmrnt 17 3S-I79& 1Mb i 

* ■■ 1 rtmrtlmYkjenata 1795 - 1800 * 
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of God— Address to the Creator. 


’Tis morning; and the sun, with ruddy orb 
Ascending, fires th’ horizon : while the clouds, 
That crowd away before the driving wind, 

More ardent the disk emerges more. 

Be mble most some city in a blaze. 

Seen through the leafless wood. His slanting ray 
Slides ineffectual down the snowy vale, 

And, tinging all with his own rosy hue, 

From ev’ry herb and ev’ry spiry blade 

Stretch a length of shadow o'er the field. I 1 

Mine, spindling into longitude immense. 

In spite of gravity, and sage remark 
That I my If am but a fleeting shade, 

Provokes me to a smile. With eye askance 


I view the muscular proportion'd limb 
Transform’d to a lean shank. The shapeless pair, 


As they design’d to mock me, at my side 
Take step for step ; and, as I near approach 
The cottage, walk along the plaster’d wall, 
Prepost’rous sight ! the legs without the man. 20 
The verdure of the plain lies burned deep 
Beneath the dazzling deluge ; and the bents, 

And coarser grass, upspearing o’er the rest, 

Of late unsightly and unseen, now shine 
Conspicuous, and, in bright apparel clad 
And fledg’d with icy feathers, nod superb. 

The cattle mourn in comers Where the fence 


Screens the , and seem half petrified to sleep 
In unrecumbent sadness. There they wait 
Their wonted fodder ; not like hung’ring man, 30 
Fretful if unsupply’d; but silent, meek, 

And patient of the slow-pac’d swain’s delay. 

He from the stack carves out th’ accustom’d load, 
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rv^o-plunging, and again deep-plunging oft, 

TOs br oa dkeen knife into the solid matt : 

Imooth as a wall the upright remnant stands, 

With such undeviating and even force 
He severs it away: no needless care, 

Lest stoma should overset the leaning pile 
Deciduous, or its own unbalunc d weight. 40 

forth goes the woodman, having iwconoem d 
The cheerful haunts of man ; to wield the axe 
And drive the wedge, in yonder forest drear, 

T^rom mom to eve his solitary task. 

Shaggy, and lean, and shrewd, with pointed ears 
And tad cropp’d short, half lurcher and half ear- 
His dog attends him. Close behind his heel 
Now creeps he slow ; and now, with many a frisk 
Wide-scamp‘ring, snatches up the drifted snow 
With iv’ry teeth, or ploughs it with his snout ; *>0 

Then rfiakes his powder’d coat, and barks tor joy. 
Heedless of all his pranks, the sturdy churl 
Moves right toward the mam ; nor stops for aught, 
But now and then with pressure of bis thumb 
. *p* adjust the fragTWflt charge of ft short, woe 
.That lurnes beneath his nose s the trading cloud 
^ : Streams far behind him* scenting all the air. ^ 

^ How "from the roost, or from the neighb ring pale. 
Where, diligent to catch the first famt gleam 
' Of mailing day, they gossip cl side by sine, ^ » * 
Come trooping at tlio hoiisewife s well-known cal 
The feather’d tribes domestic. Half on wing, 

And half o . foot, they brush the fleecy flood, . 
Conscious, and, fearful of too deep a piungo, 

The sparrows peep, and quitflbe shel t rmg eaves 
To seize the fair occasion. W ell they eye 
The scatter’d grain ; and, thievishly reeoh d 
T‘ escape th* impending famine, often scar d, 

As oft return— a pert voracious kind. 

Clea riddance quickly made, one only ami 
Bern y ' to each— the search of strnny nook, . 

Or shed impervious to the blast. Resign d 
To sad necessity, the cock foregoes 
His wonted strut and, wading at then head 
With weE-oonsider’d steps, seems to resent 
His alter’d gait and stateliness retrench cl 
How find the myriads, that m summer cheer 
The hills and vallies with their ceaseless songs, 
Due sustenance, or where subsist they now; ^ 
Earth vields them nought •- th imprison d worm is 
safe M! 
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Beneath the frozen clod ; all seeds of herbs 
Lie cover’d close ; and berry-bearing thorns. 

That feed the thrush, (whatever some suppose) 
Afford the smaller minstrels no supply. 

The long protracted rigour of the year 

Thins aU their num’rous flocks. In chinks and holes 
Ten thousand seek an unmolested end. 

As instinct prompts ; self-puned ere they die. 

The very rooks and daws forsake the holds, 

Where neither grub, nor root, nor earth-nut nou 
Repays their labour more ; and, perch d alolt .< 1 
By the way-side, or stalking in the path, 

Lean pensioners upon the trav ler s track, 

'Pick up their nauseous dole, though sweet to them. 
Of voided pulse or half-digested gram. 

The streams are lost amid the splendid manK, 
O’erwhelming all distinction. On the flood, 
Indurated and fixt, the snowy weight 
Lies undissolv’d ; while silently beneath, 

And unperceiv'd, the current steals away. i * 
Not so where, scornful of a check, it leaps 
The mill-dam, dashes on the restless wheel, 

And wantons in the pebbly gulph below : 

No frost can bind it there ; its utmost force 
Can but arrest the light and smoky mist _ 

That in its fall the liquid sheet throws wide. 

And see where it has hung th’ embroider d banks 
With forms so various, that no pow’rs of art, 

The pencil or the pen, may trace the scene ! 

Here glitt’ring turrets rise, upbearing high 1 1 <> 
(Fantastic misarrangement !) on the roof 
Large growth of what may seem the sparkling trees 
And shrubs of fairy land. The crystal drops 
That trickle down the branches, fast congeal'd. 
Shoot into pillars of pellucid length, 

And prop the pile they but adorn’d before. 

Here grotto within grotto safe defies 
The sun-beam ; there, emboss’d and fretted wild, 
The growing wonder takes a thousand^ shapes 
Capricious, in which fancy seeks in vain 
The likeness of some object seen before. 

Thus nature works as if to mock at art, 

And in defiance of her rival pow’rs ; 

By these fortuitous and random strokes 
Performing such inimitable feats 
As she with all her rules can never reach. 

Less worthy of applause, though more admir'd, 
Because a novelty, the work of man, 
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Imperial mistress of the fur-clad Russ ! . ' 

Thy most magnificent and mighty freak, 130 
T he wonder of the N orth. No forest fell 
When thou wouldat build ; no quarry sent its stores 
T’ enrich thy walls : but thou didst hew the floods. 
And make thy marble of the glassy wave. 

In such a palace Aristanis found 
Gyrene, when be bore the plaintive tale 
Of his lost bees to her maternal ear : 

In such a palace poetry' might place 
The armory of winter ; where his troops. 

The gloomy clouds, And weapons, arrowy sleet, 1 1“ 
Skin-piercing volley, blossom-bruising hail. 

And snow that often blinds the travTer’s course. 
And wraps him in an unexpected tomb. 

Silently as a dream the fabric rose 
No sound of hammer or of saw was there : 

Ice upon ice, the well-adjusted parts 
Were soon conjoin'd : nor other cement ask'd 
Than water interfus'd to make them one. 

Lamps gracefully dispos’d, and of all hues, 
Illumin’d ev’ry side : a wat’ry light «o 

Gleam’d through the clear transparency, that seem'd 
Another moon new risen, or meteor fall'll 
From heav’n to earth, of lambent flame serene. 

So stood the brittle prodigy : though smooth 
And slipp’ry the materials, yet frost-bound 
Firm as a rock. Nor wanted aught within. 

That royal residence might well befit, 

For grandeur or for use. Long wavy wreaths 
Of flow’rs, that fear’d no enemy but warmth, 
Blush’d on the pannels. Mirror needed none 160 
Where all was vitreous : but in order due 
Convivial table and commodious seat 
(What seem’d at least commodious seat) were there ; 
Sofa, and couch, and high-built throne august. 

The same lubricity was found in all. 

And all was moist to the warm touch ; a scene 
Of evanescent glory, once a stream, 

And soon to slide into a stream again, 

Alas ! ’twas but a mortifying stroke 
Of undesign’d severity, that glanc'd 170 

(Made by a monarch) on her own estate. 

On human grandeur and the courts of kings. 

’Twas transient in its nature, as in show 
’Twas durable : as worthless, as it seem’d 
Intrinsically precious ; to the foot 
Treach'rous and false ; it smil’d, and it was cold. 
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Great princes have great playthings. Some have 

At hewing mountains into men, and some 
At building human wonders mountain-high . 

Some have amus’d the dull, sad 

(Life spent m indolence, and therefore saa) 

With kernes of monumental tame; and sought 
Bv pyramids and mausoleam pomp, . . „ 

Short-lived themselves, t’ immortally their bones, 
Some seek divei*sion in the tented field. 

And make the sorrows of mankind their spoi t. 

But war's a game, which, were their subjects wise, 
linL^s would not play at. Nations would do well 
T’ extort their truncheons from the puny hands 
Of heroes, whose infirm and baby minds 190 

Are gratified with mischief ; and who spoil, 

Because men suffer it, their toy the world; 

When Babel was confounded, and the great 
Confed’racy of projectors wild and vain 
Was split into diversity of tongues. 

Then, as a shepherd separates his flock, 

These to the upland, to the valley they, 

God drave asunder, and assign’d their lot 
To all the nations. Ample was the boon 
He gave them, in its distribution fair 
And equal, and he bade them dwell in peace. 

Peace was awhile their care : they plough d, and 

And reap’d their plenty, without grudge or strife. 
But violence can never longer sleep 
Than human passions please. In ev’ry heart 
Are sown the sparks that kindle fi’ry war ; 
Occasion needs but fan them, and they blaze. 

Cain had already shed a brother’s blood : 

The deluge wash’d it out ; but left unquenuk u 
The seeds of murder in the breast of man. 

Soon, by a righteous judgment, in the line 
Of his descending progeny was found 
The first artificer of death ; the shrewd 
Contriver who first sweated at the forge, 

And forc’d the blunt and yet unblpodied steel 
To a keen edge, and made it bright for war . 

Him, Tubal nam’d, the Vulcan of old times. 

The sword and faulchion their inventor claim ; 
And the first smith was the first murd'rer’s sou. 
His art surviv’d the waters ; and ere long. 
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For stratagem, or courage, or for all. 

Was chosen leader ; him they serv'd in war. 

And him in peace, for sake of warlike deeds 
Reverenc'd no less. Who could with him compare ? 
Or who so worthy to control themselves 
As he whose prowess had subdu'd their foes l 
Thus war, affording field for the display 
Of virtue, made one chief, whom times of peace, 
Which have their exigencies too, and call 240 
For skill in government, at length made king. 

King: was a name too proud for man to wear 
With modesty and meekness; and the crown, 

■go dag&ling in their eyes who set it on, 

Was sure t 1 intoxicate the brows it bound. 


It is the abject property of most, 

That being parcel of the common mass,' . . 

And destitute of means to raise themselves, 

They sink, and settle lower than they need. 

They know not what it is to feel within 250 

A eoinprohensivc faculty, that pwp 
'©real purposes with ease, that turns and wields, 
Almost without an effort, plans too vast 
For their conception, which they cannot move. 
Conscious of impotence, they soon grow* drunk 
With gaging, when they see an able man 
Step forth' to notice; and, besotted thus, 

Build him a pedestal, and say, Stand there, 

And be our .admiration and our praise, 

' 'They roll themselves before him in the dust, 260 
Then, most' deserving in their own account 
When most extravagant in his applause, 

As if exalting him they rais'd themselves. 

Thus by degrees, self-cheated of their sound 
And 'sober judgment, that he is but man, 

■They demi-deify imd fume him. so, 

That In due season he forgets it too. 

Inflated and mlnti with self-conceit, 
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He gulps the windy diet; d er ® 5o “g> , 7f . 

Adopting their mistake, profoundly 
The world was made m Yam, if not for, & * 

Thenceforth they are his 
To hear his burdens ; drawing 
And sweating in his service, his caprice 
Becomes the soul that aU 

He deems a thousand, or ten thousand Byes, 
nent in the purchase of renown for him, 

Aneasv meaning; and they think the same. 

Thus kings were first invented, and thus kings _ 
Were burnish’d into heroes, and became 280 



StrsuT eTthat such folly lifts bloated man 
To eminence, fit only for a god, 

Still stranger much, that when *>“■«'£ “JJJJ”’' 1 
TTad reach’d the sinewy firmne of then joutn. 
And could discriminate and argue well 
On subjects ore mysterious, they were yet 290 
Babes in the cause of freedom, and should feai 
Andqi ke before tbe gods themselves had made . 
But above measure strange, that neither proot 
Of sad experience, nor exampl set 
Bv some whose patriot virtue has prevail d, 

Can even now, when they are grown mature 
In wisdom, and with philosophic deeps 
Familiar, serve t’ e. aneipate the rest ! 

Such dupes are men to custom, and so prone 
To rev’rence what is ancient, and can plead 
A course of long observance for its use, 

That even rvitude, the worst of ills, 

Because deliver’d down from sire to son, 

Is kept and guarded as a sacred thin ! 

But is it fit, or can it hear the shock 
Of rational discussion, that a man, 

Compounded and made up like other men 
Of elements tumultuous, in whom lust 
And folly in ample measure meet 
As in the bosoms of the slaves he rules, 

Should be a despot absolute, and boast 
Himself the only freeman of his land? 

Should, when he pie es, and on whom he will. 
Wage war. with any or with no pretence 

297 deeds 7759. * 
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Of provocation giv'n, or wrong sustain’d, 
ijaS force the beggarly last doit, by means 
"Fhat bis own humour dictates, from the clutch 
Of poverty, that thus he may procure 
His thousands, weary of penurious hfe, 

A splendid opportunity to die ? 3 -*° 

Say ye, who (with less prudence than of old 
Jotham ascrib'd to his assembled trees 
In politic convention) put your trust _ 

I’ th' shadow of a bramble, and, reclm d^ 

In fancied peace beneath his dang rous branch, 
Rejoice in him, and celebrate his sway, , 

Where find ye passive fortitude ? W hence springs 
Your self-denvmg ami. that holds it good 
To strobe the prickly grievance, and to bang 
His thorns with streamers of continual praise , «j 3U 
We. too, are friends to loyalty. We love 
The king who loves the law, respects liis bounds. 
Ami reigns content within them : him we serve 
Freely and with delight, who leaves us free : 

But recollecting still that he is man, 

We trust him not too far. King though he be. 

And king in England too, he may be weak, 

And vain enough to be ambitious stall ; 

May exercise amiss his proper pow rs, 

Or covet more than freemen choose to grant : 
Beyond that mark is treason. He is our s, 

T administer, to guard, t’ adorn the state. 

But not to warp or change it. W e are his 
To serve him nobly in the common cause, 

True to the death, hut not to be his slaves. 

Mark now the dlfTwmce, ye that boast your love 
Of kings, between your loyalty and our a. 

We love the man ; the paltry pageant you. 

We th© chief patron of the commonwealth ; 

You the regardless author of its woes. 

We, for the sake of liberty, a king ; 

You chains and bondage, for a tyrants sake. 

Our love is principle, and lias its root 
In reason, is judicious, manly, free ; 

Your's, a blind instinct, crouches to the rod. 

And licks the foot that treads it in the dust. 

Were kingship as true treasure as it seems. 
Sterling, and worthy of a wise man a wish, 

I would not be a king to be belov d _ 

Cause!© , nd daub’d with undiseermng praise, 
Where love is mere attachment to the throne. 361 
Not to the man who fills it as he ought. 
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Whose freedom/ by stiff rates, wad twill 
Of a superior, 1<s# r ; 

Wto UY ,and‘ not weary of a Me 

Fvnos’d to manael , deserv- ihem wdl. 

Ihestate that strives for l«y,th^told 
And forc’d V abandon what she braveJy sougi», 

D&SS at least «^g*£*5 *53? 370 

And pity for her loss. But that s a tnuse 

S^SS’SStSA?|iowi» E Wht 

MiSSSTta a**»2E “‘Strength, 

All that the contest calls for , spiri^ « a h i , 

The scorn of danger, and „„ gee ’j. 1 

The surest preage of ^If^^pL^ious more 
Then shame to manhood, and oppi oonous m 

To France than all her losses and defeats, 

Old or of later date, by sea or w . 

Her house of bondage, worse than that .of old 
Which God aveng'd on Pharaoh -—the Basme 
Ye horrid tow’rs, th’ abode of broken hearts , 

S^'SElS'K'SlMS’ago to »g» 

suite their soY’reign ears— 
rm. A qiahs and groans of miserable .men * . 

Sere! not anEnglish heart that would not leap 
To hear that ye were fall n at last ; to Imow * • 
That ev’n our enemies, so oft employ cl , 

SfoSng chains for us, themselves were free. 

For he who values liberty confines _ 

His zeal for her predominance within _ 

No narrow bounds; her cause engages him 
Wherever pleaded. ’Tis fhe cause of man. 

There dwell the most forlorn of human land , 
Immur’d though unaccus’d, condemn d untned, 
Cruelly spar’d, and hopeless of escape ! 

There like the visionary emblem seen * w 

By him of Babylon, life stands a stump, 

And, Allotted about with hoops of brass, 

Still liv though all its pleasant boughs are gone. 
To count the hour-hell and expect no change ; ' 

i The author hopes that he shall not he censured for unneces- 
sary warmth upon so interestinR a subject. He is that it 

■ is income almost fashionable to sfe|«mtise such f^nUments * 

■ better than empty d l&mation it is an ill symptom, and 
peculiar to modern times [C.]. 

393 who] that 1785, 1786. 408 its] his 1803 jt r*. 




Towear out time iu Btini¥riBg to a»a ito 
f!S that thick «nHo» A ta*do«n 
Then downward and then upward, then aalan 
And then alternate ; with a sickly h op e 
By dint of change to give his taste1***t«ik 
Some relish ; til! the sum, exactly found u 
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In those that su er it, a sordid mind 
Best' 1, a meagre intellect, unfit 
To be the tenant of man’s noble form. 

Thee therefore still, blame-worthy as thou art, ^ 
With all thy lo of empire, and though squeea d 
By public exigence till annual food 
Fails for the craving hunger of the state, 

Thee I account still happy, and the chief 
Among the nations, seeing thou art free ; 

Mv native nook of earth ! Thy clime is rude, 

Replete with vapours, and disposes much 
All hearts to sadness, and none more than mine : 
Thine xin&dultTat© xn&xiners &r© ■ l©ss sott 
And plausible than social life requires, 

And thou hast need of discipline and art 
To give thee what pohter France receives 
From nature s bounty — that humane aauiess 
And sweetness, without which no pleasure is 4 < 0 
In converse, either starv’d by cold reserve, 

Or flush’d with fierce dispute, a sensei brawl : 
Yet, being free, I love thee : for the sake 
Of that one feature can he well content, 

Disgrac’d as thou h t been, poor as thou art, 

To seek no sublunary rest beside. 

But, once enslav’d, farewell ! I could endure 
Chains no where patiently ; and chains at home, 
Where I am free by birthright, not at all. _ 

Then what were left of roughness m the gram 4is0 
Of British natures, wanting its excuse 
That it belongs to freemen, would disgust 
And shock me. I should then, with double jam, 
Feel all the rigour of thy fickle clime ; 

And, if I must bewail the blessing lost. 

For which our Hampdens and our Sidneys bled, 

I would at least bewail it under skies 
Milder, among a people le austere; 

In scenes which, having never known me free, 
Would not reproach me with the loss I felt. 490 
Do I forebode impossible events. 

And tremble at vain dreams? Heav’n grant I may ! 

ut th’ age of virtuous politics is p t. 

And we are deep in that of cold pretence. 

Patriots are grown too shrewd to be sincere. 

And we too wise to trust them. He that takes 
Deep in his soft credulity the stamp 
D ign’d by loud declaimers on the part 
Of liberty, them Ives the slaves of lust, 

Incurs derision for his easy faith 500 
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And lack of knowledge, id with cause enou h: 

For when was public virtue to be found 
Where private was not! Can he love the whole 
Who loves no part ? He be a nation s friend 
Who is, in truth, the friend of no man there f 
Can he be strenuous in his country s cause 
Who slights the charities, for whose dear sake 
That country, if at all, must be belov d S 
’Tin therefore sober and good men are sad 
For .England's glory, seeing it wax imie % £ 

And sickly, "white her champions wear their hearts 
So loose to private duty, that no brain, 

Healthful and undiaturb’d by factious fumes. 

Can dream them trusty to the gen ral wwil. 

Such were not they of old, whose temper d Wad* s 
Dispers'd the shackles of usurp’d control 
And bew’d them link from link : then Albion s suns 
Were sons indeed ; they felt a filial heart 
Beat high within them at a mother s wrongs ; 

And, shining each in his domestic sphere. 

Shone brighter still, once call’d to public view. 

Tis therefore many, whose sequester a lot 
Forbids their interference, looking on. 

Anticipate perforce some dire event : 

And seeing the old castle of the state* 

That promis’d once more firmness, so assail a 

-a. Vi ' ♦rtVirt WtuflHalv? IWWf'AtT tlllTTetS 8liaK0« 
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*rjt i 



AtThaaits date below ; the fatal hour 
vf?a* register'd in ere time began. 

We turn to dust, and all our mightiest works 
Die too : the deep foundations tha t w el taj. 

Time ploughs them up. midiiotsitw svunai . 
We build until what we d ^^Lmal unk- 
A distant age asks where 
And in the dust, sifted and search d m \am, 

The undiacoverable secret sl«I». 

But there is yet a liberty, unsung 
Bv poets, and by senators unprais d, . 

Which monarchs cannot grant, nor all the po« m 
Of earth and hell confed’rate take aw aj . 

A liberty, which persecution, fraud, , 

Oppression, prisons, have no power to bmd , 
Winch whoso tastes can be enslav d no more. 

'Tis liberty of heart, deriv'd from hear n ; 

Bought with HIS blood who gave it to mankind. 

I?9S% 1800 * , 
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And seal’d with the same token.! It is held 
Bv charter, d that (Charter ction’d sure 
By th’ uni peachahle d wfuloath 
And promise of God ! His other gifts _ 550 

All bear the royal stamp that speaks them his, 

And axe august ; but this transcends them all. 

His other works, the risible display 
Of all-creating energy and might, 

Are grand, no doubt, and worthy of the word 
That, finding an interminable space 
Unoccupied, has fill’d the void so well, 

And made so sparkling what was dark before. 

But these are not his glory. Man, *tis true, 

Smit with the beauty of so fair a scene, 560 

Might wed suppo th’ artificer divine 
Meant it eternal, had he not himself 
Pronounc’d it transient, glorious it is, 

And, still designing a more glorious fax', 

Doom’d it insufficient for his praise. 

Th e, therefore, are occasional, and pass ; 

Form’d for the confutation of the fool, 

Whose lyeing heart disputes against a God ; 

That office rv’d, they must be swept away. 

Not so the labours of Ms love : they shine 57» 
In other heav’ s than, the that we behold. 

And fade not. There is paradise that fears 
No forfeiture, id of its fruits he sends 
Large prelibation oft to saints below. 

Of these the first in order, and the pledge 
And confident assurance of the rest, 

Is liberty:— a flight into his arms 
Ere yet mortality’s fine threads give way, 

A clear escape from tyrannizing lust, 

And full immunity from penal woe. 

Chains are the portion of revolted man, 

Stripes and a dungeon ; and his body serves 
The triple purpose. In that sickly, foul, 
Opprobrious residence, he finds them all. 

Propense his heart to idols, he is held 
In silly dotage on created things, 

Carel of their Creator. And that low 

And sordid gravitation of his pow’rs 

To a vile clod so draws Mm, with such force 

Resistless from the centre he should seek, 590 

That he at last forgets it. All Ms hopes 

Tend downward ; his ambition is to sink. 

To reach a depth profounder still, and still 
Profonnder, in the fathomless abyss 



Like that which sends him to the dusty grave 

* m.t .S — t 


Setiptur© is still a trumpet to his f oars ; 
WImiI none can prove a forg'ry, may l>e true 


Nor drank enough to drown, it 


» t\\ iill |Tm in If} ihl 


And be abhors the jest by which he ahnjfi* 
Remorse begets reform. _ His master- 1 3 t 


dethron'd and vanquish'd. Feaceensu®, 
us and short-liv’d ; the puny child 6*1 


Hath God indeed giv’n appetites to 


If*W3 flag VW"J* » I uracstiMayj 


To gratify the hunger of hfe wish; 

And doth he reprobate, and will he damn 
The use of his own bounty ? making nrat 
frail a kind, and then enacting 1 


697 and J an l - Hi* 17$&. 
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So strict, that less than perfect must despair ? 
Falsehood ! which whoso hut suspects of troth 
D‘ honours God, and makes slave of man. 

Do they themselves, who undertake for hire 
The teacher’s office, and dispen t large 
Their weekly dole of edifying strains, 

Attend to their own music? have they faith 
In what with such solemnity of tone 
And gesture they propound to our belief ? 

Nay— conduct hath the loudest tongue. The voice 
Is but an instrument, on which the priest 651 
May play what tune he pleases. In the deed, 

The unequivocal authentic deed, 

We find sound argument, we read the heart. 

Such reas’nings (if that name must need belong 
T’ excuses in which reason has no part ) 

Serve to compose a spirit well inclin'd 
To live on terms of amity with vice, 

And sin without disturbance. Often urg d, 

(As often , libidinous discourse 660 

Exhausted, he resorts to solemn themes 
Of theological and grave import) 

They gain at last his unreserv'd assent ; 

Tffi, harden’d his heart’s temper in the forge 
Of lust, and on the anvil of despair, 

He slights the strokes of conscience. Nothing moves. 
Or nothing much, h‘ constancy in ill ; 

Vain tamp’ring has but foster’d his disease ; 

! Tis desp’rate, and he sleeps the sleep of death 
Haste now, philosopher, and set him free. 67<) 
Charm the deaf serpent wisely. Make him hear 
Of rectitude and fitness, moral truth 
How lovely, and the moral sense how sure. 
Consulted and obey'd, to guide his stoi« 

Directly to the first and only fair. 

Spare not in such a cause. Spend all the pow'rs 
Of rant and rhapsody in virtue’s praise : 

Be most sublimely good, verbosely grand, 

And with poetic trappings grace thy prose, 

Till it out-mantle all the pride of verse.— 680 
Ah, tinkling cymbal, and high sounding brass, 
Smitten in vain ! such music cannot charm 
Th’ eclipse that intercepts truth’s heav’aly beam. 
And chills and darkens a wide-wand’ring soul. 

The still shall voioe is wanted. He must speak, 
Whose word leaps forth at once to its effect ; 

Who calls for things that are not, and they come. 
655 n <3® 1785-mJ. 
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That tarns to ridicule the twpd speech 

And stately tone of moralists, who boast 69d 

As if, like him of fabulous renown, 

Sey had indeed ability to smooth 
The shag of savage nature, and were each 
An Orpheus, and omnipotent in song • 

But transformation of aijostote man _ _ 

From fool to wise, from earthly to divine. 

I« work for Him that made him. He alone, 

And he by means' in philosophic eyes 

Trivial and worthy of disdain, achieves • 

The wonder ; humanizing what is brute •' 

In the lost kind, extracting from the lips 
Of asps their venom, overpow 'nng Htmigtn 
By weakness, and hostility by love. 

Patriots have toil'd, and in their country » cause 
Bled nobly ; and their deeds, as they deserve. 
Receive proud recompense. IV e give m charge 
Their names to the sweet lyre. Th. hustonc muse, 
Proud of the treasure, marches with it down 
To latest times ; and sculpture, in her turn, 

Gives bond in stone and ever-dunng brass > • • 
To Eruard them, and t' immortalize her trust : 
Butfairer wreaths are due, though never paid, 

To those who, postal at the 

Have fallii m her defence. ^ l»triot s blood, 

Well spent in such a strife, may earn ^indeed, 

And for a time ensure, to Ins lov d land, 


iheir blood is shed 

In confirmation of the noblest claim- ‘ m 

Our claim to feed upon immortal truth. 

To walk with God, to be divinely free, 

To soar, and to anticipate the mcwh . . 

Yet few remember them,, i he> U\ a uuktio n 
Till persecution dragg’d them “totanw. 

And chas'd them up to hoav n. Tht “ 

-No marble tells us whither. vV ith tin ir names 
No bard embalms and sanctifies his song 
And history, so warm on meaner themes, 

Is cold on this. She execrates indeed 
The tyranny that doom d them to the foe. 

But gives the glorious anff rera httie praise . 

He is th© freeman whom the truth makes tree, 
And all are slaves beside. There s not a tlum 
*.S« Mum* [CM 
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€a ’wind around him,but he aw|*^ 

With s much ease Samsonjus gree 
He looks abroad mto the varied field 
Of nature, and, though poor 1^^ d 

With those whose mansions ghttei 111 ^ “Shti 


741 


VV lLJJ. LdUAJPOU vv JUkXJ'iOV/ **»*~mm~r* «-» 

Calls the delightful scen’ry aU h» 

His are the mountains, and the valhe« his, 

And the resplendent rivers. His t uyoy 
With a propriety that none can feel, 

But who, with filial confidence mspir d, 

Can lift to heaven an lmpresuinpHious eye, ( 

And smiling say — My Father made them all * 

Are they not his by a peculiar light, 

And bv an emphasis of mt rest his, _ 

Whose eye they fill with tears of holy joy, . '• ,(l 
Whose h ear t with praise, and whose exalted nund 
With worthy thoughts of that unwearied love 
That plann’d, and built, and still upholds, a world 
So doth’d with beauty for rebellious man t 
Yes— ye may fill your garners, ye that imp 

The loaded soil, and ye may waste much good 

In senseless riot ; but ye will not find, 

In feast or in the chase, in song or dance, 

A liberty like Ms, who, unimpeach d 
Of usurpation, d to no man’s wrong, 
Appropriates nature his father’s work, 

And has a richer use of your’s th you. 

He is indeed a freeman. Free by birth 
Of no mean city; plann’d or ere the hills 
Were built, the fountains open’d, or the sea 
With all his rearing multitude of waves. 

His freedom is the same in ev’ry state ; 

And no condition of this changeful life, 

So manifold in cares, whose ev’ry day 
Brings its own evil with it, makes it tees: 

For he has wings that neither sickn, .pain, 

Nor penury, can cripple or confine*. 

No nook so narrow but he spreads them there 
With ease, and is at large. Th’ oppressor holds 
His body bound ; but knows not what a range 
His spirit tak , unconscious of a chain f 
And that to bind him is a vfiin attempt 
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Whom God delights in, . 

Acquaint thyself with 
His works. Admitted “ 
Thou shalt perceive " 
Thine eye shall be 



|n whom he dwells. 

4, if thou would'et. taste 
ip his embrace, .780 
wast blind before ; 
and thine heart, 
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Unde pure, Khali relish, with divine delight 
<fQJ the unfelt, what hands divine have wrought. 
Brutes grass® the mountain-top, with, faces prone 
eyee intent upon the scanty herb 
'll yields them ; .or, recumbent on its brow, 
nominate heedless of the scene outspread 
Beneath, beyond, and stretching far away 
ifwm inland regions to the distant main, 780 
'■ views it, and admires : but rests content 
With what he views. The landscape has his praise. 
But not ite author. Unconcern’d who form’d 
The paradise he sees, he finds it such, 

.And such well -pleas'd to find it, asks no more. 

Not so the mind that has been touch'd from heav'n. 
And in the school of sacred wisdom taught 
To read his wonders, in whose thought the world, 
Fair as it is, existed ere it was. 

Not for its own sake merely, but for his 800 

Much more who fashion’d it. he gives it praise ; 
Praise that, from earth resulting, as it ought, 

:■ To earth's acknowledg'd sovereign, finds at once 
Its only just proprietor in Him. 

The soul that sees him, or receives sublim'd 

New faculties, or learns at least t’ employ 

More worthily the pow'rs she own'd before ; 

’• : Discerns in all things, what, with stupid gaze 
Of ignorance, till then she overlook'd — 

A ray of heavnly light, gilding all forms 810 
Terrestrial in the vast and the minute ; 

The unambiguous footsteps of the God 
Who gives its lustre to an insect’s wing, 

And wheels his t hrone upon the rolling worlds. 
Much conversant with heav'n, she often holds 
With those fair ministers of light to man. 

That fill the skies nightly with silent pomp. 

Sweet conference : inquires what strains were they 
With which heav’n rang, when ev'ry star, in haste 
To gratul&te the new -created earth, 820 

Sent forth a voice, and all the sons of God 
Shouted for joy,— “ Tell me, ye shining hosts, 

That navigate a sea that knows no storms, 

Beneath vault unsullied with a cloud, 
j If from your elevation, whence ye view 
V . Distinctly scenes invisible to man. 
t An d systems of whose birth no tidings yet 
| Have reach’d this nether world, ye spy a race 
, I F vour’d our’a ; transgressors from the womb, 

1 4 And hasting to a grave, yet doom'd to rise, , 830 
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Mad© . par©, shall ' relish , with divine delight 
Till then tmfelt, what hands divine have wrought. 
Brutes graze the mountain-top, with faces prone 
An d eyes intent upon the scanty herb 
It yields them ; or, recumbent on its brow, 
Ruminate heedless of the scene outspread 
Beneath, beyond, and stretching far away 
Prom inland regions to the distant main. 790 
Man views it, and admires ; but rests content 
With what he view's. The landscape has hia praise, 
But not its author. Unconcern ‘d who form’d 
The paradise he sees, he finds it such. 

And such well-pleas’d to find it. asks no more. 

Not, so the mind that has been touch'd from heav'n. 
And in the school of sacred wisdom taught 
To read his wonders, in whose thought the world. 
Fair as it is. existed ere it was. 

Not for its own sake merely, but for hia 800 

Much more who fashion'd it, he gives it praise; 
Praise that, from earth resulting, as it ought. 

To earth's acknowledg'd sov'reign. finds at once 
Its only just proprietor in Him, 

The soul that sees him, or receives sublim'd 
New faculties, or learns at least V employ 
More worthily the pow’rs she own'd before ; 
Discerns in all things, what, with stupid gaze 
Of ignorant*, till then she overlook'd — 

A ray of heav'nly light, gilding all forms 810 
Terrestrial in the vast and the minute ; 

The unambiguous footstep© of the God 
Who gives its lustre to an inwset’s wing, 

And wheels his throne upon the rolling worlds. 
Much conversant with heav’n, she often holds 
With those fair ministers of light to man, 

That fill the skies nightly with silent pomp. 

Sweet conference ; inquires what strains were they 
With which heav’n rang, when ev’ry star, in haste 
To gratulate the new- created earth, 820 

Sent forth a voice, and all the sons of God 
Shouted for joy. Tell me. ye shining hosts, 

That navigate a sea that knows no storms, 

Beneath a vault unsullied with a cloud, 

If from your elevation, whence ye view 
Distinctly scenes invisible to man, 

And systems of whose birth no tidings yet 
Have reach’d this nether world, ye spy a race 
Favour’d as our’s; transgressors from the womb. 
And hasting to a grave, yet doom'd to rise. 830 
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Some chord in unison with what wo hear 
Is touch’d within us, d the heart repli . 

How soft the usic of those village bells, 

Falling at intervals upon the ear 
In cadence sweet, now dying all away, 

Now pealing loud again, and louder still, 

Clear and sonorous, as the gale comes on 1 10 

With e y force it opens all the cells 
Where mem’ry slept. Wherever I have heard 
A kindred melody, the scene recurs. 

And with it all its pleasures and its pains. 

Such comprehensive views the spirit takes, 

That in a few short moments I retrace 
(As in a map the voyager his course) 

The windings of my way through many years. 
Short in retrospect the journey seems, 

It seem’d not always short ; the rugged path, 20 
And prospect oft so dreary and forlorn, 

Mov’d many a sigh at its disheart’ning length. 

Yet, feeling pie nfc evils, while the p , t 
Faintly impre ■ the mind, or not at all. 

How readily we vrish time spent revok’d, 

That we might try the ground again, where once 
(Through inexperience, we now perceive) 

We m' s’d that happiness we might have found 
Some friend is gone, perhaps his son’s best friend ! 
A father, whose authority in show 30 

When most severe, and must'ring all its force. 

Was but the graver countenance of love ; 

Whose favour, like the clouds of spring, might low'r, 
And utter now and then an awful voice, 

But had a blessing in its darkest frown, 

Threat’ning at once and nourishing the plant. 

We lov’d, but not enough, the gentle hand 
That rear’d us. At a thoughtless age, allur'd 
By ev’ry gilded folly, we renounc’d" 

His shelt’rmg side, and wilfully forewent 40 

That converse which we now in vain regret. 

How gladly would the man recall to life 
The boy’s neglected sire ! a mother too, 

That softer friend, perhaps more gladly still, 

Might he demand them at the gates of death. 
Sorrow has, since they went, subdu’d and tam’d 
The playful humour ; he could now endure, 
(Himself grown sober in the vale of tears) 

And feel a parent’s presence no restraint. 

But not to understand a treasure’s worth 50 

Till time has stol’n away the slighted good. 
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1b e use of half the poverty we feel, 

And mate the world the wilderness it is. 

The few that pray at all pray oft amiss, 

A d, ' ' eking grace t* improve the pris&e they hold, 
Would urge a wiser suit than 'asking more* 

The night was winter in his roughest mood ; 

'The morning sharp ami clear* But now at noon 
Upon the southern side of the slant hills, 

And where the woods fence off the northern blast, 
The season , smiles, resigning all its rage, SI 

And has the warmth of May. The vault is blue 
Without a clone!, and white without a speck 
The dazxHxig splendour of the scene below. 

Again the harmony comes o'er the vale ■ 

And through the trees 1 view th’ embattled tow’r 
Whence all the music,, I again perceive # 

The soothing influence of the waited strains, 

And settle in soft xnusings as 1 tread 

The walk, still verdant, under oaks and elms, .Tit 

Whose outspread branches overarch the glade. 

The roof, though moveable through all its length 
As the wind sways it, has 'yet well suffic'd, 

And, intercepting in their- silent fall 
The frequent flakes, has kept a path for me . 

No noise is here, or none, that hinders thought, 

'The redbreast warbles still* but is content 
With slender notes, and more than, half suppress'd : 
Pleas’d with his solitude, and flitting light 
Prom spray -to spiny,, whem'er he rests he shake# 
Prom many a twig the pendent drops -of lee,' 81 
That tinkle to the wither'd leaves below. 

Stillness, accompanied ' with sounds m soft, 

Charms mow than alienee. . Meditation here 
May think down hours to moments. Here the heart 
May give an useful lesson to the head. 

■ And learning, wiser grow without his book*. 
Knowledge and wisdom, far from, being one. 

Have oft-times no connexion. Knowledge dwells 
' In heads replete with thoughts of other men ; ■ tkt 
Wisdom in minds attentive to their own. 
Knowledge, a rude unprofitable mass, 

The mere materials with which wisdom builds. 

Till smooth'd and squar'd and fitted, to its place, 
Does but 'encumber whom it seems t* enrich. 
Knowledge Is proud that he' has team’d m much ; 

, Wisdom is humble that he knows no mare. 

' W hwj its $800 i8iwl 
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He sets the bright proee im o its way, 190 
And marsh Is all the order of the year ; 

He ,rks the bounds which winter may not p& , 
And blunts his pointed fury ; in its case, 

Russet and rude, folds up the tender germ, 
Uninjur’d, with inimitable art ; 

And, ere one fiow’ry season fades and dies, 

Designs the blooming wonders of the next. 

Some say that, in the origin of things, 

When all creation started into birth, 

The infant elements receiv’d a law, -JU0 

ITrom which they swerve not since. That under force 
Of that controuling ordinance they move, 

And need not his immediate hand, who first 
Prescrib’d their course, to regulate it now. 

Thus dr m they, and contrive to save a Orod 
Th’ incumbrance of his own concerns, and spare 
The gr t Artificer of all that moves 
The stress of a continual act, the pain 
Of unremitted vigilance and care, 

As too laborious and vere a task. 

So man, the moth, is not afraid, it seems. 

To span omnipotence, and measure might 
That knows no measure, by the scanty rule 
And standard of his own, that is to-day, 

And is not ere to-morrow’s sun go down ! 

SBut how should atter occupy a charge 
Dull as it is, and satisfy a law _ 
i So vast in its demands, unless impell d 
' To ceasele service by a ceaseless force. 

And und er pressure of some conscious cause ? 220 

> The Lord of all, himself through all diffus’d, 

V Sustains, and is the life of all that lives. 

'Mature is but a name for an. effect, 

■ /Whose cause is God. He feeds the secret lire 
/ By which the mighty process is maintain)!, 

' Who sleeps not, is not weary ; in whose sight 
Slow circling ages are as transient days ; 

■HThnsA work is without labour : whose designs 


No flaw deforms, no difficulty thwarts ; 

And whose beneficence no charge exhausts, 230 
Him blind antiquity profan’d, not serv’d, 

With self-taught rites, and under various names, 
Fe ale and male, Pomona, Pales, Pan, 

And Flora, and Vertumnus ; peopling earth 
With tutelary goddesses and gods 
That were not ; and commending, as they would, 
To each some province, arden, field, or grove. 
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But all are tinder one. One spirit— His 
Who wore the platted thorns with bleeding brows— 
Buies universal nature. Not a flow’r 240 

But shows some touch, in freckle, streak, or stain, 
Of his unrivall’d pencil. He inspires 
Their balmy odours, and imparts their hues, 

And bathes their eyes with nectar, and includes, 

In grains as countless as the sea-side sands. 

The forms with which he sprinkles all the earth, 
Happy who walks with him ! whom what he finds 
Of flavour or of scent in fruit or flow’r, 

Or what he views of beautiful or grand 
In nature, from the broad majestic oak 250 

To the green blade that twinkles in the sun, 
Prompts with remembrance of a present God ! 

His presence, who made all so fair, perceiv'd, 

Makes all still fairer. As with him no scene 
Is dreary, so with him all seasons please. 

Though winter had been none, had man been true, 
And earth be punish'd for its tenant's fake, 

Yet not in vengeance ; aa this smiling sky. 

So soon succeeding such -^"/■jgry night, 

And these dissolving snow , ahd this clear stream 
Recov’ring fast its liquid music, prove. 2ti 1 

Who then, that has a mind well strung and tun'd 
To contemplation, and within his reach 
A scene so friendly to his fav'rite task. 

Would waste attention at the chequer'd board, 

His host of wooden warriors to and fro 
Marching and counter-marching, with an eye 
As fixt as marble, with a forehead ridg'd 
And furrow’d into storms, and with a hand 
Trembling, aa if eternity were hung 27u 

In balance on his conduct of a pin ? — 

Nor envies ho aught more their idle sport, 

Who pant with application misapplied 
To trivial toys, and, pushing iv’ry balls 
Across a velvet level, feel a joy 
Akin to rapture when the bawble finds 
Its destin’d goal, of difficult access. — 

Nor deems he wiser him, who gives his noon 
To miss, the mercer’s plague, from shop to shop 
Wand’rmg, and litt’ring with unfolded silks 280 
The polish’d counter, and approving none. 

Or promising with smiles to call again. — 

Nor him, who by his vanity seduc'd, 

238 wore J bore 17SS. '£>7 te ] t#wn JH00. (■?«>). 
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And sooth’d into a dream that he di 
The diff’rence of Guido from a daub, 

Frequents the crowded auction : statio d there 
As duly as the Langford of the show, 

With gl at eye, and catalogue in hand. 

And tongue accomplish’d in the fulsome cant 
And pedantry that coxcombs learn with ease 
Oft as the price-deciding hammer falls 
He notes it in his book, then raps his box, 

Swe ar s ’tis a barg’o.in, mils at his hard, fato 
That he has let it pass— but never bids ! < 

Here, unmolested, through whatever sign 
The sun proceeds, I wander, neither mist, 

Hor freezing sky nor sultry, checking me, 

Nor stranger intermeddling with my joy. 

Ev’n in the spring and play-time of the year, 

That calls th’ unwonted villager abroad 
With all her little ones, a sportive train, 

To gather king-cups in the yellow mead, _ 

And prink their hair wiih daisies, or to pick 
A (heap but wholesome sallad from the brook, 
These shades are all mV own. The tim’rous hare, 
Grown so familiar with her frequent guest, 

See shuns me; ugfthe stock-dove, unalarm’d, 
Sits cooing in the pine-tree, nor suspends 
His long love-ditty for my near approach. 

Drawn from his refuge in some lonely elm 310 
That age or injury has hollow’d deep, 

Where, on h' bed of wool and matted leaves, 

He has outslept the winter, ventures forth 
To frisk awhile, and bask in the warm sun, 

The squirrel, flippant, pert, and full of play : 

He sees me, and at once, swift as a bird, 

Ascends the neighb’ring beach; there whisks his 
brush, 

And perks Ms ears, and stamps and cri aloud, 
With all the prettiness of feign’d alarm, 

And anger insignificantly fierce. 

The heart is hard in nature, and unfit 
For human fellowship, as being void 
Of sympathy, and therefore dead alike 
To love and friendship both, that is not pleas’d 
With sight of animals enjoying life, 

Nor feels their happiness ugment his own. 

The boundin fawn, that darts across the glade 
When none pursues, through mere delight of heart 


320 
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; And spirits buoyant with, excess of glee ; 

The horse as wanton, and almost as fleet, 330 
That shims tfie spacious meadow at full speed, 
Then stop and snorts, and, throwing high Ms heels. 
Starts to the voluntaxy race again ; 

. 'lie very kin© that gambol at high noon, 

The total herd receiving first from one 
; That leads the dance a summons to be gay, 

Though wild their strange vagaries, and uncouth 
Their efforts, yet resolv'd with one consent 
To give such' act and utt’rance as they may 
To ecstasy too big to be suppress'd-- 340 

These, and a thousand images of bliss, 

With which kind nature graces ev'ry scene 
Where cruel man defeats not her design, 

Impart to the benevolent, who wish 

■ All that are capable of pleasure pleas'd, 

A far superior happiness to their's. 

The comfort of a reasonable joy. 

Man scarce had ris’n, obedient to his call 
Who form'd him from th© dust, his future grave. 
When he was crown’d as never king was since. 350 
God set the diadem upon h* head, 

And angel choirs attended. Wondering stood 
The new-made monarch, while before him pass'd, 
All happy, and all perfect in their kind, 

The ’creatures summon’d from, their various haunts 
To see their sovereign, and confess his sway. 

Vast %vas his empire, absolute his pow’r, 

Or bounded only by a law, whose force 

’Tw ■ hie sublimest privilege to feel 

And own— the law of universal love, 360 

He rul’d with meekness, they obey'd with joy ; 

No cruel purpose lurk’d within his heart, 

' And no distrust of his intent in their's. 

Bo Men was a seen© of harmless sport, 

Where kindness on his part who rul’d the whole 
Begat a tranquil confidence in all, 

■ And fear as yet was not, nor cause for fear. 

But sin marrd all ; and the revolt of man, 

That source of evils not exhausted yet, 

Was punish’d with revolt of Ms from him. 370 
: Garden of 'God, how terrible the change 
Thy groves and lawns then witness’d 1 Ev’ry heart, 
Each animal of ev’ry name, conceiv’d 
A jealousy and an instinctive fear, 

And, '.conscious of some danger, either fled 
';$h^pitate'ihe loath’d abode of man, 
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Or growl’d defi ce in such angry sort, 

As taught him, too, to tremble in his turn. 

Thus harmony and family accord 

Were driv’n from Paradise ; and m that hom* 380 

The seeds of cruelty, that since have swell’d 

To such gigantic and enormous growth, 

Were sown in human nature’s fruitful soil. 

Hence date the persecution and the pain 
That man inflicts on all inferior kinds, 

Regardless of their plaints. To make him sport, 
To gratify the frenzy of his wrath, 

Or his base gluttony, are causes good 
And just, in his account, why bird and beast 
Should suffer torture, and the streams be dyed 390 
With blood of their inhabitants impal'd. 

Earth groans beneath the burden of a war 
Wag’d with defenceless innocence, while lie, 

Not satisfied to prey on all around, 

Adds tenfold bitterness to death by pangs 
Needless, and first torments ere he devours. 

Now happiest they that occupy the scenes 
The most remote from Ms abhorr’d resort, 

Whom once, as delegate of God on earth, 

They fear’d, and, his perfect image, lov’d. 400 
The wildern is their’s, with all its caves, 

Its hollow glens, its thickets, and its plains, 
Unvisited by man. There they are free, 

And howl and roar likes them, uncontrol’d ; 

Nor ask his leave to slumber or to play. 

Wo to the tyrant, if he dare intrude 
Within the confines of their wild domain ! 

The lion tells him— I am monarch here ! 

And, if he spare him, spares him on the terms 
Of royal mercy, and through gen’rous scorn 410 
To rend a victim trembling at his foot. 

In measure, as by force of instinct drawn, 

Or by necessity constrain’d, they live 
Dependent upon man ; those in Ms fields, 

These at his crib, and some beneath his roof. 

They prove too often at how dear a rate 
He sells protection. — Witness at his foot. 

The spaniel dying, for some venial fault. 

Under dissection of the knotted scourge — 

Witness the patient ox, with stripes and yells 420 
Driv’n to the slaughter, goaded, as he runs, 

To madness ; while the savage at his heels 

409 spare] spares JF7SC. 
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Laughs at tlie frantic suffrer'H fury, spent ' 

r n the guiltless passenger overthrown. 

too, is witness, noblest of the train 
That wait on man, the flight- performing horse r 
With unsuspecting readiness he takes 
His murd’rer on his back, and, push VI all day, 

With Mealing sides and flanks that heave for life, 
To the far-distant goal, arrives and dies. 45SO 

So little mercy shows who needs so much 1. 

Does law, so .jealous in the cause of man, 

Denounce no doom on the delinquent?— None. 

He lives, and o'er Ms brimming 'beaker boasts 
(As if barbarity were high desert) - 
Th’ inglorious feat, and, clamorous in praises 
Of the poor brute, seems wisely to suppose 
The honours of his matchless horse his own I 
But many a crime, deem'd innocent on earth, 

Is registered in heavh ; and these, no doubt, ' 440 

Have each their record, with, a curse annex’d. 

Man may dismiss compassion from his heart 
But God will never. When he charg'd the Jew 
T assist his foe’s down-fallen beast to rise ; 

And when the bush-exploring boy, that seiz'd 
The young, to let the parent bird go free ; 

Prov'd ho not plainly that his meaner works 
Are yet his care, and have an interest all, 

All, in the universal Father's love? 

On Noah, and in him on all mankind, 4M 

The charter was couf err'd, by which we hold 
The flesh of animals in fee, and claim 
O'er all we feel on pow’r of life' and death. 

But read the instrument, unci mark it well : 

Tli’ oppression of a tyrannous con trend 
Can And no warrant there. Feed th.cn, and yield 
Thanks for thy food. Carnivorous, through sin, 
Feed on the stain, but spare the living brute ! 

The Governor' of all, himself to all 
So bountiful, in whose attentive, ear 4 (U) 

The nnfledg'd raven and the lion's whelp . 

Plead not in vain for pity on the pangs 
Of hunger unassuag'd, has interpos'd. 

Not seldom, his avenging arm, to smite 
Th 1 injurious trampler upon nature’s law, 

That claims forbearance even for a brute. 

He hates the hardness of a Balaam's heart ; 

And, prophet as he was, he might not strike 
The blameless animal, without rebuke, 

On which he rode. Her opportune offence ' , 4 To 
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Sav’d Mm, or th’ unrelenting seer had died. 

He sees that human equity 18 slack 
To interfere, though in so just cause; 

And makes the task Ms own. Inspiring dumb 
And helpless victims with a sense so keen 
Of inj’ry, with such knowledge of their strength, 
And such sagacity to take revenge, 

That oft the beast has seem’d to judge the man. 

An ancient, not a legendary tale, 

By one of sound intelligence rehears'd, 480 

(If such who plead for Providence may seem 
In modern eyes) shall make the doctrine clear. • 
Where England, stretch’d towards the setting sun , 
Narrow and long, o’erlooks the western wave," 
Dwelt young Misagathus ; a scorner he 
Of God and goodness, atheist in ostent, 

Vicious in act, in temper savage-fierce. 

He journey’d ; and his chance was as he went 
To join a trav’ller, of far difFrent note— 

Evander, fam'd for piety, for years 490 

Deserving honour, but for wisdom more. 

Fame had not left the venerable man 
A stranger to the manners of the youth. 

Whose face, too, w familiar to his view. 

Their way was on the margin of the land, 

O’er the green summit of the rocks, whose base 
Beats back the roaring surge, scarce heard so high. 
The charity that warm’d Ms heart was mov’d 
At sight of the man-monster. With a smile 
Gentle, and affable, and full of grace, 500 

As fearful of offending whom he wish’d 
Much to persuade, he plied his ear with truths 
Not harshly thunder’d forth or rudely press'd, 

But, like his purpose, gracious, kind, and sweet. 
“And dost thou dream,” th’ impenetrable man 
Exclaim’d, “that me the lullabies of age, 

And fantasies of dotards, Bueh as thou, 

Can cheat, or move a moment’s fear in me ? 

Mark now the proof I give thee, that the brave 
Need no such aids as superstition lends 510 

To steel their hearts against the dread of death.” 
He spoke, and to the precipice at hand 
Push’d with a madman’s fury. Fancy shrinks. 
And the blood thrills and curdles, at the thought 
Of such a gulph as he design’d his grave. 

But, though the felon on his hack could dare 
The dreadful leap, more rational, his steed 
Declin’d the death, and wheeling swiftly round, 
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Or e’er his hoof had press’d the crumbling verge, 
Baffled his rider, sav’d against his will ! 520 

The frenzy of the brain may be redress’d 
By med’cine well applied, but without grace 
The heart’s insanity admits no cure. 

Enrag’d the more, by what might have reform’d 
His horrible intent, again he sought 
Destruction, with a zeal to be destroy'd. 

With sounding whip, and rowels dyed in blood. 

But still in vain. The Providence, that meant 
A longer date to the far nobler beast. 

Spar’d yet again th’ ignobler, for his sake. 530 
And now, his prowess prov’d, and his sincere 
Incurable obduracy evinc’d. 

His rage grew cool ; and, pleas'd perhaps f have 
earn'd 

So cheaply the renown of that attempt, 

With looks of some complacence he resum’d 
His road, deriding much the blank amaze 
Of good Evander, still where he was left 
Fixt motionless, and petrified with dread. 

So on they far’d. Discourse on other themes 
Ensu in g , seem’d t’ obliterate the past; 540 

And, t am er far for so much fury shown, 

(As is the course of rash and fiery men) 

The rude companion smil'd, as if transform’d. 

But ’tvvas a transient calm. A storm was near, 

An unsuspected storm. His hour was come. 

The impious challenger of Pow’r divine 

Was now to learn that Heav'n, tho’ slow to wrath, 

Is never with impunity defied. 

His horse, as he had caught his master’s mood, 
Snorting, and starting into sudden rage, 550 

Unbidden, and not now to be contend'd, 

Rush’d to the cliff, and, having reach’d it, stood. 

At once the shock unseated him : he flow 
Sheer o’er the craggy barrier; and, immers'd 
Deep in the flood, found, when he sought it not, 
The death he had deserv’d— and died alone ! 

So Hod wrought double justice; made tho fool 
The victim of his own tremendous choice, 

And taught a brute the way to safe revenge. 

I would not enter on my list of Mends 560 
(Tho’ grac’d with polish’d manners and fine sense, 
Yet wanting sensibility) th© man 
Who needlessly sets foot upon a worm. 

527 dyed 1785,1780, 170$', ISOSt dy’d 1787, 178$'. died 
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An inadvertent step may crash the snail 
That crawls at ev’mng in the public path. 1 ; 

But he that h humanity, forewamu, 

Will tread aside, and let the reptile , live. 

The creeping vermin, loathsome to the sight, 

And charg'd perhaps with venom, that intrudes, 

A visitor unwelcome, into scenes 570 

Sacred to neatness and repose— th’ alcove, 

The chamber, or refectory— may die ; 

A necessary act incurs no blame. 

Hot so when, held within their proper bounds, 

And guiltless of offence, they range the air, 

Or take their pastime in the spacious field ; 

There they are privileg'd ; and he that hunts 
Or harms them there is guilty of a wrong, 

Disturbs tir economy of nature’s realm, 

Who, when she form’d, design’d them an abode. 580 
The sum is this.— If man’s convenience, health, 

Or safety, interfere, his rights and claims 
Are paramount, and must extinguish {heir's. 

Else they are all — the meanest things that are— 
As free to live, and to enjoy that life, 

As God was free to form them at the first, 

Who, in his sovereign wisdom, made them all 
Ye, therefore, who love mercy, teach your sons 
To love it too. ■ The spring-time of our years 
Is .soon dishonour’d and defil’d in most 500 

By budding ills, that ask a prudent hand 
To check them. But, alas ! none sooner shoots, 

If unrestrain’d, into luxuriant growth, 

Than cruelty, most dev’lish of them all. 

Mercy to him that shows it, is the rule 
And righteous limitation of its act, 

By which Heav’n moves in pard’ning guilty man ; 
And he that shows none, being ripe in years, 

And conscious of the outrage he commits, 

Shall seek it, and not find it, in his turn. 600 

Distinguish’d much by reason, and still more 
By our capacity of grace divine, 

From creatures that exist but for our sake, 

Which, having serv’d us, perish, we are held 
Accountable ; and God, some future day, 

Will reckon with us roundly for th’ abuse 
Of what he deems no mean or trivial trust. 

Superior as we are, they yet depend 

Not more on human help than we on their’s. 

Their strength, or speed, or vigilance, were giv’n 
In aid of our defects. In me are found 61.1 
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'Such teachable and apprehensive parte, . ■ \ ' ■ ^ ; 

That tiiim’sa Ms own concerns, 

Match’d with tin' expertness of the brutes in their’s, 
Are oft-times vanquish’d and thrown far behind. 

. Some show that nice sagacity of smell, 

And read with such discernment, in the port 
And figure of the man, his secret aim, 

. That oft we owe our safety to a .skill 
We could not teach, and must despair to learn, ■ 620 
But learn we might, if not too proud to stoop 
To quadrupede instructors, many a good 
And. useful quality, and virtue too, . 

Barely exemplified 'among ourselves. 

Attachment never to be wean’d, or chang’d 
By any 'change of fortune ; proof alike 
Against unkihdness, absence, and neglect ; 

Fidelity, that neither bribe nor threat 
Can move or warp; and gratitude for small 
And trivial favours, lasting as the life, 630 

And glist'hing even in , the dying eye. 

Man praises man. Desert in arte or arms 
Wins public honour ; and ten thousand sit 
" Patiently present at a sacred song, 
Commemoration*mad ; content to hear 
(Oh wonderful effect of musics ixjw’r !) 

Messiah’s enhygy for Handels sake 1 
' But less, methihks, than sacrilege might serve— 
(For, was it less, what heathen would'have dark! 

To strip Jove s statue of his oaken wreath, 640 
And hang it up in honour of a man f) 

Much lees might serve, when all that we design 
Is but to' gratify an itching ear, 

And give the day to a musician’s praise. 

Remember Handel ? Who, that was not bom 
Deaf the dead to harmony, forgets, 

Or can r the more than Homer of his age! 

Yes— we remember Mm ; and,, while we praise 
A 'talent so divine, remember too 
'That His most holy book from whom it came 650 
Was never meant, was never us’d before, 

' To buckram out* the menr'ry of a man. 

'But hush ! — the muse perhaps is too severe ; 

And, with a gravity beyond the size 
And measure of tff offence, rebukes a deed 
.Less impious than absurd, and owing more 
To 'want of Judgment than to wrong design. 

Bo in the chapel, of old Ely House, 

When wand'nng Charles, who meant to be the third, 

1-8 
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Had fled from William, and .the news was fresh, 
The simple clerk, but loyal, did announce, 661 
And eke did rear right merrily, two staves, 

Sung to the pr ’ and glory of King George ! 

— Man praises man ; and Garrick’s memory next, 
When feme hath somewhat mellow’d it, and made 
The idol of our worship while he liv’d 
The god of our idolatry once more, 

Shall have its altar; and the world shall go 
In pilgrimage to bow before his shrine. 

The theatre, too small, shall suffocate 670 

Its squeez’d contents, and more than it admits 
Shall sigh at their exclusion, and return 
Ungratified, For there some noble lord 
Shall stuff his shoulders with king Richards bunch, 
Or wrap himself in Hamlet’s inky cloak, 

And strut, and storm, and straddle, stamp, and stare, 
To show the world how Garrick did not act — 

For Garrick was a worshipper himself ; 

He drew the liturgy, and fram’d the rites 
And solemn ceremonial of the day, 680 

And call’d the world to worship on the banks 
Of Avon, fam’d in song, Ah, pleasant proof 
That piety has still in human hearts 
Some place, a spark or two not yet extinct ! 

The mulb’ry tree was hung with blooming wreaths ; 
The mulb’ry tree stood centre of the dance ; „ 

The mulb’ry tree was hymn’d with dulcet aim ; 
And from his touchwood trunk the mulb’ry tree 
Supplied such relics as devotion holds 
Still sacred, and preserves with pious care. 690: 

' So ’twas an hallow’d time : decorum reign’d, 

And mirth without offence. No few return’d, 
Doubtless, much edified, and all refresh’d, 

— Man praises man. The rabble, all alive, 

From Mpplmg-benehes, cellars, stalls, and styes, 
'Swarm in the streets. The statesman of the day, 
A pompous and slow-moving pageant, comes. 

Some shout him, and some hang upon his car, 

To gaze in’s eyes, and bless Mm, Maidens wave 
Their ’kerchiefs, and old women weep for joy ; 700 
While others, not so satisfied, unhorse 
The gilded equipage, and, turning loose 
His steeds, usurp a place they well deserve. 

Why f what has charm’d them! Hath he sav’d the 
state ? 

No. Doth he purpose its salvation f , No, 
Bnchanting novelty, that moon at full, 
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That finds out ev’ry crevice of the head 
That is not sound and perfect, hath in theirs 
Wrought this disturbance. But the wane is near, 
And his own cattle must suffice him soon. 710 
Thus idly do we waste the breath of praise, 

And dedicate a tribute, in its use 
And just direction sacred, to a thing 
Doom'd to the dust, or lodg’d already there ! 
Encomium in old time was poet's work ; 

But, poets having lavishly long since 
Exhausted all materials of the art, 

The task now' falls into the public hand ; 

And I, contented with an humble theme, 

Have pour’d my stream of panegyric down 720 
The vale of nature, where it creeps, and winds 
Among her lovely works with a secure 
And unambitious course, reflecting dear, 

If not the virtues, yet the worth, of brutes. 

And I am recompens’d, and deem the toils 
Of poetry not lost, if verse of mine 
May stand between an animal and woe, 

And teach one tyrant pity for his drudge. 

The groans of nature in this nether world. 
Which Heav'n has heard for ages, have an cud. 
Foretold by prophets, and by poets sung, VM 
Whose fire was kindled at the prophets’ lamp, 

The time of rest, the promis’d sabbath, comes. 

Six thousand years of sorrow have well-nigh 
Fulfill’d their tardy and disastrous course 
Over a sinful world; and what remains 
Of this tempestuous state of human things 
Is merely as the working of a sea 
Before a calm, that rocks itself to rest ; 

For He, whose car the winds are, and the clouds 
The dust that waits upon his sultry march, 711 
When sin hath mov’d him, and his wrath is hot, 
Shall visit earth in mercy ; shall descend, 
Propitious, in his chariot pav'd with love ; 

And what his storms have blasted and defac'd 
For man’s revolt shall with a smile repair. 

Sweet is the harp of prophecy ; too sweet 
Not to he wrong’d by a mere mortal touch : 

Nor can the wonders it records be sung 
To meaner music, and not suffer loss. 750 

But, when a poet, or when one like me, 

Happy to rove among poetic flow’re. 

Though poor in skill to rear them, lights at last 
On some fair theme, some theme divinely fair, 
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Such is the impulse and the spur he feels 
To give it praise proportion d to its worth, 

That not t’ ttempt it, arduous he deems 
The labour, were a task more arduous fiftaiL 
Oh scenes surpassing fable, and yet true, 

Scenes of accomplish'd bliss ! which who can see. 
Though but in distant prospect, and not feel <61 
His soul refresh’d with foretaste of the joy ? 

Elvers of gladness water all the earth, 

And clothe all climes with beauty ; the reproach, 

Of barrenness is past. The fruitful field ^ ^ 

Laughs with abundance ; . and the land, once lean, 
Or fertile only in its own disgrace, 

Exults to see its thistly curse repeal d. 

The various seasons woven into one, 

And that one season an eternal spring, * * y 

The garden fears no blight, and needs no fence, 

Eor there is none to covet, ah are full 

The lion, and the libbard, and the bear 

Oraze with the fearless Hocks ; all bask at noon 

Together, or all gambol in the shade 

Of the same grove, and drink one common stream. 

Antipathies are none. Ho foe to man 

Lurks in the serpent now : the mother sees, 

And smiles to see, her infants playful hand 
Stretch’d forth to dally with. the crested worm, 780 
To stroke his azure neck, or to receive 
The lambent homage of Ms arrowy tongue. 

All creatures worship man, and all mankind 
One Lord, one Father, Error h ■ no place : 

That creeping pestilence is driv’n away ; 

The breath of heav’n has chas’d it. In the heart 
Ho passion touches a discordant string, 

But all is harmony and love. Disease 
Is not : the pure and uncontam’nate blood 
Holds its due course, nor fears the frost of age. 790 
One song employs all nations ; and all cry, 

! .. “Worthy the Lamb, for he was slain for us I” 

• The dwellers in the vales and on the rocks 
Bhout to each other, and the mountain tops 
From distant mountains catch the living joy ; 


Till, nation after nation taught the strain., 

Earth rolls the rapturous hosanna round. 

Behold the measure of the promise fill’d ; 

See Salem built, the labour of a God ! 

Bright as a sun the sacred .city shines ; SOD 

All kingdoms and all princes of the earth 
Mock to that light;. tkr glory of all lands 
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Flows into her ; unbounded is her joy, 

And endless her increase. Thy rams are there, 
Nebaioth*, and the flocks of Kedar there; 

The looms of Ormus, and the mines of Ind, 

And Saba’s spicy groves, pay tribute there. 

Praise is in all her gates : upon her -walls, 

And in her streets, and in her spacious courts, 
la heard salvation. Eastern Java there 810 

Kneels with the native of the farthest west ; 

And ^Ethiopia spreads abroad the hand, 

And worships. Her report has tra veil’d forth 
Into all lands. From ev’ry clime they come 
To see thy beauty and to share thy joy, 

O Sion ! an assembly such as earth 

Saw never, such as heav’n stoops down to see. 

Thus heav’n- ward all things tend. For all were 
once 

Perfect, and all must be at length restor d. 

So Gcal has greatly purpos’d ; who would else 820 
In his dishonour'd works himself endure 
Dishonour, and be wrong’d without redress. 

Haste, then, and wheel away a shatter’d world, 

Ye slow-revolving seasons ! we would see 
(A sight to which our eyes are strangers yet) 

A world that does not dread and hate his laws, 

And suffer for its crime; would learn how fair 
The creature is that God pronounces good, 

How pleasant in itself what pleases him. 

Here ev’ry drop of honey hides a sting, 830 

Worms wind themselves into our sweetest flow rs ; 
And ev’n the joy that haply some poor heart 
Derives from heav’n, pure as the fountain is, 

Is sullied in the stream, taking a taint 
From touch of human lips, at best impure. 

Oh for a world in principle as chaste 
As this is gross and selfish ! over which 
Custom and prejudice shall bear no sway, _ 

That govern all things here, shoukVrmg aside 
The meek and modest truth, and forcing her 840 
To seek a refuge from the tongue of strife 
In nooks obscure, far from the ways of men 
Where violence shall never lift the sword, 

Nor cunning justify the proud man's wrong, 
Leaving the poor no remedy but tears 


1 Nebaioth and Ked&r, the sons of Itthmwl, and progenitors of 
the Arabs, in the prophetic scripture here alluded td.may.be reason- 
ably considered as representatives of the Gentiles at lorpe 
m Here J How ISoO {8v»h 
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Where lie that fills an offite 'shall esteem , 

Th 7 occ ion it pr ents of doing good 

More than the perquisite where law shall speak 

Seldom, and never but wisdom prompts 

And equity ; not jealous more to guard , 850 

A worthless form, than to decide aright 

Where fashion shall not sanctify abuse, 

Nor smooth good-breeding (supplemental grace) 
With lean performance ape the work of love I 
Gome then, and, added to thy many crowns, 
Receive yet one, the crown of all the earth, 

Thou who alone art worthy ! It was thine 
By ancient covenant, ere nature’s birth ; 

And thou hast made it thine by purchase since, 
And overpaid its value with thy blood. 860 

Thy saints proclaim thee king ; and in their hearts 
Thy title is engraven with a pen 
Dipt in the fountain of eternal love. 

Thy saints proclaim the© king; and thy delay 
Gives courage to their foes, who, could they see 
The dawn of thy 1 t advent, long-desir’d, 

Would creep into the bowels of the hills, 

And flee for safety to the falling rocks. 

The very spirit of the world is hir’d 
Of its own taunting question, k’d so long, 870 
u Where is th© promise of your Lord’s approach ?” 
The infidel has shot his bolts away, 

Till, his exhausted quiver yielding none, 

He gleans the blunted shafts that have recoil'd, 
And aims them at the shield of truth again. 

The veil is rent, rent too by priestly hands, 

That hides divinity from mortal eyes ; 

And all the mysteries to faith propos'd, 

Insulted and traduc’d, are east aside, 

As usele , to the moles and to the bats. 880 

They now are deem’d the faithful, and are prais'd. 
Who, constant only in rejecting thee, 

Deny thy Godhead with a martyr’s zeal, 

And quit their office for their error’s sake. 

Blind, and in love with darkness ! yet ev'n these 
Worthy, compar’d with sycophants, who knee 
Thy name adoring, and then preach thee man '! 

Bo fares thy church. But how thy church may fare 
The world takes little thought. Who will may preach, 
And what they will. All pastors are alike 890 
To wand’ring sheep, resolv’d to follow none; 

Two gods divide them all— Pleasure and Gain : 

Por these they live, they sacrifice to these, 
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And mischief in their hands, they roam the earth 
To prey upon each other; stubborn, fierce, 
High-minded, foaming out their own disgrace. 

Tbv prophets speak of such ; and, noting down 
features of the last degen ’rate times, *. 
Exhibit ev‘ry lineament of these. 

Come then, and, added to thy many crowns, 
Receive yet one, as radiant as the rest, 

Due to thy last and most effectual work. 

Thy word fulfill’d, the conquest of a world ! 

He is the hajipy man, whose life ev'n now 
Shows somewhat of that happier life to come ; 
Who, doom’d to an obscure but tranquil state, 

Is pleas’d with it, and, were he free to choose, 
Would make his fate his choice ; whom peace, the 


fruit 


Of virtue, and whom virtue, fruit of faith, 

Prepare for happiness ; bespeak him one 
Content indeed to sojourn while he must 
Below the skies, but having there his home. 

The world o’erlooks him in her busy search 
Of objects, more illustrious in her view ; 

And, occupied as earnestly as she, 

Though more sublimely, he o erlooks the world. 

She scorns his pleasures, for she knows them not ; 
He seeks not her's, for he has provd them yam. J20 
He cannot skim the ground like summer birds 
Pursuing gilded flies; and such he deems 
Her honours, her emoluments, her joys. 

Therefore in contemplation is his bliss, 

Whose pow’r is such, that whom she lifts from earth 
She makes familiar with a heav’n unseen, 

And shows him glories yet to he reveal d. < 

Not slothful he, though eeemmg mnemploy d, 

And censur’d oft as useless. Stillest streams 
Oft water fairest meadows, and the bird .».« 

That flutters least is longest on the wing. ^ 

Ask him, indeed, what trophies he has r:us d, 

Or what achievements of immortal fame 
He purposes, and he shall answer— None. 

His warfare is within. There unfatign d 
His fervent spirit labours. There he fights. 

And there obtains fresh triumphs o’er himself, . 
Anil never withering wreaths, com par il with which 
The laurels that a Cnesar reaps are weeds. 

Perhaps the seif- approving haughty world, iw 
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That she sweeps him with her whistling silks 
Scarce deigns to notice him, or, if she see, 

Deems him a cypher in the works of God, 

Deceives adv tage from his noisel hoars, 

Of which she little dreams. Perhaps she owes 
Her sunshine and her rain, her blooming spring 
And plenteous harvest, to the pray’r he makes, 
When, Isaac like, the solitary saint 
Walks forth to meditate at even tide, 

And think on her, who thinks not for herself. 950 
Forgive him, then, thou bustler in concerns 
Of little worth, an idler in the best, 

If, author of no mischief and some good, 

He seek his proper happiness by means 
That may advance, but cannot hinder, thine. 

Nor, though he tread the secret path of life, 

Engage no notice, and enjoy much ease, 

Account him an incumbrance on the state, 
Receiving benefits, and rend’ring none. 

His sphere though humble, if that humble sphere 
Shine with his fair example, and though small 961 
His influence, if that influence all be spent 
In soothing sorrow and in quenching strife, 

In aiding helple indigence, in works 
From which at least a grateful few derive 
Some taste of comfort in a world of woe, 

Then let the supercilious great confess 
He serves his country, recompenses well 
The state, beneath the shadow of whose vine 
He sits secure, and in the scale of life 970 

Holds no ignoble, though a slighted, place. 

The man, whose virtues are more felt than seen, 
Must drop indeed the hope of public praise ; 

But he may boast what few that win it can— 

That if his country stand not by his skill, 

At least his follies have not wrought her fall. 

Polite refinement offers him in vain 

Her golden tube, through which a sensual world 

Draws gross impurity, and likes it* well. 

The neat conveyance hiding all th’ offence. 980 
Not that he peevishly rejects a mode 
Because that world adopts it. If it bear 
The stamp and ele impression of good sense, 

And be not costly more than of true worth, 

He puts it on, and, for decorum sake, 

Can wear it e’en gracefully she. 

vA ; ; ' ■■■'■ . ■ ■ ' '■ ■ ■' ■ ' ■ . ' 

': : v mi mA ms-ms. 
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She judges of refinement by the eye. 

He by the tot of and a heart 

Hot soon deceiv'd; aware that what is base 
Ho j»iish can make sterling ; and that vice, 990 
Though well perfum’d and elegantly dress’d, 

'Like an imburied carcase trick'd with flowrs, 
is but a garnish'd nuisance, fitter far 
For cleanly riddance than for fair attire. 

So life glides smoothly and by stealth away, 

More golden than that age of fabled gold 
'Benown’d in ancient song; not vex’d With care 
Or stain'd with guilt, beneficent, approv’d 
Of God and man, and peaceful in its end* 

So glide my life away ! and so at last, 1000 

My share of ditties decently fulfill'd, 

May some disease, not tardy to perform 
Its destin’d office, yet with gentle stroke, 

Dismiss me, weary, to a safe retreat, 

Beneath the turf that I have often trod. 

If, shall not grieve me, then, that once, when call’d 
To dress a Sofa with the fiow’irs of verse, 

I play’d awhile, obedient to the fair, 1008 

With that light task ; tat soon, to please her more, 
Whom' flow’rs alone I knew would little please, 

Let fall th* unfinished wreath, and rov’d for fruit; 
Rov’d far, and gather’d much ; some harsh /tis true, 
Pick’d from the thorns and briers of reproof, 

But wholesome, welbdigested ; grateful some 
To palato that can tote immortal truth ; 

Insipid else, and mire to to despis’d* 

But all is in his hand whose praise I seek. 

In vain the poet sings, and the world hears, 

If he regard not, though di vine the theme. 

’Tis not In artful measures, 'in the chime 1020 
And idle tinkling of a minstrtd-s lyre, 

To charm his ear, whose eye is on. the heart ; 
Whose frown can disappoint the proudest strain, 
Whose' approbation— prosper even mine. 


244 TlBOCIlftUMi OE, 


And, a 1 while he Hires, and wild* be dies, 71 
Brings into doubt tbe wisdom of the skies. 




Are not important always dear bought, _ 
Proving at la t, though told in pompous strains, 

A childish waste of philosophic pains ; 

But truths on which depends our main concern, 
That ’tis our shame and mis’ry not to learn, 

Shine by the side of ev’ry path we tread 
With such a lustre, he that runs may read. 80 
’Tis true that, if to trifle life away 
Down to the sun-set of their latest day, 

Then perish on futurity’s wide shore 
Like fleeting exhalations, found no more. 

Were all that Heav’n requir’d of human kind, 

And all the plan their destiny design'd. 

What none could rev’rence all might justly blame, 
And man would breathe hut for his Maker's shame. 
But re on heard, and nature well perus'd, 

At once the dreaming mind is disabus’d. 90 

If all we find possessing earth, sea, air, 

Reflect his attributes who plac’d them there, 

Fulfil the purpose, and appear design’d 
Proofs of the wisdom of th’ all-seeing mind ; 

’Tis plain the creature, whom he chose t’ invest 
With kingship and dominion o’er the rest, 

Receiv’d his nobler nature, and ms made 
Fit for the pow’r in which he stands array’d, 

That first or last, hoimfter if not here, 

He too might make his author’s wisdom dear, 100 
Praise Mm on earth, or, obstinately dumb, 

Suffer his justice in a world to come. 

This once believ’d, ’twere logic misapplied 
To prove a consequence by none denied, 

That we are bound to cast the minds of youth 
Betimes into the mould of heav’nly truth, 

That, taught of God they may indeed be wise, 

Nor, ignorantly wand’ring, miss the skies. 

In early days the conscience has in most 
A quickness, wMch in later life is lost : 110 

Preserv’d from guilt by salutary fears, 

Or, guilty, soon relenting into tears. 

Too careless often, our yearn proceed, 

What friends we sort with, or what books we read, 
Ouf parents yet exert a prudent care 
To feed our infant minds with proper fare ; 

Aid wisely store the nurs’ry by degrees 
With wholesome learning, yet acquir’d with ease. 
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Neatly secur’d from being soil’d or torn 
Beneath a pan© of thin translucent horn, 180 

A book (to please us at a tender age 
%s call’d a book, though but a single page) 

Presents the pray'r the Saviour deign d to teach. 
Which children use, and parsons — when they preach. 

" T Ra p in g our syllables, we scramble next 
Through moral narrative, or sacred text; 

And learn with wonder how this world began, 

Who made, who marr'd , and who has ransom d man : 
Points which, unless the scripture made them plain, 
The wisest heads might agitate in vain. _ b> ( l 

Oh thou, whom, torn© on fancy's eager wing 
Back to the season of life's happy spring, 

I pleas'd 'remember, and, while mem ry yet 
Holds fast her office hero, can ne'er forget; 
Ingenious dreamer, in whose well-told tale 
Sweet fiction and sweet truth alike prevail ; 

Whose huni'rous vein, strong sense, and simple style, 
May teach the gayest, make the grayest smile ; 
Witty , and well employ’d, and, like thy Lord, 
Speaking in parables his slighted word ; liu 

I name thee not, lest so despis'd a name 
Should move a sneer at thy deserved fame ; 

Yet e'en in transitory life’s late day. 

That mingles all my brown with sober gray. 
Bevere the man, whose numra marks the road, 
And guides the progress of the soul to Loci. 

’Twer© well with most, if books, that could engage 
Their childhood, pleas'd them at. a riper ng©; 

The man, approving wfyat had charm d the I>oy , 
Would die at last in comfort, peace, and joy ; 150 

And not with curses on his art who stole 
The gem of truth from his unguarded soul. 

The stamp of artless piety, impress d 
Bv kind tuition on hia yielding breast, 

The vouth now beardea, mid yet port and ray , 
Regards with acorn, though once receiv'd with awe; 
And, warp’d into the labyrinth of lies. 

That babblers, tail'd philosopher, devise, 
Blasphemes his creed, as founded on a plan 
Replete with dreams, unworthy of a man. 

Touch but his nature in its ailing part, 

Assert the native evil of his heart . f 

His pride resents the charge, although the proof 
Rise in his forehead, and seem rank enough ; 
i See 2 Chmn. ch. xxvi. ver. l‘J iC.3. 

Ifil art"! heart 179S\ 1800. 
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The slaves of custom and establish’d mode, 

With pack-horse instancy we keep the road, 
Crooked or straight, through quags or thorny 
dells, 

True to the jingling of our leader’s bells. 

To follow foolish precedents, and wink 
With both our eyes, is easier than to think : 

And such an age as our’s balks no expense, 

Except of caution and of common-sense ; 

Else, sure, notorious fact and proof so plain 
Would turn our steps into a wiser train. 2G0 

I blame not those who with what care they can 
O’erwatch the num’rous and unruly dan ; 

Or, if I blame, ’tis only that they dare 
Promise a work of which they must despair. 

Have ye, ye sage intendants of the whole, 

An ubiquarian presence and control — 

Elisha’s eye, that, when G-ehazi stray’d. 

Went with him, and saw all the game ho play'd ? 
Yes — ye are conscious; and on all the shelves 
Your pupils strike upon, have struck yourselves. 

Or if, by nature sober, ye had then, 271 

Boys as ye were, the gravity of men ; 

Ye knew at least, by constant proofs address’d 
To ears d eyes, the vices of the rest. 

But ye connive at what ye cannot cure, 

And evils not to be endur’d, endure, 

Lest pow’r exerted, but without success, 

Should make the little ye retain still less. 

Ye once were justly fam’d for bringing forth 
Undoubted scholarship and genuine worth ; 280 

And in the firmament of fame still s h ines 
A glory, bright as that of all the signs, 

Of poets rais’d by you, and statesmen, and divines. 
Peace to them all ! those brilliant times are fled, 
And no such lights are kindling in their stead. 

Our striplings shine, indeed, but with such rays 
As set the midnight riot in & blaze ; 

And seem, if judg’d by their expressive looks, 
Deeper in none than in their surgeons’ books. 

Say, muse (for, education made the song, 290 
No muse can hesitate or linger long) 

What causes move us, knowing, as we must, 

That these menageries ah fail their trust, 

To send our sons to scout and scamper there, 

While colts and puppies cost us so much care ? 

Be it a weakness, ft deserves some praise ; 

We love the play-place of our early days— 
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The scene Is touching, and the heart is stone 
That feels not at that sight, and feels at none. 

The wall cm which we tried our graving skill, 300 
'The very mime? we carv'd, subsisting still ; 

The bench on which we'sat while deep employ'd 
TW mangled, hack'd, and hew’d, not yet destroy'd; 
The little ones, unbutton'd, glowing hot, 

Haying our games, and m the very spot ; 

^ As happy as we once, to kneel and draw 
The chalky ring, and knuckle down at taw ; 

To pitch the ball into the grounded hut. 

Or drive it devious with a dexterous pit— 

The pleasing spectacle at once excite 310 

Such recollection of our own delights. 

That, viewing it, we seem almost V obtain 
Our innocent sweet simple years again. 

This fond attachment to the well-known place, 
Whence first we started into life's long race, 
Maintains its hold with such unfailing' sway, 

We tel it ev’n in age, and at our .latest clay. 

Hark I how the sire of chits, whose- future share 
Of classic food, begins to he his care, 

■ With his own likeness plac'd on either knee, 320 
Indulges all a father's heart-felt glee ; 

And tells them, as he strokes their silver locks, 
That they must soon learn Latin, and to box ; 
Then, turning, he regales his listhi ing wife 
With all tlT advemtum* of his early life ; 

His skill in coueMiianahip, or driving chaise, 

In bilking tavern bills, and spouting plays 
What shifts he us'd, detected in a scrape, 

How he was flogg'd, or had the luck t’ escape ; . 

1 What sums' he lost at play, and how he sold' 330 
Watch, seals, and all— till all his pranks are told. 
Retracing thus his/rofies, (*tis a name 
That palliate .deeds of folly and of shame] 

He gives the local bias all its sway ; 

: Resolves that where he play'd Ms sons shall play, 
And destines their bright genius to he shown 
Just in the scene where he display’d Ms own. 

The meek and bashful boy will soon be taught 
To be as bold and forward m he ought ; 333 

The rude will scuffle through with ease enough. 
Great schools suit best the sturdy and the rough, 
Ah, happy designation, prudent choice, 

: W event is sure ; expect it, and rejoice ! 

Soon see your wish fulfill'd in either child— 

The pert made fierier, and the kune made wild. 
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The slaves of custom and establish’d mode, 

With pack-horse constancy we keep the road, 
Crooked or straight, through quags or thorny 
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True to the jingling of our leader’s Mis. 

To follow foolish precedents, and wink . 

■With' both our eyes, is easier than : to think : 

And such an age as cur’s balks no expense, 

Except of caution and of common-sense ; # 

Else, sure, notorious fact and proof so plain 
Would turn our steps into a wiser train. 260 

I blame not those who with what care they can 
O’erwatch the numerous and unruly elan ; 

Or, if I blame, ’tis only that they dare 
Promise a work of which they must despair. 

Have ye, ye sage intendants of the whole, 

An ubiquarian presence and control— 

Elisha’s eye, that, when G-ehazi stray’d, 

Went with Mm, and saw all the game he play'd l 
Yes — ye are conscious ; and on all the shelves 
Your pupils strike upon, have struck yourselves. 

Or if, by nature sober, ye had then, 271 

Boys as y© were, the gravity of men ; 

Ye, knew at least, by constant proofs address’d 
To ears and eyes, the vices of the rest. , 

But ye connive at what ye cannot cure, 

And evils not to be endur’d, endure, 

Lest pow’r exerted, but without success, 

Should make the little ye retain still less. 

Ye once were justly fam’d for bringing forth 
Undoubted scholarship and genuine worth ; 2H) 

And in the firmament of fame still shines 
A glory, bright as that of all the signs, 

Of poets rais’d by you, and statesmen, and divines. 
Peace to them all ! those brilliant times are fled, 
And no such lights are kindling in their stood. 

Our striplings shine, indeed, but with such rays 
As set the midnight riot in a blaze ; 

And seem, if judg’d by their expressive looks, 
Deeper in none than in their surgeons’ books. 

Bay, muse (for, education made the song, 290 
No muse can hesitate or linger long) 

What causes move us, knowing, as we must, 

That these menageries all fail their trust, 

To send our sons to scout and scamper there. 

While colts and puppies cost m so much care ? 

Be it a weakness, it deserves some praise ; 

. We love the play-place of our early days— 
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The seen© Is touching, and the heart is' stone. 

That feels not at that sight, and feds at none. 

The wall on which we tried our graving skill, 300 
The very name we carv’d, subsisting still ; 

The bench on which we sat- while deep employ'd, 
Tho’ mangled, hack'd, and bow’d, not yet destroy'd ; 
The little 'ones, unbutton’d, glowing hot, 

Playing our games, and on the very spot *, 

As happy as we once, to kneel and draw 
The chalky ring, and knuckle 'down at taw ; 

To pitch the ball into the grounded hat, 

■ Or drive it devious with a dext'roua pat— 

The pleasing spectacle at once excites ' Old 

Such recollection of our own delights, 

That, viewing it, we seem almost V obtain 
Our innocent sweet simple years again. 

This fond attachment to the well-known place, 
Whence first we started into life's long met?, 
Maintains Its hold with such unfailing" sway, 

We feel it ev’n in age, and at opr latest day, 

Hark l how the sire of chibs, wtiose future share 
Of classic food logins to l>e his care, 

With his own likeness plac’d on either knee, 320 
Indulges all a fathers heart-felt glee* ; 

And tells them, as he strokes their silver locks, 
That they must soon learn Latin, and to torx ; 

Then, turning, he regales his listTiing wife 
With all tlf adventures of his early life; 

His skill in codi^hmansbip, or driving chaise, 

In bilking tavern bills, and spouting plays ; 

What shifts he us’d, detected in a scrape, 

How lie was flogg'd, or had the luck V escape; 
Wliat sums he lost at play, and how lie sold 33u 
Watch, seals, and, mil — till all his pranks are told. 
.Retracing thus Imfrolim , ftia a name 
That palliates deeds of folly and of shame) 

He' gives the local bins all its sway'; ■■ 

Eesolves that where he play'd his sons shall play, 
And destines their bright genius to to shown 
Just in the scene where he display’d his own. 

The meek and bashful toy will soon to taught. 

To to:? as 'bold and forward as he ought ; 

The rude will scuffle through with ease enough, 
Great schools suit best the sturdy and' the rough. 
Ah, happy designation, prudent choice, 

Tld event is suits ; eaqicct it, and rejoice ? 

Soon see your wish fulfill'd in either child— , 

The pert made perter, and the tame made wild. 
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The great, indeed, by titles, riches, birth, 

Excus’d th’ incumbrance of more solid worth, 

Are best dispos’d of where with most success 
They may acquire that confident addr , 

Those habits of profuse and lewd expense, 350 
That scorn of all delights but those of sense, 
Which, though in plain plebeians we condemn, 
With so much reason all expect from them. 

But families of less illustrious fame, 

Whose chief distinction is their spotless name, 
Whose heirs, their honours none, their income 
Must shine by true desert, or not at all — [small, 

What dream they of, that with so little care 
They risk their hopes, their dearest treasure, there ? 
They dream of little Charles or William grac’d 360 
With wig prolix, down-flowing to his waist ; 

They see th’ attentive crowds his talents draw, 
They hear him speak — the oracle of law ! 

The father, who designs his babe a priest, 

Dreams him episcopally such at least ; 

And, while the playSul jockey scours the room 
Briskly, astride upon the parlour broom, 

In faney sees him more superbly ride 
In coach with purple lin’d, and mitres on its side. 
Events improbable and strange as these, 370 

Which only a parental eye foresees, 

A public school shall bring to pass with ease. 

But how ! resides such virtue m that air 
As must create an appetite for pray’r ? 

And will it breathe into him all the zeal 
That candidates for such a prize should feel, 

To take the lead and be the foremost still 
In all true worth and literary skill ? 

“All, blind to bright futurity, untaught. 

The knowledge of the world, and dull of thought ! 
Church-ladders are not always mounted test 381 
By learned clerks and Latinists profess’d. 

Th’ exalted prize demands an upward look, 

Not to be found by poring on a book. 

Small skill in Latin, and still less in Greek, 

Is more than adequate to all I seek. 

Let erudition grace him or not grace, 

I give the bauble hut the second place ; 

His wealth, £ e, honours, all that I intend, 
Subsist and centre in one point — a friend ! 390 

A Mend, whate’er he studies or neglects, 

Shall give him consequence, heal all defects. 

357 not!] none W8\ 1800, 
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His intercourse with peers, and sons of 'peers— 
There dawns the splendour of his future years; 

In that bright quarter his propitious skies 
Shall blush betimes, and there his glory rise. 

Your Lordship , and Your Grace ! what school 
can 'teach 

A rhetoric equal to those parte of speech ? 

What need of Homer's verse or Tally’s prose. 
Sweet interjections !. if he learn but those t 400 

Let rev'rend churls his ignorance rebuke, 

Who starve upon a 'dog’s-ear'd Pentateuch, 

The parson knows enough ■who knows a fluke/'— 
Egregious purpose ! worthily begun 
In barb’rous prostitution of your son ; 

Press’d cm Ms part by means that would disgrace 
A serivmer s clerk or footman out of place, 

And ending, if at last its. end be gain’d. 

In sacrilege, in God’s own house profan’d ! 

It may succeed, and, if his Bins should call 4 10 

For more? than common punishment, it shall ; 

'The wretch shall rise, and be the thing on earth 
Least qualified in honour, learning, worth, 

To occupy a sacred, awful .post, 

In which the best and worthiest tremble most.. 

The royal letters are a thing of course — 

A Mug, that would, might rccoumiend his horse ; 
And deans, no doubt, and chapters, with one voice, 
As bound in duty, would confirm tins choice. 

Behold your bishop ! well he. plays his put— 4.20 
Christian in name, and infidel in heart, 

Ghostly in office, earthly in his plan, 

A slave at court, elsewhere a lady’s man ! 

Dumb as a senator, and, m a priest, 

A 'piece' of mere dumb furniture at best ; 

To live estrang’d from G<k! his- total scope, 

And his end sure, without one glimpo of hop;* ! 
But, Mr although and feasible it seem. 

Depend not much upon your golden dream ; 

For Providence, that seems concern'd V exempt 
The hallow’d tench from absolute contempt, 431 
In spite of all the wrigglers into place, ■ 

Still keeps a seat or two for worth and grace ; 

And' therefore ? tis, that, though the sight be rare,. 
We sometimes .see a Lowth or Bagot there. 

Besides, 'Schoobfriendshi.pB are not always found, 
Though lair in. premise, permanent and sound ; 

The most diant’rested and virtuous minds, . 

In rnrlv years connected, time unbinds; 
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New situations give a cliff 'rent cast 1 440 

Of habit, inclination, temper, taste ; 

And he, that seem’d our counterpart at first, 

Boon shows the strong similitude revers’d* 

Young heads are giddy, and young hearts are warm, 
And make mistakes for manhood to reform. 

Boys are at best but pretty buds unblown, 

Whose scent and hues are rather guess'd than 
known; 

Each dreams that each' is just what he appears, 

But learns his error in maturer years, 

When disposition, like a sail unfurl'd, 450 

Shows all its rents and patches to the world. 

If, therefore, ev’n when honest in design, 

A boyish friendship may so soon decline, 

’Twere wiser sure t’ inspire a little heart 
With just abhorrence of so mean a part, 

Than set your son to work at a vile trade 
For wages so unlikely to be paid. 

Our public hives of puerile resort, 

That are of chief and most approv’d report, 

To such base hopes, in many a sordid soul, 460 
Owe their repute in part, but not the whole. 

A principle, whose proud pretensions pass 
Unquestion’d, though the jewel be but glass— 

That with a world, not often over-nice, ’ 

Banks as a virtue, and is yet a vice ; 

Or rather a gross compound, justly tried, 

Of envy, hatred, jealousy, and pride— 

Contributes most perhaps t’ enhance their fame ; 
And emulation is its specious name. 

Boys, once on fire with that contentious zeal, 470 
Feel all the rage that female rivals feel ; 

The prize of beauty in a woman’s eyes 

Not brighter than in theirs the scholars prize. 

The spirit of that competition bums 
With all varieties of ill by turns ; 

Each vainly magnifies his own success, 

Resents Ms fellow’s, wishes it were less, 

Exults in his miscarriage if he fail, 

Deems his reward too great if he prevail, 

And labours to surpass him day and night, 480 
Less for improvement than to tickle spite. 

The spur is powerful, and I grant its force ; 

It pricks the genius forward in its course, 

Allows short time for play, and none for sloth ; 

And, felt alike by each, advances both : 

m And] An W* ' 
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^ But' 'judge, where so much evil intervenes, 

The end", though plausible, not worth the means* 
Weigh, for a moment, classical desert 
Against an heart deprav'd and temper hurt ; 

Hurt, too, perhaps for life ; for early wrong, 490 
Bone to the nobler part, affects it long ; 

And you are staunch indeed in learning's cause, 

If you can crown a discipline, that draws 
Such mischiefs after it, with much applause. 

Connexion form'd for interest, and endear'd 
By selfish views, thus censur'd and cashier'd. ; 

And emulation, as engcnd’ring hate, 

Boom'd to a no less ignominious fate ; 

The projxs of such proud seminaries fall, 

The Jachin and the? Boaz of them all. 500 

Great schools rejected, then, as those that swell 
Beyond a size that can he manag’d well. 

Shall royal institutions miss the bays, 

And small academies win all the praise ? 

Force not my drift beyond its just intent, 

I praise a school as Pope a government ; 

So take my judgment in his language dress'd— 
“Whate’er is best administer'd is best.” 

Few toys are bom with talents that excel, 

But all are capable of living well ; 510 

Then ask not. Whether limited or large ? 

But, Watch they strictly, or neglect their charge ? 
If anxious only that their toys may Imrn , 

While tmmils languish, a despis'd concern, 

The great and small deserve one common blame, 
Dilfrent in size, but in effect the same. 

Much seal in, virtue's' cause all teachers boast. 
Though motives of mere lucre sway the most; 
Therefore in towns and cities they abound, 

For there the game they seek is easiest found ; 520 
Though there, in spite of all that care can do/ 
Traps” to catch youth are most abundant too. ' 

' If shrewd, and of a welbconsfcructod brain, 

Keen In pursuit, and vigorous to retain, 

Your son come forth' a prodigy of skill ; 

As, wheresoever taught, so form'd, he will ; 

The pedagogue, wi tli self-complacent air, 

Claims mom than half the praise as his due 
share. 

But, if, with all his genius, he betray, 

Not.more intelligent than loom? and gay, 5S0 
Budi vicious 'habits as disgrace his name, 

Threaten Ms health, his fortune, and his fame ; 
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1 Though w t of due reateaiut aloiie have bred , 
The symptoms that yon see with bo ihnch dread ; 
Unenvy’d there, he may sustain alone 
The whole reproach— the fault w ■ all Ms' own f 
Oh 'tie a sight to be with joy perused, 

By all whom sentiment has not abus'd ; 
New-fangled sentiment, the boasted grace 
Of those who never feel in the right place ; 540 

A sight surpass’d by none that we can show, 
Though Yestris on one leg still shine below ; 

A father blest with an ingenuous son— 

Bather, and friend, and tutor, all in one. 

How I— turn again to tales long since forgot, 
iEsop, and Phmdrus, and the rest? — Why not? 

He will not blush that has a father's heart, 

To take in childish plays a childish part ; 

But bends his sturdy back to any toy 
That youth hikes pleasure in, to please his boy : 
Then why resign into a stranger's hand ’ 551 
A task as much within your own command, 

That 0od and nature, and your interest too, 

Seem with one voice to delegate to you? 

Why hire a lodging in a house unknown 
. For one whose tendTest thoughts all hover round 
This second weaning, needless as it is, (your own ? 
How does it lae’rate both your heart and his ! 

Th’ indented stick, that loses day by day 
...Notch after notch, till all are smooth'd away, 500 
Bears witness, long ere his dismission come, 

: With what intense desire he wants his home. 

But, though the joys he hopes beneath your roof 
Bid fair enough to answer in the proof, 

Harmless, and safe, and natural, m they are, 

. A disappointment waits him even there : 

. Arriv'd, he feels an unexpected change ; 

. He blushes, hangs his head, is shy and strange, 

IE? ^nger tak , as once, with fearless ease, 

. rps fav’rite stand between his father’s knees. 570 
: # || seeks the comer of some distant seat, 

£ 1 eyes the door, and watches a retreat, 
i, least familiar where he should be most, 

,••8 a U his happiest privileges lost, 
poor boy !— the natural effect 
a0T ® hy absence chill'd into respect. 

, ^ 7. what accomplishments, at school acquir'd, 
he. to sweeten fruits so undesir'd ? 

WMSWeff. 1-1 well deserv’st alienated son, 

g| 5 ™ 3 conscious heart acknowdedge—none • 
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Hone, that, In thy domestic snug recess, 581 

He' had,, not made 3 ! his own with more address, 
Though some perhaps that shock thy feeling mind, 
And' tetter never learn’d, or left behind 
Add too, that, thus estrang’d, thou canst obtain 
By no kind arte his confidence again ; 

, That here begins with most that long complaint 
'Of filial frankness lost, and love grown faint, 
Which, off neglected, in life’s waning years, 

A' parent' pours into regardless ears. ■■ 590 

Like caterpillars, dangling under, trees 
By slender threads, and swinging in the breeze, 
'Which filthily bewray and sore disgrace 
The boughs in which* are bred th’ unseemly race; 
While ev’ry worm industriously weaves . 

And winds his web about the ■rivelTd* leaves ; 

Bo xmm'rous are the follies that annoy 
The mind and heart of every sprightly boy ; 
Imaginations noxious and perverse. 

Which admonition can alone disperse. 600 

Tli 5 encroaching nuisance asks a faithful hand, 
Patient, affectionate, of high command, 

To check' the procreation of a breed 

Bure to exhaust the plant on which they feed. 

’Tis not enough that Greek or Bom an page, 

At stated hours, his freakish thoughts engage ; 
Ev’n in his pastimes he requires a friend, 

' To warn, and teach him safely to unbend, 

O’er all his pleasures gently to preside, 

Watch his emotions, and. control their tide ; 610 

And, levying thus, and with an easy sway, 

A tax of profit from his very play, 

T impress a value, not to be ©ras’d, 

On moments squandered ' else, and running all to 
waste. 

• And seems it nothing in a father’s eye 
That unimprov’d those many moments fly? 

And is he well content his son should find 
Ho nourishment to feed his growing mind, 

But conjugated verbs and nouns declin'd ? 

For such is all the mental food purvey’d 620 

' By public hacknies 'in, the schooling trade ; 

Who feed a pupil’s intellect with store 
Of syntax, truly,, but with little more ; 

Dismiss their cares when they dismiss their flock— 
Machines themselves, and govern’d by a dock. 
Perhaps a father, blest with any brains. 

Would' deem 'it no abuse, or waste of pains, 
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T Improve tills diet, at no great expense, 

With sav’ry truth and wholesome common, sense ; 
To lead his son, for prospects of delight, 630 

To some not steep, though pMkpphic, height, 
Thence to exhibit to h* wond’mig eyes 
Yon circling worlds, their distance, and their size, 
The moons of Jove, and Saturn’s belted ball, 

And the harmonious order of them all ; 

To show Mm, in an insect or a fiow’r, 

Such microscopic proof of skill and pow'r, 

As, hid from ages past, Clod now displays 
To combat atheists with in modern clays ; 

To spread the earth before him, and commend, 640 
With designation of the finger's end, 

Its various parts to his attentive note, 

Thus bringing home to him the most remote ; 

To teach his heart to glow with gen'xpus dame, 
Caught from the deeds of men of ancient fame ; 
And, more than all, with commendation due, 

To set some living worthy in Ms view, 

Whose fair example may at once inspire 
A wish to copy what he must admire. 

Such knowledge, gain'd betimes, and which appeal’s, 
Though solid, not’ too weighty for his years, 651 
Sweet in itself, and not forbidding sport, 

When health demands it, of athletic sort, 

Would makehim— what some lovely boys have been, 
And more than one, perhaps, that I have seen— 

An evidence and reprehension both 

Of the mere school-boy's lean and tardy growth. 

Art thou a man professionally tied, 

With all thy faculties elsewhere applied, 

Too busy to intend a meaner care 660 

Than how t’ enrich thyself, and next thine heir ; 

Or art thou (as, though rich, perhaps thou art) 

But poor in knowledge, having none t’ impart 
Behold that figure, neat, though plainly dad ; 

His sprightly mingled with a shade of sad ; 

Hot of a nimble tongue, though now ami then 
Heard to articulate like other men ; 

Ho jester, and yet lively in discourse, 

His phrase well chosen, dear, and full of force : 
And Ms addre , if not quite French in ease, 670 
Hot English stiff, but frank, and form’d to please ; 
Low in the world, because he scorns its arts ; 

A man of letters, manners, morals, parts ; 

03T proofs X7S$-m7< 
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U p iron" 'd, and therefore little known ; 

Wi for himself and Ms few friends alo e — 

In Mm thy well-appointed proxy see, 

Arm’d for a work too difficult for thee ; 

Prepar’d by taste, by learning, and true worth, 

To form thy son, to strike his genius forth ; 
Beneath thy roof, beneath thine eye, to prove 680 
The force of discipline when back’d by love ; 

To double all thy pleasure in thy child, 

His mind inform’d, Ms morals undefil’d. 

Safe under such a wing, the boy shall show 
No spots contracted among grooms below, 

Nor taint his speech with meannesses, d ign’d 
By footman Tom for witty and refin'd. 

There, in his commerce with the liv’ried herd, 
Lurks the contagion cMefly to be fear’d ; 

For, since (so fashion dictates) all, who claim 690 
An Mgher than a mere plebeian fame, 

Find it expedient, come what mischief may. 

To entertain a tMef or two in pay, 

(And they that can afford th’ expense of lore, 
Some half a dozen, and some half a score) 

Great cause occurs to save him from a band 
So sure to spoil him, and so near at hand ; 

A point secur’d, if once he be supplied 
With some such Mentor always at his side. 

Are such men rare ? perhaps they would abound 
Were occupation easier to be found, 701 

Were education, else so sure to fail, 

Conducted on a manageable scale. 

And schools, that have out- liv'd all just esteem, 
Exchang’d for the secure domestic scheme.— 

But, having found Mm, be thou duke or earl, 

Show thou hast sense enough to prize the pearl. 
And, as thou would’st th* advancement of thine 
heir 

In all good faculties beneath his care, 

Bespect, as is bnt rational and just, 710 

A man deem’d worthy of so dear a trust. 

Despis’d by thee, what more can he expect 
From youthful folly than the same neglect { 

A fiat and fatal negative obtains. 

That instant, upon all his future pains ; 

His lessons tire, his mild rebukes offend. 

And all th’ instructions of thy son’s best friend 
Are a stream choak’d, or trickling to no end. 

Doom him not then to solitary meals ; 

But recollect that he has sense and feels ; 720 
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And that, possessor of a soul refin’d. 

An upright heart, d cultivated tod, 

H‘ post at mean, his tale to not unknow , 

He d ms it hard to vegetate alone. 

And, if admitted at thy hoard he ‘t, 

Account Mm no just mark for idle wit; 

Offend not him, whom modesty r trains 
From repartee, with jokes that he disdains ; 

Much less transfix his feelings with an oath ; 

Nor frown, unless he vanish with the cloth. — 730 
And, trust me, his utility may reach 
To more than he is hir’d or bound to teach ; 

Much trash unutter’d, and some ills undone, 
Through rev'rence of the censor of thy son. 

But, "if thy table be indeed unclean, 

Foul with exee , and with discourse obscene, 

And thou a wretch, whom, following her old plan, 
The world accounts an honourable man, 

Because forsooth thy courage h been tried 
And stood the test, perhaps on the wrong side ; 740 
Though thou hadst never grace enough to prove 
That ything but vice could win thy love ; — 

Or hast thou a polite, card-playing wife, 

Chain'd to the route that she frequents for life ; 
Who, just when industry begins to snore, 

Fli , wing’d with joy , to some coach-crowded door ; 
And thrice to ev’ry winter throngs thine own 
With half the chariots and sedans in town. 

Thy If meanwhile e’en shifting as thou inay’st ; 
Not very sober though, not very chaste ; — 750 

Or is thine house, though less superb thy rank, 

If not a scene of pleasure, a mere blank, 

And thou at best, and in thy soh’rest mood, 

A trifler vain, and empty of all good 

Though mercy for thyself thou const have none, 

He nature plead, show mercy to thy son. 

Sav’d from his home, where ev’ry day brings forth 
Some mischief fatal to his future worth, 

Find him a better in a distant spot, 

Within some pious pastor’s humble cot, 760 

Where vile example (your’s I chiefly mean, 

The ost seducing and the of t’n t seen) 

May never more be stamp’d upon his breast. 

Not yet perhaps incurably impress’d : — 

Where early rest mak e ly rising sure, 

Disease or com not, or finds easy cure, 

• 750 not ms-1800 : nor 1785-1193, 1803. 
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Prevented much by diet neat and plai ; 

Or, if it enter, 000 starv'd out again 
Where all th’ attention of his faithful host, 
Discreetly limited to two at most, 770 

May rai such fruits as shall reward hjg care, 

And not at last evaporate in air 
Where, stillness aiding study, and his mind 
Serene, and to his duties much inclin’d, 

Not occupied in day-dreams, as at home, 

Of pleasures past, or follies yet to come, 

His virtuous toil may terminate at last 
In settled habit and decided taste.— 

But whom do I advise? the fashion-led, 

Th’ incorrigibly wrong, the deaf, the dead ! 780 

Whom care and cool deliberation suit 
Not better much than spectacles a brute ; 

Who, if their sons some slight tuition share. 

Deem it of no great moment whose, or where ; 

Too proud t’ adopt the thoughts of one unknown, 
And much too gay t’ have any of their own. 

But, courage, man ! methought the muse replied, 
Mankind are various, and the world is wide ■ 

The ostrich, silliest of the feather’d kind, 

And form’d of God without a parent’s mind, 790 
Commits her eggs, incautious, to the dust, 

Forgetful that the foot may crush the trust ; 

And, while on public nurs'ries they rely, 

Not knowing, and too oft not caring, why, 

Irrational i what they thus prefer. 

No few, that would seem wise, rese ble her. 

But all are not alike. Thy warning voice 
May here and there prevent erroneous choice; 

And some perhaps, who, busy as they are, 

Yet make their progeny their dearest care, sou 
rm hearts will ache, once told what ills mav reach 

Their offspring, left upon so wild a beach) * 

Will need no stress of argument i* enforce 
Th’ expedience of a less Mvent’rous con^e : 

The rest will shghfc thy counsel, or condemn ; 

Bot they have human feeling's — torn to them 
_ To y° u , then, tenants of life’s middle state 
Securely plac'd between the small and great, 

in °!?.- c ^ ara f te:r , yet ’“debauch’d, retains 
iwo thirds of all the virtue that remains, 810 

3 S! yonra ® Ives ’ desiro your sons should learn 
scour wisdom d your ways— to you I turn. 

r 00 * round you on a world perverselv blind : 

See what contempt is fall’n on human la d; 
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"See wealth bm% ddigniti misplac'd. 

Great titles, offices, d trusts disgrac'd, 

Long Hues of ancestry, renown'd of old, 

■Their noble qualities all quench'd and cold ; 

See Bedlam's clo tted and hand-cuffed charge 
Surpass'd in frenzy by the mad at large ; 820 

See great commanders making war a trade, 

Great lawyers, lawyers without study made ; 
Churchmen, in whose esteem them blest employ 
Is odious, and their wages all their joy, 

Who, far enough from furnishing their shelves 
With gospel lore, turn infidels themselves ; 

See womanhood despis'd, and manhood sham'd 
With infamy too nauseous to.be nam'd, ; 

Fops at all corners, lady-like in mien, 

Civeted fellows, smelt ere they are seen ; 830 

Else coarse and rude in manners, and their tongue 
On fire with curses, and with nonsense hung, 

Now flush'd with drunk'ness, now with whoredom 
Their breath a sample of I t night's regale ; [pale, 
See volunteers in ah the vilest arts, 

Men well endow'd, of honourable parts. 

Design'd by nature wise, but self-made fools ; 

All these, and more like these, were bred at schools I 
And, if it chance, as sometimes chance it will, 

That, though school-bred, the boy be virtuous still ; 
Such rare exceptio ’ shining in the dark, 841. 
Prove, rather than impeach, the just remark ; 

As, here and there a twinkling star descried 
Serves but to show how black is all beside. 

Now look on him, whose very voice in tone 
Just echoes thine, whose features are thine own. 
And stroke his polish'd cheek of purest red, 

, And lay thine hand upon his flaxen head, 

And say— My hoy, tir unwelcome hour is come, 
When thou, transplanted from thy genial home, 
.Must find a colder soil and bleaker air, 1 851 

And trust for safety to a stranger's care ; 

What character, what turn, thou wilt assume 
Prom constant converse with l know not whom * 
Who there will courtthy friendship, with what views, 
And, art! thou art, whom thou wilt choose ; 
Thou h much depends on what thy choice shall be. 
Is all eh ce-medley, . d unknown to me,— 

C ’st thou, the tear just trembling on thy lids. 
And while the dreadful risque foreseen forbids ; 860 

brntlSOOiSm), 
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Free, too, and under no constraining force, 

Unless the sway of custom warp thy course ; 

Lay such a stake upon the losing side, 

Merely to gratify so blind a guide ? 

Thou can’st not ! Nature, pulling at thine heart, 
Condemns th’ unfatherly, th' imprudent part. 

Thou would’st not, deaf to Nature's tend 'rest plea, 
Turn him adrift upon a rolling sea, 

Nor say, Go thither , conscious that there lay 
A brood of asps, or quicksands in his way ; 870 

Then, only govern'd by the self-same rule 
Of nat’ral pity, send him not to school. 

No— guard him better. Is he not thine own, 
Thyself in miniature, thy flesh, thy tone? 

And hop’st thou not ('tis ev'rv father's hope) 

That, since thy strength must with thy years 
elope, 

And thou wilt need some comfort to assuage 
Health’s last farewell, a staff of thine okl age, 

That then, in recompense of all thy cares, 

Thy child shall show respect to thy gray hairs, 880 
Befriend thee, of all other friends bereft, 

And give thy life its only cordial left ? 

Aware then how much danger intervenes, 

To compass that good end, forecast the means. 

His heart, now passive, yields to thy command ; - 
Secure it thine, its key is in thine hand. 

If thou desert thy charge, and threw it wide, 

Nor heed what guests there enter and abide, 
Complain not if attachments lewd and base 
Supplant thee in it, and usurp thy place. guo 

But, if thou guard its sacred chambers sure 
From vicious inmates and delights impure, 

Either his gratitude shall hold him fast, 

And. keep him warm and filial to the last ; 

Or, if he prove unkind (as who can say 
But, being man, and therefore frail, ho may?) 

One comfort yet shall cheer thine aged heart— 
Howe’er he slight thee, thou hast done thv part. 

Oh barb’rous 1 would’st thou with a Gothic hand 
Pull down the schools— what .'—all the schools i' 
th’ land; 90 d 

Or throw them up to liv'ry-nags and grooms, 

Or turn them into shops and auction rooms? 

A captious question, sir, (and your’s is one) 

Deserves an answer similar, or none. 


it. I. in 1800 {Svg). 
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Would’st thou, possessor of a flock, e ploy 
(Appriz’d that he is such) a careless boy, 

And feed Mm well, and give Mm handsome pay, 
Merely to sleep, and let them run tray? 

Survey our schools and colleg , and see 
A sight not much unlike my simile. 910 

From education, as the leading cause, 

The public character its colour draws ; 

Thence the prevailing manners take their cast. 
Extravagant or sober, loose or chaste. 

And, though I would not advertise them yet, 

Nor write on each --This Building to be Let, 

Unless the world were ail prepar’d t’ embrace 
A plan well worthy to supply their place ; 

Yet, backward they are, and long have been, 

To cultivate and keep the orals clean, 920 

(Forgive the crime) I wish them, I confess, 

Or better manag’d, or encourag’d less. 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS 

VERSES 

WRITTEN AT RATH ON FINDING THE HEEL 
OF A SHOE 

[Written 1748. Published by Hay ley, 3803, and by Johnson, 1813. 1 

Fortune t I thank thee : gentle Goddess ! thanks ! 
Not that my muse, tho’ hashful, shall deny 
She would have thank’d thee rather, hadst thou east 
A treasure in her way ; for neither meed 
Of early breakfast, to dispel the fumes 
And bowel-raking pains of emptiness, 

Nor noon-tide feast, nor ev’ning's cool repast, 
Hopes she from this— presumptuous, — tho’, per- 
haps, 

The cobbler, leather-carving artist, might l 
Nathless she thanks thee, and accepts thy boon, 10 
Whatever, not as erst the fabled cock. 
Vain-glorious fool, unknowing what he found. 
Spurn’d the rich gem thou gav’st him. Wherefore 
ah! 

Why not on me that favour, f worthier sure !) 
Conferr’dst thou, Goddess ? Thou art blind, thou 
say At : 

Enough ! — Thy blindness shall excuse the deed. 

Nor does my muse no benefit exhale 
From this thy scant indulgence, — even here 
Hints, worthy sage philosophy, are found ; 
Illustrious liints to moralize my song ! 20 

This pond’rous Heel of perforated hide 
Compact, with pegs indented, many a row, 

Haply (for such its massy form bespeaks) 

The weighty tread of some rude peasant down 
Upbore : on this supported oft he stretch'd, 

With uncouth strides, along the furrow’d glebe, 
Flatt’ning the stubborn clod, till cruel time, 

(What will not cruel rime ?) on a wry step, 

Sever’d the strict cohesion ■ when, alas ! 

He, who could erst with even equal pace 30 

Pursue his destin’d way with symmetry 
And some proportion form’d, now, on one side. 
Curtail’d and maim’d, the sport of vagrant boys. 
Cursing his frail supporter, treach’rous prop. 
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With toilsome steps, and difficult, moves on I 
Tims fares it '.oft .with other than the feet 
Of' humble villager the statesman thus, 

Up the steep road, where proud ambition leads, 
Aspiring first uninterrupted winds 
His prosperous way ; nor fears miscarriage foul, 40 
While policy prevails, and friends prove true : 

But that support soon failing, by him, left 
On whom he most depended, basely left, 

Betray’d, deserted, from his airy height 
Head-long he falls ; and thro' the rest of life 
Brags the dull load of disappointment on. 


PSALM CXXXVII 

[Written {?). Published by Croft, 1835,] 

To Babylon’s proud waters brought, 
In bondage where we lay, 

With tears on Sion's Hill w© thought, 
And sigh'd our hours away ; 
Neglected on the willows hung' 

Our useless harps, while ev’ry tongue 
Bewail'd the fatal day. 

Then did the base insulting foe 
Borne joyous notes demand, 

Such as in Sion used to flow 
From Judah's happy band — 

Alas ! what joyous note have we, 

Our country spoilt, no longer free, 
And in a foreign land ? 


Oh Solyrna ! if e'er thy praise 
Be silent in my song/ 

Rude and impfeasing be the lays, 
And artless be my tongue ! 

Thy name my fancy still employs : 
To the©, great fountain of my -joys 
My sweetest airs belong. ’ 




28 
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Thou too, great Babylon, shalt fall 
A victim to our God ; 

Thy monstrous crimes already call 
For Heav’n’s chastising rod. 

Happy who shall thy little ones 
Eelentless dash against the stones, 

And spread their limbs abroad. 35 

SONG 

[Written (?). Published by Croft, 1895.1 
No more shall hapless Celia's ears 
Be flatter’d with the cries 
Of lovers drown’d in floods of tears, 

Or murder'd by her eyes ; 

No serenades to break her rest, 

Nor songs her slumbers to molest, 6 

With my fa, la, la. 

The fragrant flowers that once would bloom 
And flourish in her hair, 

Since she no longer breathes perfume 
Their odours to repair, 

Must fade, alas ! and wither now, 

As plac’d on any common brow, i:> 

With my fa, la, la. 

Her lip, so winning and so meek, 

No longer has its charms ; 

As well she might by whistling seek 
To lure ua to her arms ; 

Affected once, ’tis real now, 

As her forsaken gums may show, 20 

With my fa, la, la. 

The down that on her chin so smooth 
So lovely once appear’d, 

That, too, has left her with her youth, 

Or sprouts into a beard ; 

As fields, so green when newly sown, 

With stubble stiff are overgrown, 27 

With my fa, la, la, 

Then, Celia, leave your apish tricks, 

And change your girlish airs. 

For ombre, snuff, and polities, 

Those joys that suit your years ; 

No patches can lost youth recal, 

Nor whitewash prop a tumbling wall, 34 
With my fa, la, la. 

s£$7!'Jn£7%7*^ s * u * ,,s sh4U Crwt -w-sof 


A SONG 

[Written (?). Published by Croft, 1825.] 

On the green margin of the brook 
Despairing Phyllida reclin’d, 

Whilst ev’ry sigh and ev’ry look 
Declar’d the anguish of her mind. 4 

Am I less lovely then ? (she cries, 

And in the waves her form survey’d ;) 

Oh yes, I see my languid eyes, 

My faded cheek, my colour fled : 

These eyes no more like light'ning pierc'd, 

These cheeks grew pale when Damon first 
His Phyllida betray’d. 11 

The rose he in Ms bosom wore, 

How oft upon my breast was seen ! 

And when I kiss’d the drooping flow r. 

Behold, he cried, it blooms again ! 

The wreaths that bound my braided hair, 

Himself next day was proud to wear 
At church or on the green. 18 

While thus sad Phyllida lamented, 

Chance brought unlucky Thyrsis on ; 

Unwillingly the nymph consented. 

But Damon first the cheat begun. 

She wip’d the fall’n tears away. 

Then sigh’d and blush'd, as who should say 
Ah ! Thyrsis, I am won. 25 


AN EPISTLE TO ROBERT LLOYD, ESQ. 

[Written 1754. Published by Hayley, 1808, and by 
Johnson, 1815.] 

Tis not that I design to rob 
Thee of thy birthright, gentle Bob, 

For thou art bora sole heir, and single, 

Of dear Mat Prior’s easy jingle ; 

Nor that I mean, while thus I knit 
My thread-bare sentiments together, 

To show my genius or my wit, 

When God and you know I have neither ; 

Or such, as might be better shown 

By letting poetry alone. 10 

’Tis not 'with either of these views. 

That I presume t’ address the Muse : 

23 She Southey : He Croft. 
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But to divert a fierce banditti 
(Sworn foes to ev'ry thing that ’s witty), 

That, with a black infernal train, 

Make cruel inroads in my brain. 

And daily threaten to drive thence 
My little garrison of sense : 

The fierce banditti, which I mean. 

Are gloomy thoughts led on by Spleen. 20 
Then there’s another reason yet, 

Which is, that I may fairly quit 
The debt, which justly became due 
The moment when I heard from you • 

And you might grumble, crony mine, 

If paid in any other coin ; 

Since twenty sheets of lead, God knows, 

(I would say twenty sheets of prose,) 

Can ne'er be deem'd worth half so much 
As one of gold, and yam's was such. 30 

Thus, the preliminaries settled, 

I fairly find myself pitch-kettled 1 ; 

And cannot see, though few see better. 

How I shall hammer out a letter. 

First, for a thought— since all agree— 

A thought— I have it— let me see— 

’Tis gone again— plague on’tl I thought 
I had it — but I have it not. 

Dame Gurtou thus, and Hodge her son, 

That useful thing, her needle”, gone, fit 

Bake well the cinders— sweep the floor. 

And sift the dust behind the door; 

While eager Hodge beholds the prize 
In old Grimalkin’s glaring eyes ; 

And Gammer finds it on her knees 
In every shining straw she sees. 

This simile were apt enough ; 

But I’ve another, critic-proof ! 

The virtuoso thus, at, noon, 

Broiling beneath a July sun. ;,o 

The gilded butterfly pursues 

O’er hedge and ditch, through gaps and mews ; 

And after many a vain essay 

To captivate the tempting prey. 

Gives him at length the lucky pat. 

And has him safe beneath his hat : 


* Pitch-kettled, & favourite phitM at the time when thi» 

cfi! * ** was written, ex'prwMsive of bein# jmz/.Jed, or in the 
Spectator's time, would have btm called bambooded till 
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Then lifts it gently from the ground ; 

But ah ! 'tis lost as soon as found ; 

Culprit Ms liberty regains ; , 

Flits out of sight and mocks his pains. 

The sense was dark ; ’twas therefore fit 
With simile t’ illustrate it ; 

But as too much obscures the sight, 

As often as too little light. 

We liave our similes cut short, 

For ma tters of more grave import. 

That Matthew’s numbers run with ease 
Each man of common-sense agrees ; 

All men of common-sense allow, 

That Robert's lines are easy too ; 

Where th en the preference shall we place 
Or how do justice in this case ? 

Matthew, (says Fame) with endless pains 
Smooth’d and refin’d the meanest strain* ; 
Nor suffer’d one ill-chosen rhyme 
T’ escape him, at the idlest time ; 

And thus o’er all a lustre cast, 

That, while the language lives, shall last. 
An’t please your Ladyship, (quoth 1, 

For ’tis my business to reply ;) 

Sure so much labour, so much toil, 
Bespeak at least a stubborn soil. 

Theirs he the laurel- wreath decreed. 

Who both write well and write full-speed 
Who throw their Helicon about 
As freely as a conduit spout ! 

Friend Robert, thus like ehien $$amnt, 
Lets fall a poem en passant, 

Nor needs his genuine ore refine ; 

’Tis ready polish’d from the mine. 


[Written (?). Published by Croft. 1825.1 

Mortals! around your destin’d heads 
Thick fly the shafts of death. 

And lo ! the savage spoiler spreads 
A thousand toils beneath. 

In vain we trifle with our fate, 

Try every art in vain ; 

At best we but prolong the date, 

And lengthen out our pain. 

2 Thick Southey : Which Croft. 
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Fo ' dly we think all clanger fled, 

' For death is ever nigh ; 

Outstrips our unavailing speed, 

Or meets us as we fly. 

Thus the wreck'd mariner may strive 
Some desert shore to gain, 

Secure of, life if he survive 
The fury of the main : 16 

But there, to fa, mine doom'd a prey. 

Finds the mistaken wretch ! 

He hut escap'd the troubled sea, 

, To perish on the beach. - 

Since then in vain we strive to guard 
Our frailty from the foe ; 

Lord, let me live not unprepar'd 
To meet the fatal blow ! 24 

OF HIMSELF 

[Written 1752. Published by Croft. 1825, This and the next 
eighteen poems, aw concerned with Oowperis attachment to 
IMiv hia cousin Iheociom CowperJ 

William was once a bashful youth, 

His modesty was such, 

That one might say (to say the truth) 

He rather had too much, 

Some said that it was want of sense. 

And others,' want of spirit, 

■ (So. blest a thing is impudence,) 

■While others could ' ot bear it S 

But some a different notion had, 

, . And at each other winking, 

Observ'd that though he little said, 

He paid it off with thinking. 

Howe'er, it happen'd, by degrees, 

He mended and grew perter, 

In company was more at ease, 

And dress’d a little smarter : 1 $ 

Nay, now and then would look quite gay, 

As other people do; 

■ And sometimes said, or tried to say, 

A witty thing or so. 

, He eyed the women, and made free 
To comment on their shapes, 

So that there was, or seem'd to be. 

No fear of; a relapse. 

Of Brn& tuagwU .two. 


24 
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The women said, who thought him rough, 

But now no longer foolish, 

The creature may do well enough. 

But wants a deal of polish. 

At length, improv’d from head to heel, 

’Twere scarce too much to say, 

No dancing bear -was so genteel, 

Or half so degage. 32 

Now, that a miracle so strange 
May not in vain be shown, 

Let the dear maid who wrought the change 
E’er claim him for her own. 


THE SYMPTOMS OF LOVE 

[Written 1752 (?). Published by Croft, 1825.3 
Would my Delia know if I love, let her take 
My last thought at night, and the first when I wake ; 
With my prayers and best wishes preferr'd for her 
sake. 

Let her guess what I muse on, when rambling alone 
I stride o’er the stubble each day with my gun. 
Never ready to shoot till the covey is flown. 6 

Let her thinkwhat odd whimsies I have in my brain, 
When I read one page over and over again, 

And discover at last that I read it in vain. 

Let her say why so fix’d and so steady my look, 
Without ever regarding the person who spoke. 

Still affecting to laugh. without hearing the joke. 12 

Or why when with pleasure her praises I hear, 
(That sweetest of melody sure to my ear) 

I attend, and at once inattentive appear. 

And lastly, when summon’d to drink to my flame. 
Let her guess why I never once mention her name, 1 7 
Though herself and the woman I love are the same. 

AN APOLOGY 

FOR NOT SHOWING HER WHAT I HAD WROTE 
[Written at CatHeld, July, 1752. Published by Croft, 1825.) 
Did not my muse (what can she less ?» 
Perceive her own unworthiness, 

Could she by some well chosen theme, 

But hope to merit your esteem, 

She would not thus conceal her lays. 
Ambitions to deserve your praise, 

Til E>r) E’en mgg. Bruct, adopted kg Bailry. 
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But should my Delia take offence, 

And frown on her impertinence. 

In silence, sorrowing and forlorn. 

Would the despairing trifler mourn, 10 

Curse her ill-tun’d, unpleasing lute, 

Then sigh and sit for ever unite. 

In secret, therefore, let her play, 
Squand’ring her idle notes away ; 

In secret as she chants along, 

Cheerful and careless in her song ; 

Nor heed she whether harsh or clear, 

Free from each terror, ev’ry fear, 

From that, of all most dreaded, free, 

The terror of offending Thee. 20 


[Written at the same place, 1752. Published by Croft, 1825.] 

Delia, th' unkindest girl on earth, 

When I besought the fair, 

That favour of intrinsic worth, 

A ringlet of her hair,— 

Refus’d that instant to comply 
With my absurd request, 

For reasons she could specify. 

Some twenty score at least. 8 

Trust me. my dear, however odd 
It may appear to say, 

I sought it merely to defraud 
Thy spoiler of his prey. 

Yet, when its sister locks shall fade. 

As quickly fade they must, 

When all their beauties are decay'd, 

Their gloss, their colour, lost, 16 

Ah then ! if haply to my share 
Some slender pittance fall, 

If I but gain one single hair, 

Nor age usurp them all 

When you behold it still as sleek, 

As lovely to the view, 

As when it left thy snowy neck— 

That Eden where it grew— 24 

Then shall my Delia's self declare, 

That I profess'd the truth, 

And have preserv’d my little share 
In everlasting youth . 

A nalogy. — Vi heed] heedn Sautiu'y. Delia.-— Vi Yeti Yes Jiruct, 
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{Written at the same place, 175a Published by Croft, 1825. ] 

Th ev'ning, Delia, you and I 
Have manag’d most delightfully, 

For with a frown we parted ; 

Having contrived some trifle that 
We both may be much troubled at, 

And sadly disconcerted. 6 

Yet well as each perform’d their part, 

We might perceive it was but art, 

And that we both intended 
To sacrifice a little ease ; 

For all such petty flaws as the 
Are made but to be mended. 12 

You knew, Dissembler ! all the while, 

How sweet it was to reconcile 
After this heavy pelt ; 

That we should gain by this allay 
When next we met, and laugh away 
The care we never felt, ’ 18 

Happy ! when we but seek t’ endure 
A little pain, then find a cure 
By double joy requited ; 

For friendship, like a sever’d bone, 

Improves and joins a stronger tone 
When aptly reunited. 24 


AN ATTEMPT AT THE MANNER OF WALLER 

[Written at Drayton, March 1753. Published by Croft, 1825.] 
Did not thy reason and thy sense, 

With meat persuasive eloquence, 

Convince me that obedience due 
None may so justly claim you, 

By right of beauty you would be 

Mistr o’er my heart and me. 6 

Then fear not I should eer rebel, 

My gentle love ! I might as well 
A forward peevishness put on, 

And quarrel with the mid-day sun ; 

Or question who ave him right 
To be so fiery and so bright. 12 

53 joins] gains Brum . 
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N y t this, weir© 1 , s absurd and vain 
Than disobedience to thy reign : 

H* beams are often too vere ; 

Rut thou art mild, as thou art fair ; 

First from necessity we own your sway, 17 
Then scorn our freedom, and by choice obey. 

A BONG 

[Written {?}. Published by Croft, 3825.] 

The sparkling eye, the mantling cheek., 

The polish’d front, the snowy neck, 

How seldom we behold in one I 
Glossy locks, and brow serene, 

Venus’ smiles, Diana’s mien, 

All meet in you, and you alone. ‘ 6 

Beauty, like other pow’rs, maintains 
Her empire, and by union reign s ; 

Each single feature faintly warms, 

Rut where at once we view display’d 
Unblemish’d grace, the perfect maid 
Our eyes, our ears, our heart alarms. 1 2 

' So when on earth the God of day 

■ Obliquely sheds Ms temper'd ray, 

■ ’ Through convex orbs the beams transmit, 
The beams that gently warm’d before, 
Collected, gently warm no more. 

But glow with more prev ling heat* ■ 18 

UPON A VENERABLE RIVAL 

(Written Published fey Croft, 18251 

Full thirty frosts since thou wart young 
Have chill’d the wither’d grove, 

Thou wretch f and hast thou, liv'd so long, 

Nor yet forgot to love ? 

Ye Sages ! spite of your pretences 
To wisdom, you must own 
Your folly frequently commences 
When you acknowledge none, 8' 

Not that I deem it weak to love. 

Or folly to admire, 

But ah ! the pangs' we lovers prove 
' Far other years require. 

Sony -4 Qkmytimiihey $ Gloat*}' 
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Unheeded on the youthful brow 
The hm of Phoebus play, 

But unsupported Age stoops low 
Beneath the sultry ray. 16 

For once, then, if untutored youth, 

Youth unapprov'd by years, 

May chance to deviate into truth, 

When your experience errs ; 

For once attempt not to despise 
What I esteem a rule : 

Who early loves, though young, is wise— 

Who old, though grey, a fool. • 24 


WRITTEN IN A QUARREL. 

THE DELIVERY OF IT PREVENTED BY A 
RECONCILIATION 

[Written 1753 {?}. Published hy Croft, 1825.3 

' Think, Delia, with what cruel haste 
Our fleeting pleasures move, 

• Nor heedless thus in sorrow waste 
The moments due to love* 

Be wise, my fair, and gently treat 
These few that are our friends-, 

Think, thus abus'd, what sad regret 
Their speedy flight attends ! 8 

Sure in those eyes I lov'd so well, 

And wish'd so long to see, 

Anger I thought could never dwell, 

Or anger aim'd at me. 

No bold offence of mine I knew 
Should e'er provoke your hate ; 

And, rly taught to think you true, 

Still hop'd a gentler fate. 16 

With kindn bless the present hour. 

Or oh ! we meet in vain ! ■ 

What can we do in absence more 
Than suffer and complain f 

Fated to ills beyond redress, 

We must endure our woe ; . 

The days allow'd us to possess. 

. 'Tis madness to forego. 24 
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[Written 1753 (?). Published by Croft, 1825,] 
see where the Thames, the purest stream 
That wavers* to the noon-day beam. 

Divides the vale below : 

While like a vein of liquid ore 
His waves enrich the happy shore. 

Still shining as they flow. 6 

Nor yet, my Delia, to the main 
Runs the sweet tide without a stain, 

Unsullied as it seems : 

The nymphs of many a sable flood 
Deform with streaks of oozy mud 
The bosom of the Thames. 12 

Some idle rivulets, that feed 
And suckle ev'ry noisome weed, 

A sandy bottom Iroast : 

For ever bright, for ever clear. 

The trifling shallow rills appear 
In their own channel lost. 18 

Thus fares it with the human soul. 

Where copious floods of passion roll, 

By genuine love supplied : 

Fair in itself the current shows. 

But ah ! a thousand anxious woes 
Pollute the noble tide. 24 

These are emotions known to few ; 

For where at most a vap'ry dew 
Surrounds the tranquil heart, 

Then, as the triflers never prove 
The glad excess of real love. 

They never prove the smart . 30 

Oh then, my life, at last relent, 

Though cruel the reproach I sent, 

My sorrow was unfeign’d : 

Your passion, had I lov’d you not. 

You might have scorn’d, renoune d, forgot. 
And I had ne’er complain’d. 36 

While you indulge a groundless fear, 

Th’ imaginary woes you bear 
Are real woes to me : 

But thou art kind, and good thou art. 

Nor wilt, by wronging thine own heart. 
Unjustly punish me. 42 

II 1>f arm Sovih^r, IMnrm’d f 'nfl. 
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[Written (!). Publinhed by Croft. 1AK ] 

How blest the youth whom Fate ordaina 
A kind relief from all his pains. 

In some admired fair; ■ 

Whose teudrest wishes find express'd 
Their own resemblance in her breast 
Exactly copied there. _ 6 

Wliat good soe’er the Gods dispense, 

Th’ enjoyment of its influence 
Still'on her love depends ; 

Her lore the shield that guards his heart, 

Or wards the blow, or blunts the dart. 

That peevish Fortune sends. 12 

Thus, Delia, while thy love endures. 

The flame my happy breast secures 
From Fortune’s fickle pow’r ; 

Change as she list, she may increase, 

But not abate my happiness. 

Confirm'd by thee before. 18 

This while I share her smiles with thee, 
Welcome, my love, shall ever be 
The favours she bestows ; 

Yet not on those I found my bliss, 

But m the noble ecstasies 
The faithful bosom knows, 24 

And when she prunes her wings for flight, 

And flutters nimbly from my sight, 

Contented I resign 
Wkate'er she gave ; thy love alone 
I can securely call my own, 

Happy while that is mine. 30 


, "■ 'ATVe* 

SUPPOSED TO BE WRITTEN ON THE MARRIAGE 
OF A FRIEND 

{Written©. Publbbed by Croft, 1835.] 

Thod magic lyre, whose fascinating sound 
Seduc’d the savage monsters from their cave. 
Drew rocks and trees, and forms uncouth around. 
And bade wild Hebrus hush his list 'ning wave'; 
No more thy undulating warblings flow 
O’er Thracian wilds of everlasting snow ! ti 

Awake to sweeter sound*, thou magic lyre, 

: And paint a lover's bliss— a lover » pain .! 

Far nobler triumphs now. thy notea inspire,— 

find smkff'i 4htdr(Vtjft. ■ wit*. 
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For see, Euridice attends thy strain ; 

Her smile, a prize beyond the conjuror’s aim— 
Superior to the cancell'd breath of fame. 12 

From her sweet brow to chase the gloom of care, 
To check that tear that dims the beaming eye, 

To hid her heart the rising sigh forbear. 

And flush her orient cheek with brighter joy, 

In that dear breast soft sympathy to move. 

And touch the springs of rapture and of love ! IS 

Ah me ! how long bewilder’d and astray, 

Lost and benighted, did my footsteps rove, 

Till, sent by heav’n to cheer my pathless way, 

A star arose — the radiant star of love. 

The God propitious join'd our willing hands, 

And Hymen wreath'd us in Ms rosy bands. 24 

Yet not the beaming eye, or placid brow. 

Or golden tresses, hid the subtle dart; 

To charms superior far than those I bow. 

And nobler worth enslaves my vanquish’d heart ; 
The beauty, elegance, and grace combin’d, 29 
Which beam transeendant from that angel mind ; 

While vulgar passions — meteors of a day, 

Expire before the chilling blasts of age, 

Our holy flame, with pure and steady ray, 

Its glooms shall brighten, and its pangs assuage ; 
By Virtue (sacred vestal) fed, shall shine, 35 

And warm our fainting souls with energy divine. 


ON HER ENDEAVOURING TO CONCEAL 
HER GRIEF AT PARTING 

(Written 1754 (?). Published by Croft, 1825.1 

Ah ! wherefore should my weeping maid suppress 
Those gentle signs of tuidissembled woe? 

When from soft love proceeds the deep distress, 

Ah ! why forbid the willing tears to flow ? 

Since for my sake each dear- translucent drop 
Breaks forth, best witness of thy truth sincere, 
My lips should drink the precious mixture up, 

And, ere it falls, receive the trembling tear. 8 
Trust me, these symptoms of thy faithful heart, 

In absence, shall my dearest hopes sustain, 

Delia ! since such thy sorrow that we part, 

Such when we meet thy joy shall be again. 

SI mif Bruce ; **y Croft. 
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Hard is that heart and unsubdued by love 
That feels no pain, nor ever heaves a agh, 

Such hearts the fiercest passions only prove, 

Or freeze in cold insensibility. 16 

Oh ! then indulge thy grief, nor fear to tell 
The gentle source from whence thy sorrows flow ! 
Nor think it weakness when we love to feel. 

Nor think it weakness what we feel to show. 


[Written at Berkhamsttwl 1754(?1. Published by Cruft, ISZ'i.] 
Bio adieu, my sad heart, bid adieu to thy jxsaee, 
Thy pleasure is past, and thy sorrows increase*; 

See the shadows of ev'ning how far they extend. 
And a long night is coming, that never may end ; 
For the sun is now set that enliven'd the scene, 
And an age must be past ere it rases again. K 

Already depriv’d of its splendour and heat. 

1 feel thee more slowly , more heavily beat : 
Perhaps overstrain'd with the quick pulse of plea- 
sure, 

Thou art glad of this respite to beat at thy leisure ; 
But the sigh of distress shall now weary thee more 
Than the flutter and tumult of passion before. .12 

The heart of a lover is never at rest. 

With joy overwhelm’d, or with sorrow oppress’d : 
When Delia is near, all is ecstasy then, 

And I even forget I must lose her again : 

When absent, as wretched as happy before, 
Despairing I cry, I shall see her no" more. 18 

WRITTEN AFTER LEAVING HER AT 
NEW BURNS 

[Written at Berkhamstead 1751 £?>. Publitshcd l.y Croft, 1S£>. J 

How quick the change from joy to woe, 

How chequer’d is our lot below’ ! 

Seldom we view the prospect fair ; 

Dark clouds of sorrow, pain, and care, 

(Some pleasing intervals between,! 

Scowl over more than half the scene. 

Last week with Delia, gentle maid ! 

Far hence in happier fields I stray’d. 

While on her dear enchanting tongue 
Soft sounds of grateful welcome hung. 10 
For absence had withheld it long. 
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Welcome my long-lout love, she mid, 

E’er since our adverse fates decreed 
That we must part, and I must mourn 
Till once more blest by thy return, 

Love, on, whose influence 1 relied 
For all the transports 1 enjoy'd. 

Has play'd the cruel tyrants part, 

And turn'd tormentor to my heart ; 

But let me hold thee to my breast, 20 

Dear partner of my joy 'and rest, 

And not a pain, and not a fair. 

Or anxious doubt, shall enter there.--- 
Happy, thought I, the favour'd youth, 

Blest with such uiidissembled truth 
Five suns successive rose and set, 

And saw no monarch in his state, 

Wrapt in the blaze of majesty, 

So free from every care as I,- - 

Next day the scene was overcast, ;ju 

Such day till then I never pass'd,— 

For on that day, relentless fate ! 

Delia and I must separate. 

Yet ere we look'd our hist farewell. 

From her clear lips this comfort fell 
M Fear not that time, where'er wo rove, 

Or absence, shall abate my love." 

And can I doubt, my charming maid ! 

As imsmeere what you have said 't 
Banish'd from thee to what I hate, 40 

Dull neightaurs and insipid chat, 

No joy to cheer me, none in view, 

But the dear hope of meeting you , 

And that through passion's optic seen. 

With ages interpos'd between,— 

Blest with the kind support yon give, . 

Tis by your promis'd truth I live ; 

How deep my woes, how fierce my flame, 

Ton best may toll, who feel the same,, 


R. S. 8. 

[Written 1755 ft). Published hy Croft, 1825,1 

All* w orshi pp'd Gold ! thou mighty mystery 1 
Say by what name shall 1 address thee rather. 
Our blessing, or our bane ? without thy aid, 
The genVoue pangs of . pity but distress 

; * 2 $ wst-Stouthty : mA-Crtrfl, 


with virtue wnen 

m ' mV ix»m unperoeiv <1 there Im k 10 , 

ftedKn seeds <>t &v'nm or ambition, 

SS£8* y «■»> 

But lei the 8»» r fSlr ’ 

That to my Delw. 1 < , HV «. 

The worthiest object «f » ^^JSSS Li ' * , 1 ,, 

Ah * to Home distant scene. « idling «*i«? 

F ,in tiu* wild uproar of this bmy world, 

W w ft my fate with Delia to retire ; 

W th her to wander through the sylvan shade, 
£S morn. or o'er the moss unbn.wned turf 20 
When*. Meat as the prime mrente of mankind 
In their own Men, we would envy none; 

But greatly pitying whom the world .-alls happy, 
Gently spin out the silken thread of hfe ; 
mile front her lips attentive 1 mwivo 
The tead’rest dictate of the purest thont , 

And from her eves (where soft cwmplawaco ate 
Illumin'd with the radiant beams of mmn 
Tranquillity beyond a monarch « ws -» • 






‘IN THESE SAD HOURS'* 281 

Thy arm rapports. ’ ■ e to the fountain's brink, 11 
Where, by some secret i ww’r forbid to drink, 
Gasping with thirst, I view the tempting flood 
That flies my touch, or thickens into mud, 

'Till thine own hand immerg'd the goblet dips, 

And bears it streaming to my burning lips ; 

There 'bom© aloft on Fancy's wing we fly, 

Like souls embodied to their native sky ; 

.Now ev’ry rock, .each mountain, disappears, 

And the round earth an even surface wears ; 20 

When lo ! the force of .some resistless weight 
'Bears me straight down from that pernicious height ; 
Parting, in vain our struggling arms we close ; 
Abhorred forms, dire phantoms interpose ; 

With trembling voice on thy lov’d name I call, 

And gulphs yawn ready to receive my fall ; 

From these fallacious 'visions of distress 
1 wake ; nor are my real sorrows less. 

Thy absence, Bella ! heightens every ill, 

.And gives een trivial pains the pow’r to MIL 30 
Oh ! wert thou near me ; yet that wish forbear I 
*Tw ere vain, my love— ’twere vain to wish thee near; 
Thy tender heart would heave with anguish too, 
And by partaking but increase my woe. 

Alone I’ll grieve, till, gloomy sorrow past, 

Health, like the cheerful day-spring, comes at last — 
Gomes fraught with bliss to banish ©v’ry pain, 
Hope, joy, and peace, and Bella in her train I 


TO DELIA 

[.Written 1755. Published h$ Croft, m%) 

Me to whatever state the Gods assign, 

Believe, my love, whatever state be mine, 

Ne’er shall my breast one anxious sorrow know, 
Ne’er shall my heart confess a real woe? ; 

If to thy share heav’ns choicest blessings fall, 

As thou hast virtue to deserve them all. 

Yet vain,, alas ,! that idle hope would he 
That builds on happiness remote from thee, 

, Oh I may thy charms, whatever our fate decrees, 
Please, ,as they must, but let them only please— 10 
Not like the sun with. equal influence shine, ■ 

. Nor warm with transport any heart but mine. 

Ye who from wealth tlr ill-grounded title boast 
To claim whatever beauty charms you most ; 

Ye sons of fortune, who consult alone 
. Her parents’ will , regardless of 'her own, 

; , ■ 1.7 Then*,} Then Balky* 



Know tfa t a love like ours, a genro flams, 

No wealth can purchase, and no j>ow’r reclaim. 

The uTs affection can be only given 
Rree, unextorted, the grace of heaven. 20 

Is there whose faithful bosom can endure 
Pangs fierce as mine, nor ever hope a cure ? 

Who sighs in absence of the dear-lov d maid, 

Nor summons once indiff’rence to his aid i 
Who can, like me, the nice resentment prove, 

The thousand soft disquietudes of love ; 

The trivial strifes that cause a real pain ; 

The real bliss when reconcil’d again? 

Let him alone dispute the real prize, 

And read his sentence in my Delia’s eyes ; 30 

There shall he read all gentian . and truth, 

But not himself, the dear distinguish d youth ; 

Pity for him perhaps they may express— 

Pity, that will but heighten his d tress. 

But, wretched rival ! he must sigh to see 
The sprightlier rays of love directed all to me. 

And thou, d r antidote of ev’ry pain 
Which fortune can inflict, or love ordain, 

Since early love h taught thee to despise _ 

What the world's worthless vot'ries only prize, 10 
Believe, my love ! no less the genrous God 
Bui in my breast, his ever blest abode ; 

There has he driven each gross desire away, 
Directing ev’ry wish and ev’ry thought to thee ! 
Then can I ever leave my Delia’s arms, 

A slave, devoted to inferior charms ? 

Can e’er my soul her reason so disgrace ? 

For what blest minister of heav’nly race 
Would quit that heav’n to find a happier place ? 

[Written 1767(1). Published by Croft, 1826.1 
Hope, like the short-liv’d y that gleams awhile 
Through wintry skies upon the frozen waste, 
Cheers e'en the face of misery to a smile ; 

But soon the momentary pleasure’s past ! 

How oft, my Delia! since our last farewell, 

(Years that have roll’d since that distressful horn,) 
Griev’d I have said, when most our hopes prevail 
Our promis’d happiness is least secure, 8 

Oft I have thought the scene of troubles closed, 
And hop’d once more to g upon your charms; 
As oft me dire mischance has interposed, 

And snatch’d th’ expected blessing from my arms. 
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The seaman thus, his shatter’d vessel lost. 

Still vainly strives to shun the threat’ning death ; 

And while he thinks to gain the friendly coast. 
And drops his feet, and feels the sands beneath : 16 

Borne by the wave, steep-sloping from the shore, 
Back to th' inclement deep again he beats 

The surge aside, and seems to tread secure ; 

And now the refluent wave his baffled toil defeats. 

Had you, my love, forbade me to pursue 
My fond attempt, disdainfully retired, 

And with proud scorn compell’d me to subdue 
Th’ ill-fated passion by yourself inspired ; 24 

Then haply to some distant spot removed, 

Hopeless to gain, unwilling to molest 

With fond entreaties whom I dearly loved, 

Despair or absence had redeem’d my rest. 

But now-, sole partner in my Delia's heart, 

Yet doom’d far off in exile to complain, 

Eternal absence cannot ease my smart, 

And hope subsists but to prolong my pain. 32 

Oh then ! kind heav’n, be this my latest breath ; 
Here end my life, or make it worth my care ; 

Absence from whom we love is worse than death, 
And frustrate hope severer than despair. 


AH ODE 

ON BEADING MB. RICHARDSON’S HISTORY OF 
SIR CHARLES GRANDISON 

[Written 1753. Published complete by Croft, If® ; last four 
ntanzaa {jublished by Harley, 1803.3 

Say, ye apostate and profane 
Wretches who blush not to disdain 
Allegiance to your God,— • 

Did e’er your idly- wasted love 
Of virtue for her sake remove 

And lift you from the crowd t 6 

Would you the race of glory run, 

Know, the devout, and they alone. 

Are equal to the task : 

The labours of th’ illustrious course 
Far other than th’ unaided force 

Of human vigour ask. 12 
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To arm against repeated ill 
The patient heart too, brave to feel 
The tortures of despair ; 

Nor suffer yet high-erest-ed Pride, 

When wealth flows in with av’ry tide, 

To gain admittance there ; 18 

To rescue from the tyrant’s sword 
TIT oppress'd ; unseen, and unimplor’d, 

To cheer the face of woe ; 

From lawless insult to defend 
An orphan's right, a fallen Mend, 

And a forgiven foe ; 24 

These, these distinguish from the crowd, 

And these alone, the groat and good, 

The guardians of mankind : 

Whose bosoms with these virtues heave, 

Oh with what matchless speed they leave 
The multitude behind' l ' So 

Then ask ye from what source on earth 
Virtues like these derive their birth ? 

Deriv’d from Heaven alone. 

Full on that favour'd breast they shine 
Where faith and resignation join 

To call the blessing down* ' :>6 

Such is that heart : — but while the must? 

Thy theme, O Richardson, pursues, , 

Her feebler spirits faint ; 

She cannot reach, and shall not wrong 
That subject for an angel’s song, 

The hero, and the saint l 42 

ON THE DEATH OF SIR W, RUSSELL 

[Written in a letter to Harriet Cow per, afterwards Lady Ile&keth, 
1757. Published by Hayley, 18M 

Doom’d as I am in solitude to waste 
The present moments, and regret the past ; 
Depriv’d of ev’ry joy I valued most. 

My friend tom from me,, and my mistress lost ; 

Call not this gloom I wear, this anxious mien, 

The dull effect of humour, or of spleen I 
Still, still I mourn, with each returning day, 

Him 1 snatch’d by fate, in early youth away, 

1 Sir William Bussell, the favourite friend of the' young poet f H. A 
16 suffer] safer all prmim* etfd. ' ' 31'-fcourcg Crqfl i uauw 
Hanky. 40 shall Urttfl : would Hunky* ' " 
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And her— through tedious years of doubt and pain. 
Fix'd in her choice, and faithful— but in vain, 10 
O prone to pity, gen'rous, and sincere, 

Whose eye ne’er yet refus’d the wretch a tear; 
Whose heart the real claim of friendship knows 
Nor thinks a lover’s are but fancied woes • 

See me— ere yet my destin’d course half done, 

Cast forth a wand’rer on a wild unknown ! 

See me neglected on the world’s rude coast, 

Each dear companion of mv voyage lost ! 

Nor ask why clouds of sorrow shade my brow, 

And ready tears wait only leave to flow! 20 
Why all that soothes a heart from anguish free, 
All that delights the happy —palls with me! 


ADDRESSED TO MISS MACARTNEY 
OK READING THE PRAYER FOR INDIFFERENCE* 
[Written 1702, Published by Johnson, 1815.3 
And dwells there in a female heart, 

By bounteous heav’n design'd 
The choicest raptures to impart, 

To feel the most refin'd — 


Dwells there a wish in such a breast 
Its nature to forego, 

To smother in ignoble rest 
At once both bliss and woe i 6 

Far be the thought, and far the strain. 

Which breathes the low desire, 

How sweet soe’er the verse complain, 

Tho' Phoebus string the lyre. 

Come then fair maid (in nature wise) 

Who, knowing them, can tell 
From gen'rous sympathy what joys 
The glowing bosom swell : 1 0 

- In justice to the various pow’rs 
Of pleasing, which you share. 

Join me, amid your silent hours. 

To form the better pray'r. 


Ode, see Annual Begister, vol. 


1 .For Mrs, ■ Grevilie s 
p. « iJ.J 

{tertih Sir IF. distant Buy ley USUI 
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TO MISS MACARTNEY 

With lenient balm may Ob'ron hence 
To fairy-land be driv’ 

With evry herb that blunts the 
Manki d receiv'd fro h v’ . 4 

■ “ Oh ! if my Sov’reign Author please, 

Far be it from my fate, 

To live, unblest, in torpid ease, 

And slumber on in state ; 

Each tender tie of life defied, 

Whence social pleasures spring, 

Unmov’d with all the world beside, 

A solitary thing.” — 32 

Some Alpine mountain, wrapt in snow, 

Thus braves the whirling blast, 

Eternal winter doom’d to know, 

No genial spring to taste. 

In vain warm suns their influence shed, 

The zephyrs sport in vain, 

He rears unch g'd his barren head, 

Whilst beauty decks the plain. 40 

What though, in scaly armour drest, 
Indifference ay repel 
The shafts of woe — in such a breast 
No Joy can ever dwell. 

T woven in the world's great plan, 

And fix’d by h v'n’s decree, 

That all the true delights of man 
Should spring fro Sympathy. 4S 

’Tis nature bids, and whilst the laws 
Of nature we retain, 

Our lf-approving broom draws 
A pi ure from its pain. 

Thus grief itself has comforts dear, 

The sordid never know ; 

And ecstasy attends the tear, 

When virtue bids it flow, r»i; 

For, when it strea from that pure source, 
No bribes the h rt can win, 

To check, or alter fro its course, 

The luxury within. 

Peace to the phlegm of sulle elves, 

Who, if from labour eas’d, 
xtend no care beyond themselv , 

Unpleasing and nnpleas’d. 64 



TO MISS MACARTNEY 


Let no low thought suggest the pray’r, 
Oh ! grant, kina heav' , to me, 

Long I draw ethereal air, 

Sweet Sensibility. 

Where’er the heav’nly nymph * seen, 
With lustre-beaming eye, 

A train, attendant on their queen, 

(Her rosy chorus) fly. 


The jocund Loves in Hymen’s band, 
With torches ever bright, 
A ^?r- g f n ^ us ^endship hand in hand, 
With Pity s wat’ry sight ; 


The gentler Virtues too are join’d, 
In youth immortal warm, 

The soft relations which, combin’d. 
Give life her ev'ry charm. 


The Arts come smiling in the close. 
And lend celestial fire, 

The marble breathes, the canvas glows. 
The Muses sweep the lyre. 

“Still may my melting bosom cleave 
To stiff rings not my own ; 

And still the sigh responsive heave, 
Where’er is heard a groan. 

So Pity shall take Virtue’s part, 

Her natural ally, 

And fashioning y soften’d heart, 
Prepare it for the sky.” 

This artless vow may heav’n receive, 
And yon, fond maid, approve : 

guiding angel give 
Whate’er you wish or love. 

So may the rosy-finger’d hours 
Lead on the various year. 

And ev’ry joy, which now is yours, 
Extend a larger sphere : 

And suns to come, as round they wheel, 
-Your golden moments bless, 

With all a tender heart can feel, 

Or lively fancy guess. 
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AN OD 

SECUNDUM ARTEM 

[Written IT (?). Published in theSf. Jamei Magatitu, edited 
by Robert Lloyd, Nov., 1763. First claimed, on ewh»t 
doubtful evidence, probably CowpeFs by Southey.) 


Shall I begin with Ah, or Oh t 
Be sad? Oh! yes. Be glad? Ah! no. 

Light subject? suit not grave Pindaric ode, 

Which walks in metre down the Strophic road. 

But let the sober matron wear 
Her own mechanic Bober air : 

Ah me! ill suits, alas ! the sprightly jig, 

Long robes of ermine, or Sir Cloudsley’s wig. 

Co e, placid Dullness, gently come, 

And all my faculties benumb, 10 

Let thought turn exile, while the vacant mmd 
To triekie words and pretty phrase confin’d. 
Pumping for trim description’s art, 

To win the ear, neglects the heart. 

So shall thy sister Taste’s peculiar sons, 

Lineal Descendants from the Goths and Huns, 
Struck with the true and grand sublime 
Of rythm converted into Rime, 

Court the quaint Muse ; and con her lessons o’er. 
When sleep the sluggish waves by Granta's shore : 
There shall each poet pare and trim, 21 

Stretch, cramp, or lop the verse’s limb, 

While rebel Wit beholds them with disdain. 

And Fancy flies aloft, nor heeds their servile chain. 


n 

Oh Fancy, bright aerial maid ! 

Where have thy vagrant footsteps stray’d i 
For ah! I miss thee midst thy wonted haunt, 

Since silent now th’ enthusiastic chaunt, 

Which erst like frenzy roll’d along, 

Driv’n by th’ impetuous tide of song, 30 

Bushing secure where native genius bore. 

Not Cautious Coasting by the Shelving Shore. 

Hail to the sons of modem Rime, 

Mechanic dealers in sublime, 

Whose lady Muse foil wantonly is dress’d, 

In light expressions quaint, and tinsel vest, 

Where swelling epithets are laid 
(Art’s ineffectu 1 parade) 
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As varnish on the cheek of Harlot light ; 

The rest thin sown with profit or delight, 40 

Bat ill compares with antient song, 

Where Genius pour’d its flood along ; 

Yet such is Art’s presumptuous idle claim, 

She marshals out the way to modern fame ; 

Prom Grecian fables’ pompous lore, 

Description’s studied, glittering store. 

Smooth, Soothing Sounds, and sweet alternate rime. 
Clinking like change of hells, in tingle tangle chime. 

in 

The lark shall soar in ev’ry Ode, 

With flow’rs of light description strew’d, 60 
And sweetly, warbling Philomel, shall ow 
Thy Soothing Sadness in mechanic woe. 

Trim Epithets shall spread their gloss, 

While ev’ry Cell’s o’ergrown with moss : 

Here Oaks shall rise in chains of ivy hound, 

There Smould’ring Stones o’er-spread the rugged 
ground. 

Here forests brown, and azure hills, 

There babbling fonts, and prattling rills ; 

Here some gay river floats in crisped streams, 
While the bright Sun now gilds his morning beams. 
Or sinking to his Thetis’ breast, 61 

Drives in description down the west. 

—Oh let me boast, with pride becoming skill, 

I crown the summit of Parnassus’ Hill : 

While Taste with Genius shall dispense, 

And sound shall triumph over sense ; 

O’er the gay mead with curious steps I’ll stray ; 
And, like the Bee, steal all its sweets away, 

Extract its beauty, and its pow’r, 

Prom every new poetic flow’r, 70 

Whose sweets collected may a wreath compose, 

To bind the Poet’s brow, or please the Critic’s nose. 


ONES WRITTEN DURING A PERIOD OF 
INSANITY 

[Written 17 . Published in the Autobiography, 1816.3 
Hatred and vengeance, my eternal portion. 
Scarce can endure delay of execution, 

Wait, with impatient readiness, to seize my 
Soul in a moment. 

71 wreath Southey : wreathe 17G3 

h 
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Damn’d below Judas : more abhorr’d than he w , 
Who for a few pence sold bis holy Master. 

Twice betr yed J me, the last delinquent, 

Dee the profanest. 8 

Man disavows, and Deity disowns me : 

Hell might afford my miseries a shelter; . 
Therefore hell keeps her ever hungry mouths all 
Bolted against me. 

Hard lot 1 encompass’d with a thousand dangers ; 
Weary, faint, trembling with a thousand terrors ; 
I’m called, if vanquish’d, to receive a sentence 

Worse than Abiram’s. 16 

Him the vindictive rod of gry justice 
Sent quick and howling to the centre headlong ; 

J, fed with judgment, in a fleshly tomb, am 
Buried above ground. 


A SONG OF MERCY AND JUDGMENT 

[Written 1764. Published, from the copy among the Ash MSS., 
in The Universal JScviem, 1880.] 

Lord, I love the habitation 
Where the Saviour’s honour dwells; 

At the sound of thy salvation 
With delight my bosom swells. 

Grace Divine, how sweet the sound, 
w t the grace that I have found. 6 

Me thro’ wav of deep afflictio , 

Dearest Saviour ! thou hast brought, 

Fiery deeps of sharp conviction 
Hard to bear and passing thought. 

Sweet the sound of Grace Divine, 

Sweet the grace which makes me thi e. 12 

From the eh rful bea of morning 
Sad I turn’d mine eyes way : 

And the shades of night returning 
Fill’d my soul with new dismay. 16 

Grace Divine, &e. 

Food I loath’d nor ever tasted 
But by violence constrain’d. 

Strength decay’d and body w ted. 

Spoke the terrors I sustain’d. 20 

Sweet the sound, djjc. 

Xfnes— 15 k vanquish'd] Southey suggests in gu' h. 
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Bound ■ d watch’d, 1 t life abhorring 
I should • y own d th procure, 

For to me the Pit of Roaring 
•' Bee- *d more easy to endure* 24 

Grace Divine, Ac. 

Fear of Thee, with gloomy sadness, 

Overwhelm'd thy guilty worm, 

Till reduc’d to moping madness 
Reason sank beneath the storm,* 28 

Sweet the sound, Ac. 

Then what soul-distressing noises 
Seem'd to reach me from below, 

Visionary scenes, and voices, 

Flames of Hell and screams of woe * 32 

Grace Divine, Ac. 

But at length a word of Healing 
Sweeter than an angel’s note, 

From the Saviour’s lips distilling 
Chas’d despair and chang’d my lot. 36 

: Sweet the sound, Ac. 

’Twas a word well tim’d and suited 
' To the need, of such an hour, 

Sweet to one like me polluted, 

Spoke in love and seal’d with pow’r* 40 

Grace Divine, Ac, 

■ 1, He said, have seen thee grieving, 

Lov’d thee ■ I pass’d thee by ; 

Be not f thl , , , but believing, 

Look, mid live, and ever die* 44 

. Sweet the sound, Ac. 

Take 'the Bloody Seal I give th , ' 

Deep impre ’d upon thy soul ; 

God, thy God, will now receive thee, 

Faith hath v’d thee, thou art whole. ' 48 
Grace Divine, Ac. 

All at once my chains were broken, 

" 1 From my feet my fetters fell, 

And that word in pity spoken, 

Snatch’d me from 1 the gates of Hell. 52 

■ Grace Divine, Ac. 

Since that hour, in hop© of glory, 

With 'thy followers' I am found, 

And relate the wond’rous story 
To thy Kst’ning saints around. 56 

Sweet the sound of Grace Divine, 

Sweet the grace which mafc me thine. 
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ODE TO PEACE 

[Written 1773 {?), Published 1782. „ There is a copy among the 
Ash MSS.j 

Co e, peace of ind, delightful guest ! 

Return and ate thy downy nest 
Once more in this sad heart ! — 

Nor riches I, nor pow’r, pursue, 

Nor hold forbidden joys in view ; 

We therefore need not part, 6 

Where wilt thou dwell if not with me, 

Prom av’rice and ambition free, 

And pleasure’s fatal wiles? 

For whom, alas ! dost thou prepare 
The sweets that I was wont to share, 

The banquet of thy smiles ? 1 2 

The great, the gay, shall they partake 
The beav’n that thou alone eanst make ? 

And wilt thou quit the stream 
That murmurs through the dewy mead, 

The grove and the sequester’d shed, 

To be a guest with them ? 18 

For thee I panted, thee I priz’d, 

For thee I gladly sacrific’d 
Whate’er I lov’d before ; 

And shall I see thee start away, 

And, helpless, hopeless, hear thee say— 
Farewell ! we meet no more ? 24 


THE SHRUBBERY, 

WRITTEN IN A TIME OF AFFLICTION 
[Written 1773. Published 1782.) 

Oh, happy shades— to me unbleat 1 
Friendly to peace, but not to me ! 

How 111 the scene that offers rest, 

And heart that cannot rest, agree J 

This glassy stream, that spreading pine, 

Those alders quiv’ring to the breeze, 

Might sooth a soul less hurt than mine, 

And please, if any thing could please. 8 
But fix’d unalterable care 
Foregoes not what she feels within, 

Shows the same sadness ev’ry where. 

And slights the season and the scene. 


pSibesfuiles ^ NViiHa.m’a A. 9 Whom nothing 
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; 1 For all that pleas’d in wood or lawn, 

'While peace possess'd these silent bow-rs, 

Her animating smile withdrawn, 

H lost its beauties and its pow’rs. 16 

The saint or moralist should tread 
This moss-grown alley, musing, slow ; 

They seek, like me, the secret shade, 

' ' But not, like me, to nourish woe ! 

Me fruitful scenes and prospects waste 
Alike admonish not to roam ; 

These tell me of enjoyments past, ■ 

And those of sorrows yet to come. 24 

HEU ! QUAM BEMOTUS 

[Written “die ultimo 1774.” Published in the 1835 edition 
of the Autobiography .} 

Hen ! quam remotus remor ab omnibus 
Quibus fruebar sub lare patrio, 

Quam. nescius jucunda quondam 
Arm , domum socios reiiqui, 

Et praeter onmes te mihi fiebilem, 

Te cariorem luce Tel artubus, 

Te vinculo nostram jugali 
Deserui tremulam sub ense ; 

Sed nee ferocem me gexrait pater, 

Nec vagientem nutriit ubere 10 

Leaena dumoso sub antro ; 

Fata sed haec voluere nostra. 

Et fluctuosum ceu m re volvitur, 

Bum. commovebar mille timoribus, 

Coactus in fauces A vend 
Totus atro peril sub amne. 

THE WINTER NOSEGAY 
[Written 1777 (!). Published 1782.1 
What nature, alas ! has denied 
To the delicate growth of our isle, 

Art has in a measure supplied, 

And winter is deck’d with a smile. 

See, Mary, what beauties I bring 
From the shelter of that sunny shed, 

Where the flow’rs have the charms of the spring, 
Though abroad they are frozen and dead. 8 

’Tis a bowr of Arcadian sweets. 

, Where Flora is still in her prime, 

A fortr© ' , to which she retreats 
" From the cruel a nits of the dime. 



ODE TO PEACE 

[Written 1773(f). Pa Wished 1782. There is & copy among the 
Ash MSS.] 

Come, peace of mind, delightful guest ! 

Return and make thy downy nest 
Once more in this sad heart ! — 

Nor riches I, nor pow’r, pursue, 

Nor hold forbidden joys in view ; 

We therefore need not part. 6 

Where wilt thou dwell if not with me, 

From av’rice and ambition free, 

And pleasure’s fatal wiles? 

For whom, alas ! dost thou prepare 
The sweets that I was wont to share, 

The banquet of thy smiles ? 12 

The great, the gay, shall they partake 
The beav’n that thou alone canst make? 

And wilt thou quit the stream 
That murmurs through the dewy mead, 

The grove and the sequester’d shed, 

To be a guest with them ? 18 

For thee I panted, thee I priz’d, 

For thee I gladly ’rifie'd 
Whate’er I lov’d before ; 

And shall I see thee start away, 

And, help! , hopeless, hear thee say— 
Farewell ! we set no ore? 24 

TH SHRUBBERY, 

WRITTEN IN A TIME OF AFFLICTION 
[Written 1773. Published 1782.) 

Oh, happy shades— to me unblest ! 

Friendly to peace, but not to me ! 

How ill the scene that offers rest, 

And heart that cannot rest, agree ! 

This gl y stream, that spreading pine, 

Those alders quiv’ring to the breeze, 

Might sooth a soul lees hurt than mine, 

And please, if any thing could please. 8 
But fix’d unalterable care 
Forego® not what she feels within, 

Shows the same sadn ev’ry where. 

And sH hts the season and the scene. 

Ode to Peace—3 this *ad] Willia ’a A. S Whom nothing 
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For all that pie \l in wood or lawn, 

While peace possess’d these silent bow'rs, 

Her animating smile withdrawn, 

; Has lost its beauties and its powers, 16 

The saint or moralist should tread 
This mo -grown alley, musing, slow ; 

They seek, like me, the secret shade, 

But not, like me, to nourish woe ! 

Me fruitful scenes and' prospects waste 
Alike admonish not to roam ; 

These tell me of enjoyments past, 

And those of sorrows yet to come. 24 

HEUi QUAM REMOTUS 

[Written ‘‘die ultimo 1774.” Published in the 1835 edition 
of the Autobiography.) 

Heu ! quam remotus veseor ab omnibus 
Quibus fruebar sub lare patrio, 

Quam nescius jucunda quondam 
Arva domum socios reliqui, 

Et praeter crimes te mihi flebilem, 

Te cariorem luce vel artubus, 

Te vinculo nostram jugal! 

Deserui tremulam sub ense ; 

Bed nee ferocem me genuit pater, 

Nee vagie&tem nutriit ubere 10, 

Leaena dumoso sub antro ; 

Fata sed haec voluere nostra. 

Et fluctuosum ceu mare volvitur, 

Bum commovebar mille timoribus, 

Coaetus in fauces Averni 
Totus atro peril sub amne, 

THE WINTER NOSEGAY 
[Written 1777(1). Published 17S2.1 
What nature, alas ! lias denied 
To the delicate growth of our Me, 

Art has in a measure supplied, 

• And winter is deck’d with a smile. 

Bee, Mary, what beauties I bring 
From the shelter of that sunny shed. 

Where' the dow’rs have the charms of the spring, 
Though abroad they are frozen and dead, 4 S 

’Tie a bow’r of Arcadian sweets, , 

Where Flora is still in her prime, 

A fortress, to which she retreats 
■ ' From the cruel assaults of the dime. 
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THE WINTER NOSEGAY 

While earth w a mantle of show, 

Th pinks are fresh M as gay 
As the f ' t daw test that blow 
On the beautiful besom of May. IS 

See how they have safely surviv’d 
The frowns of a sky so severe ; 

Such Mary’s true love, that has liv’d 
Through many a turbulent year. 

The charms of the late blowing rose 
Seem grac’d with a livelier hue, 

And the winter of sorrow best shows 
The truth of a friend such you. 24 

ON THE TRIAL OF ADMIRAL KEPPEL 

[Written 1778. Published, from the copy among the Ash MSS., 
m The Univertal Review, 1890.3 

Kepp l, returning fro af 
With laurels on his brow, 

Com home to wage a sharper war, 

And with a fiercer foe. 

The blow was rais'd with cruel aim, 

And meant to pierce his heart, 

But lighting on fi* well earn’d fame 
Struck an immortal part. 8 

Slander and Envy strive to tear 
His wr th justly wo , 

But Truth, who made h' cause her care, 

H bound it faster on. 

The charge, that was design’d to sound 
The signal of disgrace, 

Has only call’d a avy round 
To praise him to Ms face. 16 


^ADDRESS TOTHE MOB ON OCCASION 

OF THE LATE RIOT AT THE HOUSE OF 
SIR HUGH PALLISER nuuKt, u* 


[Written OTS, ^ the Ash MSS., 

And is it thus, ye base d blind, 

Amd fickle the shifting’ wind* 

Ye treat warrior staunch d true, 

Grown oM in co bating for yon f 
one step, and made in haste, 

Thns cancel every rvice past f 
And have y all t oe forgot, 

. . (As Whose A. , ; b ve y© nett) 
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That Pall' r, like Keppel brave, 

Has baffled Fr ce on yonder wave ; 10 

And when his country ask'd the strike, 

H pledg’d h* life for England's sake? 

Though now he sink oppress’d with shame, 
Forgetful of his former fame. 

Yet Keppel with deserv’d applause 
Proclaims him bold in Britain’s cause, 

And to his well known courage pays 
The tribute of heroic praise. 

Go learn of him whom ye adore, 

Whose name now sets you in a roar, 20 

Whom ye were more than half prepar’d 
To pay with just the same reward, 

To render praise where praise is due, 

To keep his former deeds in view 
Who fought and would have died for you. 

A TALE, FOUNDED ON A FACT 
WHICH HAPPENED IN JANUARY, 1779 
[Written Jan., 1779. Published by Hayley, 1803.] 

Where Humber pours his rich commercial stream, 
There dwelt a wretch, who breath’dbut to blaspheme. 
In subterraneous caves his life he led, 

Black as the mine, in which he wrought for bread. 
When on a day, emerging from the deep, 

A Sabbath-day ! (such vbbaths thousands keep 1) 

The wages of h' weekly toil he bore 

To buy a cock— whose blood might win him more ; 

As if the noblest of the feather’d kind 

Were hut for battle a d for death design’d ; 10 

As if the consecrated hours were meant 

For sport, to minds on cruelty intent ; 

It chanc'd (such chances Providence obey!) 

He met a fellow-lab'rer on the way, 

Whose heart the same desires had once inflam'd— 
But now the savage temper was reclaim’d ; 
Persuasion on his lips had taken place *, 

For all plead well, who plead the cause of grace 1 
His iron-heart with scripture he assail’d, 

Woo’d him to hear a sermon, and prevail’d. 20 
His faithful how the mighty preacher drew, 

Swift, as the lightning-glimpse, the arrow flew ; 

He wept ; he trembled : cast his eyes around, 

To find a worse than he ; but none he found. 

6 mhhmth Mayku U806). 
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He felt Ms sms, and wonder'd he should feel, : 
Grace made the wound, and grace alone could heal ! 
■ How farewell oaths, and blasphemies, and lies ! 
He quits the sinner’s for the martyr’s prize. 

'That holy day was wash’d with many a tear, 
Gilded with hope, yet shaded too by fear, SO 
The next, Ms swarthy brethren of the min© 
Learn’d, by his alter’d speech^ttae change -divine ! 
Laugh’d when they should have wept, and swore 
the day 

Was nigh, when he would swear as fast as they. 
Ho, {said the penitent): ' such words shall share 
This breath no more ; devoted now to pray’r. 

Oh ! if thou seest, (thin© ©ye the future sees !) 

That I shall yet again blaspheme, like these ; 

How strike me to the ground, on which 1 kneel, 

Ere yet this heart relapse® into steel ; 40 

How take me to that Heav’n, I once defied. 

Thy presence, thy embrace !■— He spoke, and died ! 


THE BEE AND THE PINE- APPLE 

[Written Sept,, 1779, Published in UnpuUnkfd Poems of 
Cotcpcr, 1900, from the copy among the Ash MSS,] 

A Bee allur’d by the perfume 
Of a rich pine-apple in bloom, 

Found it within a frame inclos’d, 

And lick’d the glass that interposed. 

Blossoms of apricot and peach, , ’ 

The flow rs that Mow’d within his reach, 

Were arrant drugs compar’d with that, 

He strove so vainly to get at. 

No rose could yield so rare a treat, 

Nor jessamine were half so sweet, 10 

The gard’ner saw this much ado, 

(The gard’ner was the master too) 

And thus he said — Poor restless bee ! 

I learn philosophy from' thee, ' 

I learn how just it is and wise, 

To use what Providence supplies, 

To leave fine titles, lordships, graces, 

J&Lch pensions, dignities, and places, 

Those gifts of a superior kind, 

To those for whom they Were design’d. 20 
I learn that comfort dwells alone 
m that wMch Heav’n has mad© our own, ' 

That fools incur no greater pain, 

Than pleasure coveted in vain. 
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THE PINE-APPLE AND THE BEE 

[Written Sept.* :177s). Published 1782. There is a copy among 
the Ash MSS.3 

The pine-apples, in triple row, 

Were basking hot, and all in blow ; 

. ' A: bee of most discerning taste 

■ Perceiv’d the fragrance as he pass’d, 

On eager wing the spoiler came, 

And search’d for crannies in the frame, 

Urg’d Ms attempt on ev’ry side, 

To ev’ry pane his trank • 

But' still in vain, the framewas tight, 

And only pervious to the' light ; 10 

Thus having wasted half the day, 

He trimm’d his flight another way. 

MetMnks, 1 mild, in thee I find * 

The sin and madness of mankind. 

To joys forbidden man aspires, 

Consumes his soul with vain desires, 

Folly the spring of his pursuit, 

And disappointment all the fruit. 

While Cyntliio ogles as she passes 
The nymph between two chariot glasses, 20 
She is, the pine-apple, and he 
The silly unsuccessful bee.. 

The maid who views with pensive air 
The show-glass fraught with glitt’ring ware, 

■ ' Sees watches, bracelets, rings, and lockets, 

But sighs at thought of empty pockets ; 

Like thine, her appetite is keen, 

But ah, the cruel glass between I 
Our dear delights are often such, 

Expos’d to view, but not to touch : 30 

The sight our foolish heart inflames, 

We long for pine-apples in frames : 

With hopeless wish one looks and lingers ; 

One breaks the glass, and cuts his fingers ; 

But they whom truth and wisdom lead, 

Can gather honey from a weed. 

ON THE 

PROMOTION OF EDWARD THURLOW, ESQ. 
TO THE LORD HIGH OH AKCELLORBHIP OF ENGLAND 
[Written Nov.* 1779. Published 1782,] 

Round Tburlow’s head in early youth, 

And in his sportive days, 

Fair science pour’d the light of truth, 

And genius shed Ms rays. 

7 Urg’d] Push’d A* 9' still] all A. 

L 3 
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See ! with united wonder cried 
Tk' experienc'd and the sage, 

Ambition in a boy supplied 
With all the skill of age ! 8 

Discernment, eloquence, and grace, 

Proclaim him bom to sway 
The balance in the highest place, 

And bear the palm away. 

The praise bestow'd was just and wise ; 

He sprang impetuous forth, 

Secure of conquest where the prize 
Attends superior worth. 16 

So the best courser on the plain 
Ere yet he starts is known, 

And does but at the goal obtain 
What all had deem'd his own. 

HUMAN FRAILTY 

[Written Nov. (?}, 1779. Published 1782. There is a MS. copy 
in the British Museum.] 

Weak and irresolute is man ; 

The purpose of to-day, 

Woven with pains into his plan, 

To-morrow rends away. 

The bow well bent, and smart the spring, 

Vice seems already slain ; 

But passion rudely snaps the string, 

And it revives again. 8 

Some foe to his upright intent 
Finds out his weaker part ; 

Virtue engages his assent, 

But pleasure wins his heart. 

’Tis here the folly of the wise 
Through all Ms art we view ; 

And, while Ms tongue the charge denies, 

His conscience owns it true. 16 

Bound on a voyage of awful length 
And dangers little known, 

A stranger to superior strength, 

Mam vainly trusts his own. 

But oars alone can ne’er prevail 
To reach the distant coast, 

The breath of heav'n must swell the sail, 

Or all the toil is lost. 24 

21 alone cauj alas could BM. 
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THE YEARLY DISTRESS 
OB, TITHING TIME AT STOCK IN ESSEX 

VlBSSa addressed to a Country Clergyman complaining of the 
disagreeableness of the day annually appointed for receiving 
the Dues at the Parsonage. 

[Written to Unwin, Dec., 1779 (MS. in British Museum). Pub- 
lished in The Gentlcman't Magazine Aug., 1783; afterwards 
in 1800.] 

Come, ponder well, for ’tis no jest, 

To laugh it would be wrong ; 

The troubles of a worthy priest 
The burthen of my song. 

This priest he merry is and blithe 
Three quarters of the year, 

But oh! it cuts him like a scythe 
When tithing time draws near. 8 

He then is full of frights and fears, 

As one at point to die, 

And long before the day appears 
He heaves up many a sigh. 

For then the farmers come jog, jog. 

Along the miry road. 

Each heart as heavy as a log, 

To make their payments good. 16 

In sooth, the sorrow of such days 
Is not to be express'd, 

When he that takes and he that pays 
Are both alike distress’d. 

Now all unwelcome, at his gates 
The clumsy swains alight, 

With rueful faces and bald pates— 

He trembles at the sight. 24 

And well he may, for well he knows 
Each bumpkin of the clan, 

Instead of paying what he owes, 

Will cheat him if he can. 

So in they come — each makes his leg, 

And flings his head before, 

And looks as if he came to beg, 

And not to quit a score. 32 

“ And how does miss and madam do. 

The little boy and all ? ” 

“ All tight and well : and how do you, 

Good Mr. What-d’ye-call ?” 

9 frights BM„ il&i: fright 1800, 2S03. 
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The dinner comes, and down they sit : 

Were e’er such hungry folk ? 

There’s little talking and no wit ; 

It is no time to joke. 40 

One wipes his nose upon his sleeve, 

One spits upon the floor, 

Yet, not to give offence or grieve, 

Holds up the cloth before. 

The punch goes round, and they are dull 
And lumpish still as ever ; 

Like barrels with their bellies full, 

They only weigh the heavier. 48 

At length the busy time begins, 

“ Come, neighbours we must wag” — 

The money chinks, down drop their chins, 

Each lugging out his bag. 

One talks of mildew and of frost, 

And one of storms of hail, 

And one, of pigs that he has lost 
By maggots at the tail. 56 

Quoth one, A rarer man than you 
In pulpit none shall hear : 

But yet, methinks, to tell you true. 

You sell it plaguy dear. 

Oh, why are farmers mad© so coarse, 

Or clergy made so fine ! 

A kick that scarce would move a horse 
May kill a sound divine. 64 

Then let the boobies stay at home ; 

T would cost him, I dare say, 

Less trouble taking twice the sum, 

Without the downs that pay. 


THE MODERN PATRIOT 
[Written Feb.. 1780. Published 1782.] 
Rebellion is my theme all day ; 

I only wish ’twould come 
(As who knows but perhaps it may ?) 
A little nearer home. 

Yon roaring hoys, who rave and fight 
On t’other side th’ Atlantic, 

I always held them in the right, 

But most so when; most frantic. 
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When lawless mobs insult the court, 

That man shall be my toast, 

If breaking windows be the spoil;, 

Who bravely breaks the most. 

But oh ! for Mm my fancy culls 
The choicest flow’rs she bears, 

Who constitutionally pulls 
Your house about your ears. 16 

Such civil broils are my delight ; 

Though some folks can’t endure ’em, 

Who say the mob are mad outright, 

And that a rope must cure ’em . 

A rope t I wish we patriots had 
Such strings for all who need ’em— 

What J hang a man for going mad ? 

Then farewell British freedom. 24 

THE NIGHTINGALE AND GLOW-WORM 
[Written Feb., 1780. Published 1782.} 

A nightingale, that all day long 
Had cheer'd the village with his song, 

Nor yet at eve his note suspended, 

Nor yet when eventide was ended, 

Began to feel, as well he might, 

The keen demands of appetite ; 

When, looking eagerly around, 

He Bpied far off, upon the ground, 

A something shining in the dark, 

And knew the glow-worm by his spark ; 10 

So, stooping down from hawthorn top. 

He thought to put him in Ms crop. 

The worm, aware of Ms intent, 

Harangu’d him thus, right eloquent — 

Did you admire my lamp, quoth he, 

As much as I your minstrelsy, 

You would abhor to do me wrong, 

As much as I to spoil your song ; 

For "twas the self-same pow’r divine 
Taught you to sing, and me to shine ; 20 

That yon with music, I with light, 

Might beautify and cheer the night. 

The songster heard his short oration. 

And, warbling out Ms approbation, 

Releas’d him, as my story tells, 

And found a supper somewhere else. 
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Hence jarring sectaries may i ra 
Their real int'rest to discern ; 

That brother should not war with brother, 
And worry d devour each other ; 30 

But si g and shine by sweet consent, 

Till life’s poor transient night is spent, 
Respecting in each other’s case 
The gifts of nature and of grace. 

Those Christians bast deserve the name 
Who studiously make peace their aim ; 

Peace, both the duty and the prize 
Of him that creeps and him that flies. 


A FABLE 

[Written May 9, 1780. Published 1782. There is a copy 
among the Ash MSS.1 * 

A raven, while with glossy breast 
Her new-laid eggs she fondly press’d. 

And on her wicker-work high mounted 
Her chickens prematurely counted, 

(A fault philosophers might blame 
If quite exempted from the same) 

Enjoy’d at ease the genial day ; 

’Tw April the bumpkins say. 

The legislature call’d it May. 

But ddenly wind high 

As ever swept w‘ ter sky 

Shook the young leav about her ears, 

And fill d her with a thousand fears. 

Lest the rude blast should snap the bough, 
And spread her golden hopes below. 

But just at eve the blowing weather 
And all her fears were hush’d together : 

And now, quoth poor unthinking Ralph, 

Tis over, and the brood is safe ■ 

(For Ravens though, birds of omen. 

They teach both conj’rers and old women 
To tell us what is to befall, 

Can’t prophesy themselves at all.) 

The morning came, when neighbour Hodge, 
Wbo long had mark’d her airy lodge, 

And d tin’d all the treasure there 
A gift to his expecting fair, 

H 16 Instead of these (wo lines A. has- 
Lest the rude B1 t that Th tn’d so. 

AJPrefcty 
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20 
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Cli b’d like a squirrel to Ms dray, 

And bore the worthless prize away. 

ORAL 

’Tis Providence alone secures, 30 

In every change, but mine and your's : 

Safety consists not in escape 
From dangers of a frightful shape ; 

An earthquake may be bid to spare 
The man that’s strangled by a hair. 

Fate steals along with silent tread, 

Found oft’nest in what least we dread, 

Frowns in the storm with angry brow, 

But in the sunshine strikes the blow. 

THE DOYES 

{Written May, 1780. Published 1782. There is a copy among 
the Ash MSS, entitled Anti4htiyphthora,J 

Reasoning at every step he treads, 

Man yet mistakes Ms way, 

While meaner things, whom instinct leads, 

Are rarely known to stray* 

One silent eve I wander'd late, 

And heard the voice of love ; 

The turtle thus address'd her mate, 

And sooth'd the listening dove— 8 

Our mutual bond of faith and truth, 

Ho time shall disengage ; 

Those Meanings of our early youth 
Shall cheer our latest age ; 

While innocence without disguise, 

And constancy sincere, 

.• Shall fill the circles of those eyes, 

And' mine can read them there ; 16 

Those ills that wait on all below 
Shall ne'er be felt by me, 

Or gently felt, and only so, 

• As being shar'd with thee. 

When lightnings dash among the trees, 

Or kites are hov’ring near, 

I fear lest thee alone they seize, 

And know no other fear. 24 

Before verse I A , has : 

Muse, mark the much lamented day,' ■ 

When, like a tempest fear'd, 

Forth issuing on the last of May 
, Thelyphthora appear'd. 

■ 5 One silent] That fatal A . 
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' ■ then I feelmyself wife. 

And pr thy wedded de, 

Resolv’d an unto form'd for life 
Death never shall divide. 

But oh ! if, fickle and unchaste, 

(Forgive a transient thought) 

Thou couldst become unkind at last 
And scorn thy present lot, 

No need of lightnings from on high. 

Or kites with cruel beak ; 

Daned th’ endearments of thine era. 

This widow’d heart would break. 

Thus sang the sweet sequester’d bird 
Soft as the passing wind, 

And I recorded what I heard— 

A lesson for mankind. 

A COMPARISON 

Written (?), Published 178&, MS. oopi of this and the 
next poem are in the Britiah MmmamT 

THE lapse of time and rivers is the same ; 

Both speed their journey with a restless stream • 
The silent pace with which they steal away 
Noweaith can bribe, no pray’rs persuade to stay • 
Alike irrevocable both when past, * ’ 

And wide ocean swallows both at last, 
though each resemble each i ev’rv part 
Adifference strik at le gtb the musing* heart • 
Streams never flow in vain ; where streams n bon nd 
How laughs the land with various plenty crown’d ! 

should enrich the noCSfod n 
Neglected,! vee a dreary waste behind. ■ 

ANOTHER 

ADDRESSED TO A YOUNG LADY 
Written J une, 1780. PnUhhad 1782.) 

Swtop stream that winds thro’ yonder glade 

Apt emblem of a virtuous maid- ’ 

bilent d chaste she steals along 

mth^>lt e W b«sy throng, 

with gentle, vet prevailing, force 
Intent upon her destin’d course : 

she does, 

Blessing and blest where’er she goes 
Pure-bosom’d that watYyglaS 
Andheavnre ected in her face. ’ j 0 


,32 


40 
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ON A GOLDFINCH STARVED TO DEATH 
IN HIS CAGE 

[Written in the summer of 1780. Published 1782. There is a 
MS. copy in the British Museum.) 

Tr was when I was free as air, 

The thistle’s downy seed my fare, 

My drink the morning dew ; 

I perch’d at will on evby spray, 

My form genteel, my plumage gay, 

My strains for ever new. 6 

But gaudy plumage, sprightly strain, 

And form genteel, were all in vain, 

And of a transient date ; 

For, caught and cag’d, and starv’d to death, 

• In dying sighs my little breath 

Soon pass’d the wiry grate. 12 

Thanks, gentle swain, for all my woes. 

And thanks for this effectual close 
And cure of ev’ry ill ! 

More cruelty could none express ; 

And I, if you had shown me less, 

Had been your pris’ner still. 18 


IN SEDHTONEM HORRENDAM 


CORRUPTEMS GALIJCIS (UT FERTUR) LOND1NI 
NUPER KXORTAM 


[Written in letter to Unwin, June IS, 1780 (MS. in British 
Museum). Published by Hayley, 1803.) 


Perfida, crudelis, victa et lymphata furore, 

Non armis laurum Gallia, fraude petit. 
Venalem pretio plebem conducit, et urit 
IJndique privataa patrieiasque domos. 
Nequicqiiam conata sua, foedi ima sperat 
Posse tamen nostra nos superare manu. 

Gallia, vana struis— Preeibusnuncutere! Vinces, 
Nam mite thaaidis supplidbusque sumus. 8 


TRANSLATION 

[Written in letter to Unwin, July 11, 1780 (MS. in British 
Museum). Published by Hayley, 1803.) 

False, cruel, disappointed, stung to th’ heart, 
France quits the warrior’s for th’ assassin’s part ; 
To dirty hands a dirty bribe conveys. 

Bids the low street and lofty palace blaze. 

Her sons too weak to vanquish us alone, 

She hires the worst and basest of our own. — 
Kneel, France 1 — a suppliant conquers uswith ease, 
We always spare a coward on Ids knees. 8 
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So then—. the Vandals of our isle 

TftZ° i™ f< f? to , sense a n<l law, ’ 

Have burnt to dust a nobler pile 
Than ever Roman saw ! • 

And Mcbray sighs o’er Pope and Swift 
_ And many a tim&iirw rrtfwck ' ' *" '* 
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• 'The' stream of pure and genuine love 
Derives its current from above,; 

A d earth a second Eden shows 
Where’er the healing water flows. 

But ah I if from the dykes and drains 
Of sensual nature’s feverish veins, 10 

Lust like a lawless headstrong flood 
Impregnated with ooze and mud, ' 

' Descending fast on ev’ry side, 

Once mingles with' the sacred tide, 

Farewell the soul-enlivhing scene ! 

The banks, that wore a smiling green, 

With rank defilement overspread 
Bewail their flow’ry beauties dead ; 

The stream polluted, dark, and dull, 

Diffus’d into a Stygian pool, 20 

Thro’ life's last melancholy years 
Is fed with ever flowing tears : 

Complaints supply the zephyr’s part:, 

And sighs that heave a breaking heart. 

ON OBSERVING* SOME NAMESOFLITTLE NOTE 
RECORDED IN THE BIOGRAPHIA RRITANNtCA 
[Written in letter to Unwin* Sept. 2L 1780 (MS. in British 
Museum). Published 1782.1 
Oh, fond attempt to give a deathless lot 
To names ignoble, bom to be forgot I 
In vain, recorded in historic page, 

They court the notice of a future age ; 

Those twinkling tiny lustres of the land 
Drop one by one from Fame’s neglecting hand : 

^ Lethfean gulphs receive them as they fall, 

And dark oblivion soon absorbs them all. 

' So when a child, as playful children use, 

Has burnt to tinder a stale last year’s news, 10 
The flame extinct, he views the roving Are— 
There goes my lady, and there goes the squire. 

; There goes the parson, oh ! illustrious spark, 

And there, scarce less illustrious, goes the clerk ! 


TO THE REVEBEND MR. NEWTON 
ON HIS RETURN FROM RAMSGATE 
[Written Oct., 1780. Published by Hayley, 1803, and by 
Johnson, 1815.] 

That ocean you of late survey’d, 

Those rocks I too have seen, 

But I, afflicted and dismay’d, 

You, tranquil and serene. 


To Nezvkm-A of] have ihiyhy 


fism 


ms. 
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^E»ar steep 

Saw stretch’d before your view, ' 

With conscious Joy, the thraat'ning deep, 

No longer eh to you. " 8 

To me, the waves that ceaseless broke 
Upon the dang’rous coast, 

Hoarsely and ominously spoke 
Of all my treasure lost. 

Your sea of troubles you have past, 

And found the peaceful shore ; 

I, tempest-toss'd, and wreck’d at last, 

Come home to port no more. 16 


REPORT OF AN ADJUDGED CASE 

NOT TO BE FOUND IN ANY OF THE BOOKS 

Gotten Doc., 1780 . Published 1782. There is a MS. copy in the 
British Museum m a letter to Unwin, another in the possession 
of Canon Cowper Johnson.] 

Between Nose and Eyes a strange contest arose,— 
The spectacles set them unhappily wro g ; 

The point in dispute w , as all the world knows, 
To which the said spectacles ought to belong, 

s °Tonguo w the lawyer, and argued the cause 
Withagrmtdealofslall, and a wig fuUof learning; 
While chief baron Ear % to balance the 1 ws. 

So fam’d for his talent in nicely discerning. 8 
In behalf of the Nose, it will quickly appear, 

And your lordship, he id, will undoubtedly find, 
thd Nose has had epee tael always 1 ' ■ wear. 
Whi^ amounts to pc mbs ioa time oat of mind! 
Then holding the spectacles up to the court,— 

Your lordship observes they are made with a 
straddle, 

,, of tke Nose is ; in short. 

Design’d to t close to it, ji t like a saddle. 16 

Ag^jn, would your lordship a moment suppose, 

( Tisa ease that h happen’d, and may be again) 
That the visage or countenance had not a Nose } ’ 

^'then? woa ^’ or wJao could, wear spectacles 

° I W8+tT 5lolG ’ ** - PP^ 8 '— ai *d my argument shows 

Thlt the ^S g pth% wtSXLthfS 
And the Nose w as plainly intended for them.' 
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Then, shifting his side, (as a lawyer knows how) 
He pleaded again in behalf of the Eyes : 26 

But what were his arguments few people know, 
For the court did not think they were equally wise. 

So his lordship decreed, with a grave solemn tone, 
Decisive and clear, without one if or but— 

That whenever the Nose put his spectacles on, 
Byday-light or candle-light— Eyes should be shut ! 

THE LOVE OF THE WORLD REPROVED; 
OR, HYPOCRISY DETECTED 1 

[Written 1780 (?). Published in The Gentleman’s Magazine Sept., 
1780 ; afterwards in 1782. There is a copy among the Ash MSS. 1 

Thus says the prophet of the Turk — 

Good mussulman, abstain from pork ; 

There is a part in ev’ry swine 
No friend or follower of mine 
May taste, whate’er his inclination, 

On pain of excommunication. 

Such Mahomet’s mysterious charge, 

And thus he left the point at large. 

[Had he the sinful part express’d, 

They might with safety eat the rest ; 10 

But for one piece they thought it hard 
From the whole hog to be debarr’d, 

And set their wit at work to find 
What joint the prophet had in mind.] 

Much controversy straight arose— 

These choose the back, the belly those ; 

By some ’tis confidently said 
He meant not to forbid the head ; 

While others at that doctrine rail, 

And piously prefer the tail. 20 

Thus, conscience freed from ev’ry clog, 
Mahometans eat up the hog. 

You laugh— ’tis well.— The tale applied 
May make you laugh on t’other side. 
Renounce the world— the preacher cries. 

We do — a multitude replies. 

While one as innocent regards 
A snug and friendly game at cards ; 

1 It may be proper to inform the reader that this piece has 
already appeared m print, having found it® way, though with 
some unnecessary additions by an unknown hand, into the Leeds 
Journal, without the author’s privity [C.l 
Title] Almost a Christian. A Tale A. 4 Follower or 
Friend A. 9-14 by Sf exoton; tm. A. See Cotcper's footnote, 

printed in 178Z, and in subsequent editions. 
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And one, whatever you may say. 

Can see no evil in a play ; 

So e love co cert, or a r ; 

And othe —shooting, 4 the chase. 

Revil'd d lov’d, re ou e’4 and follow’d. 
Thus, bit by bit, the world is swallow'd ; 

Each thinks Ms neighbour makes too free, 

Yet likes a slice as well as he ; 

With sophistry their sauce they sweeten, 

Till quite from tail to snout ’tig eaten. 

BOADICEA : AN ODE 
[Written 1780, Published 1782.] 

Whek the British warrior queen, 

Bleeding from the Roman rods, 

Sought, with an indignant ien, 

Counsel of her country’s gods, 

Sage beneath a spreading oak 
Sat the Druid, hoary cMef ; 

Ev'ry burning word he spoke 
Full of rage, and full of grief. 8 

Princess ! if our aged eyes 

u P° n thy matchless wro gs, 

’T becau resent ent ties 
All the terrors of our tongues. 

Rome shall perish— write that word 
In the blood that she has spilt • 

Perish, hopele and abhorr’d, 

Deep in ruin as in guilt. 16 

Rome, for empire far renown’d, 

Tramples on a thousand states ; 

Soon her pride shall kiss the ground— 

Hark ! the Saul is at her gates ! 

Other Romans shall arise, 

Heedless of a soldier’s name ; 

Somads, not arms, shall win the prize— 
Harmony the path to fame. 24 

Then the progeny that springs 
From the forests of our land 

thunder, clad with wings, 

Shall a wider world command. 

Regions Caesar ever knew 
Thy posterity shall sw y, 

Where his eagl< never flew. 

None invincible as they. 
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Such the bard's prophetic words, 

Pregnant with celestial fire, 

Bending, as he swept the chords 
Of his sweet but awful lyre. 

She, with all a monarch's pride, 

Felt them in her bosom glow ; 

Bush’d to battle, fought, and died ; 

Dying, hurl’d them at the foe. 40 

Ruffians, pitiless as pi*oud, 

Heav’n awards the vengeance due ; 

Empire is on us bestow'd, 

Shame and ruin wait for you. 


VERSES 

SUPPOSED TO BE WRITTEN BY ALEXANDER 
SELKIRK, DURING HIS SOLITARY ABODE IN 
THE ISLAND OF JUAN FERNANDEZ 

[Written <?). Published 1782. There is a. MS. copy in the 
British Museum, not in Cow'pers handwriting; another among 
the Ash MSS.] 

I am monarch of all I survey. 

My right there is one to dispute ; 

From the centre all round to the sea, 

I am lord of the fowl and the brute. 

Oh, solitude ! where are the charms 
That sages have seen in thy face? 

Better dwell in the midst of alarms, 

Than reign in this horrible place. 8 

I am out of humanity’s reach, 

I must finish my journey alone, 

Never hear the sweet music of speech ; 

I start at the sound of my own. 

The beasts, that roam over the plain, 

My form with indifference see ; 

They are so unacquainted with man, 

Their tameness is shocking to me. 16 

Society, friendship, and love, 

Divinely bestow’d upon man, 

Oh, had I the wings of a dove, 

How soon would I taste you again ! 

My sorrows I then might assuage 
In the ways of religion and truth. 

Might learn from the wisdom of age, 

And be cheer’d by the sallies of youth. 24 
SOyeRil I. A. 
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ALEXANDER SELKIRK . ' ' . ■ : 

Religion ! what treasure untold 
R 'des in that heavenly word J 
More precio than silver and gold. 

Or ail that this earth can afford. 

But the sound of the church-going bell 
These vallies and rocks never heard, 

Ne’er 'gh’d at the sound of a knell, 

Or smil’d when a sabbath appear’d. 32 

Ye winds, that have made me your sport. 

Convey to this desolate shore 
Some cordial endearing report 
Of a land I shall visit no more. 

My friends, do they now and then send 
A wish or a thought after ina ? 

O tell me I yet have a friend, 

Though friend I am never to see. 40 

How fleet is a glance of the mind ! 

Compar’d with the speed of its flight. 

The tempest itself lags behind, 

TTT f nd T the swift wing’d arrows of light. 

When I think of my own native land, 

In a moment I seem to be there ; 

But alas ! recollection at hand 
Soon hurries e back to despair. 48 

But the -fowl is gone to her nest, 

The beast is laid down in his lair, 

Ev n here is a season of rest, 

And I to my cabin repair. 

There' mercy in every place ; 

And mercy, encouraging thought ! 

Gives even a ietion a grace, 

And raeoneil man to his lot. 56 


THE LILY AND THE ROSE 

[Written ®(y«W irn Then* man undated MS. 
uk the British MuacumJ 

Th nymph must lose her female friend. 

If more admir’d than she— 

But where will fierce contention end 
If now rs can disagree ? 

ST 2 !® J a Never B.V. A. 

'' * To the srfi^tSo( n n lW M f ' 5 atten(1 
tod] rto^ltodete m - 1 A ' ® own native 

i7 ’ * StiflhSJk 5dyal ^i ^ 

43 8 a Pmooer hBre - SM - A - 
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Within the garden’s peaceful scene 
Appear’d two lovely foes, 

Aspiring to the rank of queen— 

The Lily and the Rose. 

The Rose soon redden’d into rage, 

And, swelling with disdain, 

Appeal'd to many a poet’s page 
To prove her right to reign. 

The Lily’s height bespoke command— 

A fair imperial flow’r ; 

She seem’d design’d for Flora’s hand. 

The sceptre of her pow’r. 16 

This civil bick’ring and debate 
The goddess chanc’d to hear, 

And flew to save, ere yet too late, 

The pride of the parterre. — 

Yours is, she said, the nobler hue, 

And your’s the statelier mien, 

And, till a third, surp ses you, 

Let each be deem’d a queen. 24 

Thus, sooth’d and reconcil’d, each seeks 
The fairest British fair ; 

The seat of empire is her cheeks, 

They reign united there. 


IDEM LATINE REDDITUM 
[Written 1781 {?). Published 1782.3 

Hep inimicitias quoties parit temula forma, 

Quam rare pulchraa pulehra placere potest 1 

Sed fines ultra solitos discordia tendit, 

Cum Sores ipsos bilis et ira movent. 

Hortus ubi dulces prasbet tacitosque recessus, 

Se rapit in partes gens animosa duas ; 

Hie sibi regales Amaryllis Candida eultus, 

Blic purpureo vindicat ore Rosa. 8 

Ira Rosam et mentis queesita superbia tangunt, 
Multaque ferventi vix cohibenda sinu, 

Dum sibi fautorum ciet imdique nomina vatum, 
Jusque suum, multo carmine fulta, probat. 

Altior emicat ilia, et eelso vertice nutat, 

Ceu flor inter non habitura parem, 

Fastiditque alios, et nata videtur in usus 
Imperii, sceptrum, Flora quod ipsa gerat. 16 
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Nee Dea o sensit civilis manaura mm, 

Cui carte t piotas pandere rum opes, 
Delieiasqu© suas n qu&m non pro pta tueri, ■ 
Dam licet et locos est, ot taeafcar, adest. 

Et tibi forma datur procerior omnibus, in quit, 

Et tibi, principibus qui solet esBe, color, 

Et donee vineat quad am formosior ambus, 

Et tibi reginss nomen, et esto tibi. 24 

His ubi sedatus furor est, petit utraque nympham, 
Qualem inter Veneres Anglia sola parit ; 

Hanc penes imperiumest, nihil optant amplins, hujus 
Regnant in nitidis, et sine lit©, genis. 

VOTUM 

[Written (!). Published 1782.] 

0 MATOTim rores, auraeque salubres, 

0 nemora, et last® rivis felicibus herb®, 

Graminei coll , et ammo® in vallibus umbras ! 

Fata modo dederint quas olim in rare j temo 
Delic' , proeul arte, procul formidine novi, 
Quamvellem ignotus,quod mens mea semper avebat, 
Ante larem proprium placidam expectare se ectam, 
Turn demum, exact' no infoliciter annis, 

Sortiri taciturn lapide , aut sub ceepito co di ! 9 

HOSAC . Book * 2nd. On this 10th. 

[Written 0), PuMwhed 1783,] 

Receive, dear friend, the truths I teach, 

So shalt thou live beyond the reach 
Of adverse Fortune’s pow’r ; 

Not always tempt the distant deep, 

Nor al ways timorously creep 
Along the troach’rous shore. 6 

He, that holds fast the golden mean, 

And liv contentedly between 
The little and the great, 

Feels not the wants that pinch the poor, 

Nor plagues that haunt the rich man’s door, 
Imbitt’ring all his state. 12 

The tallest pines feel most the pow’r 
Of wintry Waste; the loftiest tow’r 
Comes heaviest to the ground ; 

The bolts, that spare the mountain’s side, 
< 'i oud - ca P t stainenee divide, 

And spread Hie rain round. IS 

libbrnum. 
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The welbi form'd philosopher 
^ Rejoic with an wholesome fear, 

And hopes, in spite of pain ; 

'' If winter bellow from the north, 

Soon the sweet spring comes dancing forth, 

; And .nature laughs again, ’ 24 

■ What .if thine keavn he overcast, 

The dark appearance will not last ; 

' Expect , a brighter sky ; . 

The Hod that skings the silver how 
Awakes sometimes the muses too, 

And lays Ms arrows by. BO 

If hindrances obstruct thy way, 

Thy magnanimity display, 

And let thy strength be seen ; 

But oh I if Fortune fill thy sail 
With more than a propitious gale, 

Take half thy canvass in, 36 

A REFLECTION ON THE FOREGOING ODE 

[Written (?t Published 1782.] 

Ann is this all ? Can reason do no more 
Than bid me shun the deep and dread the shore? 
Sweet moralist i afloat on life’s rough sea, 

The Christian has an art unknown to thee ; 

He holds no parley with unmanly fears ; 

Where duty bids, he confidently steers, 

Faces a thousand dangers at her call, 

And, trusting in his God, surmounts them all. 8 

MUTUAL FORBEARANCE 

NECESSARY TO THE HAPPINESS OF THE 
MARRIED STATE 

[Written (tk Published' 1782, There is a MS. copy in the 
British Museum,] 

The lady thus address'd her spouse — 

What a mere dungeon is this house ! 

By no means large enough ; and, was it, 

Yet this dull room, and that dark closet— 

, Those hangings, with their worn-out graces, 
Long beards, long noses, and pale faces— 

Are such an antiquated scene, 

They' overwhelm me with the spleen l 

Mutwti Forbearaim—Ti tie] Patience recommended to Ladies 
who have deaf Husbands EM \ 2* 3 What . means] How 

I detest this odious house ! It is not BM* 4 dull] low BM* 
'.'■8 overwhelm] almost IdU MM* 
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Sir Humphry* shooting in the dark, 
Mak a wer quite beside the mark : 

No doubt, my dear— -I bade him come, 
Engag'd y If to be at home, 

And shall expect him at the door 
Precisely when the clock strikes four. 

You are so deaf, the lady cried, 

(AM rais’d her voice and frown’d beside,} 
You are so sadly deaf, my dear. 

What shall I do to make you hear? 

Dismiss poor Harry ! he replies ; 

Some people are more nice than wise— 
For one slight trespass all this stir ? 

What if he did ride whip and spur, 

’Twas but a mile— your fav’rite horse 
Will never look one hair the worse. 

Well, I protest ’tis past all bearing. — 
Child ! I am rather hard of hearing.— 

Yes, truly— one must scream and bawl — 

I tell you, you ca ’t hear at all ! 

Then, with a voice exceeding low, 

No matter if you hear or no. 

A1 ! and is do estic strife. 

That rest ill of human life, 

A plague so little to be fear’d, 

As to be wantonly incurr’d, 


10 


20 


30 


The kindest and the happiest pair 
Will find occasion to forbear ; 

And something, ev’ry day they live, 

To pity, and, perhaj , forgive. 

But if infirmities that fall 
In common to the lot of all— 

A blemish or sense i pair’d 

Are erim so little to be spar’d.— 

Th® 1 farewell all that must create 
The comfort of the wedded state : 
Instead of harmony, ’tis jar 
And tumult, and intestine war. 

The love that cheers life’s latest stage. 
Proof against 'ckness and old age, 
Preserv’d by virtue from declension, 
Becomes not weary of attention ; 


40 


50 


Y<» 19 th ° aTluSr mf 
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But lives, when that exterior grace 
^ Which first inspir'd the flame decays. 

’Tig gentle, delicate, and kind. 

To faults compassionate or Mind, 

And will with sympathy endure 
Those evils it would gladly cure ; 

But angry, coarse, and harsh expression 
Shows love to be mere profession ; €0 

1 Proves that the heart is none of his, 

Or soon expels him if it is. 

ANTTTHELYPHTHORA 

A TALE, IN VERSE 
Ah miser. 

Quanta laboraa in Charybdi l 

Her. Od. I 27. 

[Written Jan. (?), ' 1781. Published anonymously as a 4to 
■ pamphlet, 1781.] 

Airy del Castro was as bold a knight 
As ever earn'd a lady's love in fight. 

Many he sought, but one above the rest 
H* tender heart victoriously impress'd : 

In Fairy land was bom the matchless dame, 

The land of Dreams, Hypothesis her name. 

There Fancy nurs’d her in ideal bow’rs, 

And laid her soft in Amaranthine fiow’rs ; 
Delighted with her babe, tIT Inehantress smil’d, 
And .grac'd with all her gifts the fav’rite child. 10 
Her, woo'd Sir Airy, by meandrmg streams, 

In daily musings and in nightly dreams ; 

With all the fiow’rs he found, he wove in haste 
Wreaths for her brow, .a d girdl for her waist ; 
His, time, his talents, and Ms ceaseless care 
All consecrated to adorn the fair ; 

Mo pastime but with her he deign'd to take, 

And if he studied, studied for her sake. 

And, for Hypothesis was somewhat long, 

Nor soft enough to suit a lover’s tongue, 20 

He called her Posy, with an amorous art, 

And grav’d it on a gem, and wore it next Ms heart. 

But she, inconstant as the beams that play 
On rippling waters in an April day, 

With many a freakish trick deceiv'd his pains, 

To pathless wilds an<Ptmfrequented plains 
.Entic’d him from Ms oaths of knighthood far, 
Forgetful of the glorious toils of war. 

• "Sis thus the tenderness that love inspires 
Too oft betrays the vot’ries of his fires ; 
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Borne far away on elevated wings. 

They sport like wanton doves in airy rings, 

And laws and duties are neglected things. 

Nor he alone address’d the wayward Fair, 

Full many a knight had been entangled there. 

But still whoever woo'd her or embrac’d, 

On ev’ry mind some mighty spell she cast. 

Some she would teach (for she was wondrous wise, 
And made her dupes see all things with her 
eyes) 

That forms material, whatsoe’er we dream, 40 
Are not at all, or are not what they seem ; 

That substances and modes of ev’ry kind, 

Are mere impressions on the passive mind ; 

And he that splits his cranium, breaks at most 
A fancied head against a fended post : 

Others, that earth, ere sin had drown’d it all, 

Was smooth and even as an iv’ry hall ; 

That all the various beauties we survey. 

Hills, valleys, rivers, and the boundless sea, 

Are but departures from the first design, 50 

Effects of punishment and wrath divine. 


She tutor d some in Daedalus's art, 

And promis’d they should act his wildgooae port, 
On waxen pinions soar without a fell, 

Swift as the proudest gander of them all. 

But fate reserv’d Sir Airy to maintain 


But man, within a wider pale enclos’d, 

May rove at will, where appetite shall lead, <j( 
Jfree as the lordly hull that ranges o’er the maid ; 
That forms and rites are tricks of human law, 

As idle as the chatt’ring of a daw ; 

That lewd incontinence and lawless rape, 

Are marriage in its true and proper shape ; 

That man by faith and truth is made a slave, 

The ring a bauble, and the priest a knave. 

Fair fall the deed 1 the Knight exulting cried, 
Now is the time to inake the maid a bride ! 

„ Twas on the noon of an aut umnal day, 7( 
October hight, but mild and fair as May, 

When scarlet fruits the russet hedge adorn, 

Ana floating films envelope ev’ry thorn. 

When gently, as in June, the liters glide. 

And only miss rthe flow’rs that grac’d their side ; 
Thehnnet twitter’d out his parting song, 

With many a chorister the woods among; 
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On southern tanks the ruminating sheep 
hay snug and warm, ’twas summer’s farewel 
peep. 

Propitious to his fond intent, there grew 80 

An arbour near at hand of thickest yew, 

With many a boxen bush, close clipt between, 

And Philyrea of a gilded green. 

But what old Chaucer’s merry page befits, 

The chaster muse of modern days omits. 

Suffice it then in decent terms to say, 

She saw,— and turn’d her rosy cheek away. 

Small need of pray’r-book or of priest I ween, 
Where parties are agreed, retir’d the scene, 
Occasion prompt, and appetite so keen. 90 

Hypothesis (for with such magic pow’r 
Fancy endued her in her natal hour) 

From many a steaming lake and reeking bog, 

Bade rise in haste a dank and drizzling fog," 

That curtain’d round the scene where they repos’d, 
And wood and lawn in dusky folds inclos’d. 

Fear seiz’d the trembling sex ; in every grove 
They wept the wrongs of honourable love. 

“ In vain,” they cried, “ are hymeneal rites, 

Vain our delusive hope of constant knights ; 100 

The marriage bond has lost its pow’r to bind, 

And flutters loose, the sport of every wind ; 

The bride, while yet her bride’s attire is on, 

Shall mourn her absent lord, for he is gone, 

Satiate of her, and weary of the same, 

To distant wilds in quest of other game. 

Ye fair Circassians J all your lutes employ, 
Seraglios sing, and harams dance for joy, 

For British nymphs, whose lords were lately true, 
Nymphs quite as fair, and happier once than you, 
Honour, esteem, and confidence forgot, 111 

Feel all the meanness of your slavish lot. 

O curst Hypothesis ! your hellish arts 
Seduce our husbands, and estrange their hearts. 
Will none arise? no knight, who still retains 
The blood of ancient worthies in Ms veins, 

T' assert the charter of the chaste and fair, 

Find out her treaclr rou$ heart., and plant a dagger 
there!” 

A knight (can he that serves the Fair do less ?) 
Starts at the call of beauty in distress ; 120 

And he that does not, whatsoe’er occurs, 

Is recreant, and unworthy of his spurs *. 

1 When a knight was degraded, his spurs were chopp’d off [C.]. 
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Pull many a champion, bent on hardy deed, 
Call’d for Ms arms, and for his princely steed. 

So swarm’d the Sabine youth, and grasp’d the 
shield, 

When Roman rapine, by no laws withheld, 

Lest Rome should end with her first founders’ lives, 
Made half their maids, saw* ceremony, wives. 

But not the mitred few : the soul their charge, 
They left these bodily concerns at large ; 130 

Forms or no forms, pluralities or pairs, 

Right reverend Sirs ! was no concern of theirs. 

The rest, alert and active as became 
A courteous knighthood, caught the gen'rous flame ; 
One was accoutred when the cry began, 

Knight of the silver moon, Sir Marmadan K 
Oft as his Patroness, who rules the night. 

Hangs out her lamp in yon cserulean height. 

His vow was (and he well perform’d his vow) 
Arm’d at all points, with terror on his brow, 140 
To judge the land, to purge atrocious crimes, 

And quell the shapeless monsters of the times. 

For cedars fam’d, fair Lebanon supplied 
The weli-pois’d lance that quiver’d at his side ; 
Truth arm’d it with a point so keen, bo just. 

No spell or charm was proof against the thrust. 

He couch’d it firm upon his puissant thigh, 

And darting through Ms helm an eagle's eye, 

On all the wings of cMvalry advanc'd 
To where the fond Sir Airy lay entranc'd. 150 
He dreamt not of a foe, or if his fear 
Foretold one, dreamt not of a foe so near. 

Far other dreams Ms fev’rish mind employ'd, 

Of rights restor’d, variety enjoy’d ; 

Of virtue too well fenc’d to fear a flaw, 

Vice passing current hy the stamp of law ; 

Large population on a libral plan. 

And woman trembling at the foot of man ; 

How simple wedlock fornication works. 

And Christians marrying may convert the Turks. 

The trumpet now spoke Marmadan at hand, 161 
A trumpet that was heard through all the land. 
His high-bred steed expands his nostrils wide, 

And snorts aloud to cast the mist aside ; 

But he, the virtues of Ms laJmeJp show, 

Struck thrice the point upon his saddle-bow ; 

Three sparks ensued that chas’d it all away, 

And set th’ unseemly pair in open day. 

1 Monthly Review for October [C.3. 
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^ To horse ! he cried, or by this good light hand 
And better spear, I smite yon where you stand. 170 
Sir Airy, not a whit dismay'd or scar'd. 

Buckled his helm, and to his steed repair’d ; , 

Whose bridle, while he cropp'd the grass below, 

/ Hang not far oft* upon a myrtle bough. 

He mounts at once, such confidence infus’d 

■ Th’ insidious witch that had Ms wits abus'd ; 

And she, regardless of her softer kind, 

■ Seiz'd fast th© saddle and sprang up beMnd. 

. Oh shame to knighthood I his assailant cried'; 

Oh shame ! ten thousand echoing nymphs replied. 
Plac’d with advantage at his list ning ear, 181 
She whisper’d still that he had nought to fear ; 
That he was cas’d in such inchanted steel, 

Bo polish’d and compact from head to heel, 

‘ Come ten, come twenty, should an army call 
Thee to the field, thou shonldst withstand them all. 

By Dian’s beams, Sir Marmadan exclaim’d, 

The guiltiest still are ever least asham’d !. 

But guard thee well, expect no feign’d attack ; 

And guard beside the sorc’ress at thy back/ 190 
He spoke indignant, and his spurs applied, 
Though little need, to ' his good palfrey’s side ; 

The barb sprang forward, and his lord, whose force 
Was equal to 1 the swiftness of his horse, 

Bushed with a whirlwind’s fury on the' foe, 

And; Phineas like, transfix’d them at a Mow. 

Then sang, the married and the maiden throng, 
Lov© grac’d the theme, and harmony the song ; ' 
The Fauns and Satyrs, a lascivious race,' 

Shriek’d at the sight, and, conscious, fled the place : 

' And Hymen, trimming Ms dim torch anew, 201 
His snowy mantle o’er Ms shoulders threw ; 

He turn’d, mid view'd it oft on ev’ry side, 

And redd’ning with a just and gen'rous pride, 
Bless’d the glad. beams of that propitious day, 

The spot he loath’d so much for ever cleans’d away. 


TO THE ’ REV. MB. NEWTON 
AN INVITATION INTO THE COUNTRY 
[Written (?}. Published 1182.] 

■ .The swallows in their torpid state 
Compose their useless wing. 

And bee© in hives as idly wait 
, The call of early spring. 

: M 




POET, OYSTER, AND PLANT 323 

(When, cry the botanists— and stare 

Did plants eall’d sensitive grow there ? 

No matter when — a poet’s muse is 
To make them grow just where she chooses.) 

You, shapeless nothing in a dish— 

You that are but almost a fish— 

I scorn your coarse insinuation, 

And have most plentiful occasion 
To wish myself the rock I view, 

Or such another dolt as you : 30 

For many a grave and learned clerk. 

And many a gay unletter’d spark, 

With curious touch examines me, 

If I can feel as well as he; 

And, when I bend, retire, and shrink, 

Says— -Well, ’tis more than one would think ! 
Thus life is spent (oh, fie upon’t !) 

In being touch’d, and crying— Don’t I 
A poet, in his ev’ning walk, 

O’erheard and check’d this idle talk. 40 

A_d your fine sense, he said, and your’s, 
whatever evil it endures, 

Reserves not, if so soon offended, 

IMuch to be pitied or commended. 

^D isputes, though short, are far too long, 
Wvhere both alike are in the wrong * 

3Tour feelings, in their fu l l amount, 

-Are all upon your own account. 

^ You, in your grotto-work enclos’d, 

C-xj plain of being thus expos'd ; 50 

Sk et nothing feel in that rough coat, 

S&ave when the knife is at your throat, 
v-y herever driv’n by wind or tide, 

KGxempt from ev’ry ill beside. 

— And, as for you, my Lady Squeamish, 

Jwho reckon ev’ry touch a blemish, 

MF all the plants that can be found 
Jfcambellishmg the scene around 
SSSfoould droop and wither where thev grow, 

I would not feel at all — not you." 00 

IRMbte noblest minds their virtue prove 
Bwy pity, sympathy, and love ; 

Tfcmese, these are feelings truly fine, 

Aramd prove their owner half divine. 

XJBia censure reach’d them as he dealt it, 
Aocacl each by shrinking show’d he felt it. 



Poor V tris, griev’d beyond all easure. 
To have i eurr’d bo much displeasure, 
Although a Frenchman, disconcerted, 

And though lightheeled, yet heavy-hearted, 
Begs humbly to inform his friends 
Next first of April he intends 
To take a boat and row right down 
To Cuckold's Point from Richmond town. 
And as he goes, alert and gay, 

Leap all the bridges in his way. 

The boat, borne downward with the tide, 
Shall catch him safe on t’other side. 

He humbly hopes by this expedient 
To prove himself their most obedient, 
(Which shall be always his endeavour, * 

And jump into the former favour. 

TO SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS 

(Written 1781 (})(MS. in British Muwmm). Published 


To dark Futurity irvive, 
And in u fading beauty live, 


A special mandate of the Nine - 
Yourself, whatever task yon choose, 
So much indebted to the Muse, 


Thus, y the sisterhood-- We come— 
Fix well your pallet on your thumb, 
Prepare the pencil and die tint*. 




■ TO SIE JOSHUA REYNOLDS . 325 

1 ' Each with staring stedf ■ t eye, 

■ Fixt on Ms great and good ally* 

, Prance fii the kite— ’tie on the wing — * 

' 1 ' ' Britannia’s lightning cuts the string, 

. The wind that rais’d it, ere it ceases, 

Just rends it into thirteen pieces, 30 

Takes charge of ev’ry flutt’ring sheet, 

. And lays them all at George's feet. 

Iberia trembling from afar 
Renounces the confederate war : 

Her efforts and her arts overcome, 

France ^calls her shatter’d navies home : 
Repenting Holland learns to mourn 
The sacred treaties she has torn : 

Astonishment and awe profound 

Are stamp’d upon the nations round : 40 

Without one friend, above all foes, 

Britannia gives the world repo . 

HEROISM 

[Written 1781. Published 1783.} 

There was a time when Etna's silent fire 
Slept unperceiv’d, the mountain yet entire ; 

: When, conscioi of no danger from below, 

She towVd a cloud-capt pyramid of snow. 

Ho thunders shook with deep intestine sound 
The blooming groves that girdled her around. 

Her unctuous olives, and her purple vines, 

(Unfelt the fury of those bursting mines) 

The peasant’s hopes, and not in vain, assur'd, 

In peace upon her sloping aides matur’d. 10 

When on a day, like that of the last doom,' 

A. 'Conflagration lab’ring in her womb, 

She teem’d and heav’d with an infernal birth, 

That shook the circling seas and solid earth. 

Dark and voluminous the vapours rise, 

And hang their horrors in the neighboring skies, . 
While through the stygian veil that blots the day, 

In dazzling streaks, the vivid lightnings play. 

But, oh! what muse, and in what pow’rs of song, 
Can trace the torrent as if bums along? , 20 

Havoc d devastation in the van, 

It marches o’er the prostate works of man— 
Vines, olives, herbage, forests, di ppear, 

And all the charms of a Sicilian year. 

Revolving seasons, fruitless as they .pass,; 

See it an uninfoxm’d and idle mass p" 
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[Written Fob., VM FnUiA*& b, 

Poor V tris, griev’d beyond all ensure. \ 
To have ineurr’d so much displeasure, 
Although a Frenchman, disconcerted, . 

And though ligbtheeM. yet heavy-hearted, . ; 
Begs humbly to inform his friends 
Next first of April he intend* 

To take a boat and row right down 
To Cuckold’s Point from Richmond town, 

And as he goes, alert and gay, 

Leap all the bridges in Ms way , » 

The boat, borne downward with the tide. 

S h ell catch Mm safe on t’other side. 

He humbly hope® by this expedient 
To prove himself their ost obedient, 

(Which shall be always his endeavour, t 
And jump into the former favour. 

TO SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS 


rWritte»178l {?MMS. to British Museum). P»Mi»bed 
by Johnson, 1824.1 

Dear President, whoso art sublime 
Gives perpetuity to time, 

And bids transactions of a day 
That fleeting bon ' would waft away, 

To dark Futurity survive, 

And in unfading beauty live. 

You cannot with a grace decline 

A special mandate of the Nine - ■ ;f, 

Yourself, whatever tank you chow. ■ . 

So much indebted to the Muse. Ill 

Thus, y the sisterhood We come— 

Fix well your pallet on your thumb. 

Prepare toe pencil and toe tints, 

We oo e to furnish you with hints. 

French diaappointme t, British glory 
M t he toe subject of the story. 

First strike curve, a graceful bow, 

Th slope it to a point below ; 

Yonr outline y, airy, light, 

Fill’d up be<x> i paper Trite, . ■ *j 

Lett depe de , - ngui e, horrid, 

Blaze, like meteor i the forehead ; . 

Be to, (b t lay aside your graces) ' 

Dr&W MOMMMi-t ip ««•/«/ /OOM, 

TbeMemlx) ofOswfH ,1 jawss, tvs fwm «*sh 

MU in M. ' ;■ , • • ' • " ’ . .! !i$ 


TO SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS - 325 

■ Each with staring ste&f t eye, 

' ' Fixt on Ms great and good ally. 

; Ft ce Hies the kit©— tis on the wing — 
Britannia's lightning cuts the string, 

' The. wind that rais'd it, ere it ceases, 

. 'Just rends it. into thirteen pieces, ' SO 

■Takes charge of ev’ry fluttering sheet, 

■ And lays them all at George's feet. 

Iberia trembling from afar 
Renounces the confederate war : 

Her efforts and her arts o’ereoxne, 

France calls her shatter'd navies home : 
Repenting Holland learns to mourn 
The sacred treaties she has torn : 

Astonishment and awe profound 

Are stamp'd upon the nations round : 40 

Without on© friend, above all foes, 

Britannia gives the world repo . . 

HEROISM . 

[Written 1781. Published 1782.] 

’ There was a time when Aetna’s silent fire 
Slept unperceiv'd, the ountain yet entire ; 

When, conscious of no danger from below, 

■ She towVd a eloud-capt pyramid of snow. 

No thunders shook with deep intestine sound 
The 1 blooming groves that girdled her around. 

Her unctuous olives, and her purple vines,. . 

(Unfelt the fury of the bursting mines) 

The peasant’s, hopes, and not in vain, assur’d, 

In peace upon her sloping sid matur’d. lo 

When on a day, like that of the 1 ■ t doom, 

A conflagration lab’ring in her womb, 

She teem’d ,and heav’d with ah infernal birth, 

That shook the circling seas and solid earth. 

Dark and voluminous the vapours rise, 

And' hang their horrors in the neighb’ring skies, 
While through the stygian veil that Mots the day, 

In dazzling streaks, the vivid lightnings play. 

But, oh! what muse, and in what pow’rs of song, 
Can trace the torrent as it bums along ? 20 

Havoc and devastation in the van, 

It marches o’er the prostrate works of man— 

' Tines, oliv , , .herbage, forests, disappear, 

'And all the charms of a Sicilian year, 

■ Revolving seasons, fruitless as they pass, 

See it an uninfonnd and idle mass ; 
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Without a soil V invite the 'tiller's caw, . 

Or blade that might rede© it fmm despair; 

Yet time at length (what will not time achieve f) • 
Clothes it with earth, and Mis the produce live* SO' 
One© more the spiry myrtle crowns the glade, 

And rammating flocks enjoy the shade. 

Oh, Mias precarious, .and unsafe retreats. 

Oh charming paradise of shorfcdivtl sweets | 

The self-same gale that wafts the fragrance round 
Brings to the distant ear a sullen sound ; 

Again the mountain feels tlf imprison'd foe, 

Again pours rain on the vale below. 

Ten thousand swains the wasted seen© deplore, 
That only future ages can restore, 40 

Y© monarchs, whom, the lure of honour draws, 
Who write in blood the merits of your cans©, 

Who strike the blow, then, plead your own defence— 
Glory your aim, but justice your pretence ; 

Behold in iEtna’s emblematic fires 

The mischiefs your ambitious pride inspires ! 

Fast by the stream that bounds your fust domain, 
And tells you where ye have a right to reign,, 

A nation dwells, not envious of your throne. 
Studious of peace, their neighbours’, and their own. 
Ill-fated race ! how deeply, must they rue 51 
Their only ' crime, vicinity ■ to you J 
The trumpet sounds, your legions, swarm abroad,, 
Through the ripe harvest lies their destin’d road ; 
At evYy step beneath their feet they tread 
The life of multitudes, a nation's bread l 
Earth seems a garden in its loveliest drew 
Before them, and behind a wilderness. 

Famine, and pestilence, her.first-born'so 1 , 

Attend to finish what the sword begun;' 60 

And echoing praises such m fiends, might earn, 

And folly pays, resound at your return ; 

A calm succeeds— but plenty, with her train, 

Of heart-felt joys, succeeds not soon again, 

And years of pining indigene© must show 
What scourges are the gods that rule below. 

Yet man, laborious man, by slow degrees, 

(Such is his thirst of opulence and ease) 

Plies all the sinews of industrious toil, 

Gleans up the refuse of the geiTral spoil, 70 

Rebuilds the tow’rs that smok’d upon the plain, ■ ■ 
And the sun gilds the shinin spires again. 

lucre ing commerce' & vmng art 
Renew the quarrel o the couqfrors part ; 
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And the sad lesson must be learn’d once more, 

That wealth within is ruin at the door* 

What are ye, monarch®, laureFcl heroes, say— 
But Mtnm of the sulf ring work! ye sway'? 

Sweet nature, stripp’d 'of her embroider'd robe, 
Deplores the wasted regions of her globe ; ' SO 

And stands a witness at truth’s awful bar, 

To prove you, there, destroyers as ye are* 

' Oh, place me in some heav’n-protected isle, 
Where peace, and equity, and freedom smile ; 
Where no volcano pours his fiery Hood, 

No crested warrior dips his plume in blood ; 

Where pow’r secures what industry has won ; 
Where to succeed is not to be undone ; 

A land that distant tyrants hate in vain. 

In Britain’s isle, beneath a George’s reign ! 90 

AN EPISTLE 

TO A PROTESTANT LADY IN PRANCE 

[Written in the summer of 1781. Published 1800 { vol. I. Appendix), 
and, clearly from the same MB. (now in, the British Museum), 
by Built in 1801, . A slightly different version was published by 
Hay ley in 1803, said by him to be “from a copy corrected by the 
author.”} 

Madam, a stranger's purpo in these lays 
Is to congratulate, and not to praise. 

• To give the creature her Creator’s due 
Were' sin in me, and an offence to you. , 

From man to man, or ev’n to woman paid, 

Praise is the medium of a knavish trade, 

A coin by craft for lolly’s use design’d. 

Spurious, and only current with the blind. 

The path of sorrow, and that path alone, 

Leads to the land where sorrow is unknown ; 10 

No traveller ever reach’d that blest abode 
Who found not thorns and briars in his road. 

The world may dance along the flow’ry plain, 
Cheer’d as they go by many a sprightly strain. 
Where Nature has her mossy velvet spread, 

' With unshod feet they yet securely tread, 
Admonish’d, scorn the caution and the friend, 

Bent upon pleasure, heedless of its end. 

But he, who knew what human hearts would prove, 

' How slow to learn the dictates of his love, 20 

Title in Mayka : Epistle to a Lady in France, a person of great 
■ piety, and much a icted. 3 her] the tfayley* 4 sin] guilt 
aavfey* ' 12 in] on Mayky, 15 yielding mosses Baylty* 

16 they yet securely} and yet unharm’d, they Eayky* 18 upon] 
on all and ail on Mayka* 



328 TO A PROTESTANT LABY 

That hard by nature and of stubborn will, . 

A life of would mate them harder still, 

In pity to the sinn he feign’d 
To rescue fro therm of zaa&ldttd, 

Call'd for a cloud to darken ail their ywus* 

And said, “ go spend them in the vale of tears,” ' 

^ Oh balmy gales of soul-reviving air, 

. Oh salutary streams that murmur there, 

These Sowing from the fount of gim® above, 

Those breath’d from lips of everlasting love ! . 30 

The flinty soil indeed their feet annoys, 

And sudden sorrow nips their' springing joys, 

An envious world will interpose its frown 
To mar delights superior to its own, 

And many a pang, expert© tfd still within, 
Reminds them of their hated inmate, sin ; 

But ills of evxy shape and ev’ry name. 

Transform'd to blessings, m* ■ their cruel aim, 

And ev’ry moment's calm, that sooths the breast. 
Is giv’n in earnest of eternal rest, ' 40 

Ah, be ot sad, although thy lot be cast 
Far from the flock, and in a distant waste ! 

No shepherds tents within thy view appear, 

But the chief Shepherd is for ever near ; 

Thy tender sorrows and thy plaintive' strain 
Flow in foreign land, but not in vain ; 

Thy tears ail * ue from a source divine, 

And ev’ry drop bespeaks a Saviour thin©— / 

’Tw thus in Gideon's ' eeee the dews were found, 
And drought on ail the drooping herbs around, Mi 


TO THE 

REV, WILLIAM CAWTHORNE UNWIN 

(Written 17SL Published 1782, .There h a MB. copy in the 
British Mwuiad ; . 


Unwin, I. should but' ill repay 
The kindness of a friend, 

’Whose worth deserves m warm a lay 
As ever friendship penn’d, 

Thy name omitted in a page 

That would reclaim a vicious age, 6 


, «nn«* he] a chosen lew Bmjley: the souls his Grace In 
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TO THE REV. W. C . UNWIN 329 

An tmion form’d, as mine with thee, 

Not rashly, or in sport, 

May be as fervent in degree, 

And faithful in its sort, 

And may as rich in comfort prove* 

As that of true fraternal love. 12 

The trad inserted in the rind. 

The bud of peach or rose. 

Adorns, though diff’ring in its kind, 

The stock whereon it grows, 

With flow'r as sweet, or fruit as fair, 

As if produc'd by nature there, 18 

Not rich, I render what 1 may— 

I seize thy name in haste, 

And place it in this first assay. 

Lest this should prove the last. 

’Tis where it should be— in a plan 

That holds in view the good of man. 24 

The poet's lyre, to fix his fame, 

Should be the poet's heart ; 

Affection lights a brighter flame 
Than ever blaz'd by art. 

No muses on these lines attend, 

I sink the poet in the friend. 30 


FRIENDSHIP 

[Written Nov., 1781. ■ Published 3800 (vdL I. Appendix), and by 
Bull' in 1801. There Vs a MS, copy in the British Museum, 
wh variant readings are given below. Hay fey published 
a version with .many important differences in 180,1; this is 
printed entire among the notes at the end of the volume,] 

What virtue or what mental grace. 

Rut men unqualified and base 
Will boast it their possession ? 

Profusion apes the noble part 
Of liberality of heart, 

And dullness of discretion. 0 

If ©v’ry polish’d gem we find. 

Illuminating heart or mind, 

Provoke to imitation ; 

No wonder friendship does the same, 

That jewel of the purest flame, 

Or rather constellation, 12 

Frkfidship—tl purest] brightest llAf. 

M 3 
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FRIENDSHIP 


Ho knave but boldly will pretend 
The requisites that form a friend. 

Areal nd a sound on®, 

Hot y fool he would deceive, 
ut proves ready to believe, 

And dreams that he has found one. 18 

Candid and generous and just, 

Boys care but little whom they trust, 

An error soon corrected— 

Tor who but learns in riper years, 

That man, when smoothest he appears, 

Is most to be suspected : -M 

But here again a danger lies. 

Lest, having misapplied our eyes, 

And taken trash for treasure. 

We should unwarily conclude 
Friendship a false ideal good, 

A mere Utopian pleasure. 30 

An acquisition rather rare 
Is yet no subject of despair ; 

Nor is it wise complaining, 

If either on forbidden ground. 

Or where it was not to be found, 

We sought without attaining. 36 

Ho friendship will abide the test, 

That stands on sordid interest. 

Or mean self-love erected ; 

Hor such m may awhile subsist 
Between the sot and sensualist. 

For vicious ends connected. 41' 


Who seeks a friend, should come dispos'd 
T’ exhibit in full bloom disclos’d 
The graces and the beauties 
That form the character he seeks, 

For ’tis an union that bespeaks 
Reciprocated duti . 45 

Mutual attention is implied, 

And equal truth on either side. 

And constantly supported ; 

’Tis sensei arrogance t’ accu 
Another of sinister view’s. 

Our own much distorted. 54 
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But will sincerity suffice ? 

; ' It is indeed above ail price, ■ 

. ■ And must be made the basis ; 

: But evry virtue of the soul 
Must constitute the charming whole. 

All shining in their places, 60' 

A fretful temper will divide 
The closest knot that may be tied, 

By ceaseless sharp corrosion ; 

A temper passionate and fierce 
May suddenly your joys disperse 
At one immense explosion. 66 

In vain the talkative unite 
In hopes of permanent delight— 

The secret just committed, 

Forgetting its important weight, 

They drop through mere desire to prate. 

And by themselves outwitted. 7U 

How bright soe'er the prospect seems, 

All thoughts of friendship are but dreams 
If envy chance to creep in ; 

An envious man, if you succeed, 

May prove a dangerous foe indeed, 

But not a friend worth keeping. 78 

' ■ As envy pines at good possess’d, 

■ So jealousy looks forth distress’d 
On good that seems approaching, 

And if success his steps attend. 

Discerns a rival in a Mend, 

And hates him for encroaching, 1 84 

Hence authors of illustrious name, 

Unless belied by common fame, 

■ Are sadly prone to quarrel, 

. To deem the wit a friend displays 
A tax upon their own just praise, . 

And pluck each other’s laurel. 30 

A man renown’d for repartee 
Will seldom scruple to make free 
With friendship’s finest feeling. 

Will thrust a, dagger at your breast, ' 

And say he wounded you in jest, 

• By way of balm for healing. 36' 

Whoever keeps an open ear 
For tattlers, will be sure to hear 

«*> It m md * d} I 'gmnt it is JSM. 62 may] can BM, ■ 63 By ] 

With "BM, 79 goods 1800, 



m ’ FRIENDSHIP 

The trumpet of contention ; 

Aspersion is the babbler's trade, , 

To listen is to lend Mm aid, 

And rash * to dissension. ; 102 

A friendship, that in frequent its 
Of controversial rage emits 
The sparks of disputation,, 
like Handdn-Hand insurance plates 
Most unavoidably create 
The thought of conflagration, ' • 1 os 

tome fickle creatures toast a soul 
True as a needle to the pole. 

Their humour yet so various 

They manifest their whole life through 
The needle's deviations too, 

Their love' is so precarious, 1 j 4 

The great and small but rarely meet 
On terms of amity complete, 

Plebeians must ’surrender * 

And yield so much, to noble folk. 

It is combining fire with smoke, 

Obscurity with splendour. 1,20 

Some are m placid and serene 
(As Irish bogs are always green) 

They sleep secure from waking ; 

And are indeed a bog, that bears 
Your unpartidpated cares 
Unmov’d and -without quaking.'' • 12b 

Courtier and' patriot cannot mix 
1 Their heterogeneous polities 
Without an effervescence* 

Like that of salts with tea, ion' juice* 

Which does not yet like that produce 
: A friendly coalescence, K>2 

Religion should extinguish, strife, 

And make a calm of human life ; 

But friends that chance to differ 1 
On points, which God has left at large, 

How fiercely will they meet and charge* ' 

No combatants are stiff er ! 1 13S 


Bull. ■ U£i «] the BM, ' Vt rm »» 

As Irish bog's green* 
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FRIENDSHIP 38 S 

'' To prove at last my main intent 
Needs no ©xpenee of argument, 

No cutting and contriving— ' 

’ Seeking a real Mend we seem 
T adopt the chymists’ golden dream, 

With still less hope of thriving, 144 

Sometimes the fault is all our own, 

Some blemish in due time made known 
By trespass or omission ; 

Sometimes occasion brings to light 
Our friend's defect long hid from sight 
And even from suspicion. 150 

Then judge yourself, and prove your man 
As circumspectly as. you can. 

And having made election, 

Beware, no negligence of yours, 

Such as a friend but ill endures, 

Enfeeble Ms affection, 156 

That secrets are cred trust, 

That friends should b© sincere and just, 

That constancy befits them, 

Are observations on the case, 

That savour much of common place. 

And all the world admits them. 162 

But ’tis not timber, lead, and stone. 

An architect requires alone 
To, finish a fin© building— 

The palace were but half co iplete, 

If he could possibly forget 
The carving and the gilding, 168 

The man that hails you To or Jack, 

And proves by thu ps upon your back 
How he esteems your merit, 

Is such a Mend, that one had need 
Be very much Ms friend indeed 
To pardon or to- bear it. , 174 

As similarity of mind, 

Or something not to be defin’d, 

First fixes our attention ; 

So manners decent and polite, 

The same we practis’d at first sight, 

Must save it from declension, 180 

139 at last] alas MM* 146 in due time] suddenly MM* 
139 constancy] sympathy BM. Vents 29 and 30 \!L 1V9-1S1) 

tntmmmi in BM. t< 1 he esteems] well he knows MM, 
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Some act aponthisprudeat plan. 

'* Say little and hear all you can : " 

Safe policy, but h teful— 

So barren ads imbibe the show’r, 

But nder neither fruit nor flow’r. 

Unpleasant and ungrateful, ,188 

The man I trust, if shy to me, 

Shall find me as reserv’d as he ; 

No subterfuge or pleading 
Shall win my confidence again, 

I will by no means entertain 
A spy on my proceeding. 192 

These samples — for alas ! at last 
These are but rnples, and a taste 
Of evils yet unmention'd— 

May prove the task a task indeed. 

In which ’tis much if we succeed 
However well-intention'd. 198 

Pursue the search, and you will find 
Good se and knowledge of mankind 
To be t least expedient, 

And after summing all the rest. 

Religion ruling in the breast 
A principal ingredient. 204 


The noblest Friendship ever shewn 
The Saviour's history makes known. 

Though some have turn’d and turn’d it : 

And whether being craz’d or blind. 

Or seeking with a bias’d mind. 

Have not, it seems, discern’d it. 210 


Oh Friendship ! if nay soul forego 
Thv dear delights while here below; 

To mortify and grieve me, 

May I yself at last, appear 
Unworthy, b , and insincere. 

Or may my friend deceive me! 216 


189-191 And deaf to al] his pleading 
I will wife hd w my trim again, 
oaa j not fco Certain BM. 

^O Good se ] Wisdom MM* LaM tiw m mnitM in 

BM.i which km tndmi: : 

Therein bdf mwm'gmm* 

A oetitar m ftieadmfr* 

That ptm it It vVdefiwi^l ; 

IN love -of .worn ..wot m* pum ^ - , 

^sKWfciar- 
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A POETICAL EPISTLE TO LADY AUSTEN 
{Written. Dftc. 17* 1781. Published by Hayley, 

,,D»a' ' Anna — between friend and friend, 

Prose answers every common end ; 

.Serves, in a plain and homely way, 

T expre ■ tM occurrence of the day; 

Our health, the weather, and the news ; 

What walks we take, what books we choose ; 
And all the floating thoughts we find 
.Upon the .surface of the mind. 

But when a Poet takes the pen, 

Far more alive than other men, 10 

He feels a gentle tingling come 
Down to his finger and his thumb, 

Deriv’d from nature’s noblest part, 

The centre of a glowing heart ! 

And this is what the world, who knows 
No flights above the pitch of prose, 

His more sublime vagaries slighting, 
Denominates an itch, for writing. 

. No wonder I, who scribble rhyme, 

To catch the triflers of the time, 20 

And' tell them truths divine and clear, 

’ Which, couch’d in prose, they will not hear ; 
Who labour hard to allure and draw 
The loiterers I never saw, 

Should feel that itching, and that tingling, 
With all mj purpose intermingling, 

To your intrinsic merit true, 

. When call’d t’ a dr s myself to you. 

Mysterious are Ms ways, whose power 
Brings forth that unexpected hour, • SO 

When , .' inds, that never met before, 

Shall meet, unite, and part no more : 

It is th’ allotment' of the skies, 

, The hand of -the Supremely Wise, 

That guides. and governs our affections, 

And plans and orders our connexions ; 

Directs us in our distant road, 

And marks the bounds of our abode. 

. Thus w© were settled when you found' us, 
Peasants and children all around us, 40 

Not dreaming of so dear a friend, ' 

Deep 'in the aby ■ of Silver-End \ 

.. ' . Thus Martha, e’en against her will. 

Perch’d on the top of yonder hill ; 

1 An ofecnre ■ part of ' OIney. adjoining to the residence o? 
Cowper, which faced the market-place [HJ. . ' 
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And you. though you must needs, prefer 
The fairer seen of sweet Saneerre 
Are come from distant Loire, to choose 
A cottage on the banks' of Ouse. 

This page of Providence, quite new. 

And now just op’ning to our view. 
Employs our present thoughts and pains 
To guess, and spell, what it contains : 

But day by day, and year by year, 

Will make the dark {enigma clear ; 

And furnish us, perhaps, at last, 

Like other scenes already past. 

With proof, that we, and our affairs 
Are part of a Jehovah’s cares ; 

For God unfolds, by slow degrees, 

The purport of his deep decrees ; 

Sheds every hour a clearer light 
In aid of our defective sight ; 

And spreads, at length, before the soul, 

A beautiful and perfect whole, 

Which busy man’s inventive brain 
Toils to anticipate in vain. 

Say, Anna, hail you never known 
The beauties of a rose full-blown, 

Could you, tho’ luminous your eye. 

By looking o the bud, descry. 

Or guess, with a prophetic power, 

The future splendour of the flower? 

Just so th ! Omnipotent, who turns 
The system of a world's concerns, 

From mere minutiae can educe 
Events of most important use; 

And bid a dawning sky display 
The blaze of a meridian day. 

The works of man tend, one and all 

from great to small ; 
And vanity absorbs at length 
The monuments of human strength. 

But who can tell how vast the plan 
Which this day’s incident began i 

S E0 i 1 - slight occasion 

For our dun-sighted observation ; 

It passed unnotic'd, the bird 

Ves 4116 air unheard, 

And yet may prove, when understood. 

A harbinger of endless good. 

1 Lady AustenV iwidenr* In Pram* 

« fairest Mayky UUW), ' 
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' ■ Not that I deem, or mean to call 
Friendship, a bl- . ing cheap, . or small : 

But erefy to remark, that ours, 
like some of nature’s sweetest fiowrs, 

Rose from a seed of tiny size, 

That seem’d to promt no such prize : 

A transient visit intervening, 

And made almost without a meaning, 

(Hardly th 1 effect of inclination, 

Much less of pleasing expectation) 100 

Produc’d, a friendship, then begun, 

That has cemented us in one ; 

And plac’d it in our power to prove, 

By long fidelity and love, 

That Solomon has wisely spoken ; 

44 A three-fold cord is not soon broken,” 


TO MISS GREUZE ON HER BIRTHDAY 


[Written Nov,, 1780 (?) s , notes : (MS. in British Museum). 

Published by Hayley, 1803,] 


How many between East and West 
Disgrace their parent earth, 

Who. deeds constrain us to detest. 

The day that gave them birth ! 

Not so, when Stell ’s natal mom 
Revolting months restore, .. 

We can rejoice that She was bom, 

And wish her ’bom once more, 8 


THE FLATTING MILL 

[Written Dee, 20, 1781, Published by Johnson, 1815, There k a 
'copy - ong the Ash MBS.} 

W en a bar of pure silver or ingot of gold 
Is nt to be flatted or wrought into length. 

It is pass’d ^ between cylinde - often, and roll’d 
In an engine of utmost mechanical strength. 

.Thus tortur’d and squeezed, at last it appears, 

Like a loo, 1 heap of ribbon, a glittering show, 
Like music it tinkles and rings in your ears, 

' And, warm’d by the pressure is all in a glow, ■ 8 



And t last '"of rviee f $ick"m& or pain 
To cover piU fro a delicate palate, ' . . 

Alas for the poet l who dares undertake : 

To urge reformation of national ill, 

His head and Ms heart are both likely to ache r, 
With the double employment of mallet and mill. 

If he wish to instruct, he must leant to delight, 
Smooth ductile and even his fancy must flow. 
Must tinkle and glitter, like gold to the sight, 

And catch in its progress a sensible glow. ’ 

After all, he must beat it as thin and as fine 
As the leaf that enfolds what an invalid swallow- 
tor truth is unwelcome however divine. 

And unless you adorn it. a nausea follows, g. t 


TO THE REV. MR. NEWTON, 

RECTOR OF ST. MARY, YVOOLXOTH 
£W ritten May 28, 1782. Published by Johnson, 1815.] 

SA ^ t * e J? ip ? the » nuff ' bo; s. I can't understand 
V, hat the ladies and gentlemen see in your face. 
That you are x fashion all over the land. 

And I am so much fallen into disgrace. 

Do but see what a pretty contemplative air 

vi*2S,M < ?W 1 j;~ pr ? ,y do but ’em— 
You w ould think that the wise men of Greece were 
all mere, ■ ’ 

Gotham W ° U ^ slipp ® 9 ® the wise men of 

«, swee,t . the breath of blown roses, 
While you are a nuisance where’er you appear ■ 
There is nothing but snivling and blowing of nme* 
Such a noise as tens any n’s stomal to £S 
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Then lift! g his lid :* a delic t© way, 

Andop’ Ms onth witha smiiequite engaging. 
The box in reply w heard plainly to say, ■ , 

What a silly dispute is this we are waging ! W 

If yon -have a little of merit to claim, 

■ Youmay thank the sweet-smelling Virginian weed , 
And I, if I seem to deserve any blame, 

The before-mention ’d drag in apology plead. 

Thus neither the praise nor the blame is our own. 
No room for a sneer, much less a cachinnus. 

We are vehicles, not of tobacco alone, 2fl 

But of any thing els© they may choose to put in ns. 

TO THE REV. WILLIAM BULL 

[Written June 22, 1782. Published by Johnson, 1824,1 
* My peak Friend, 

If reading versa be your delight, 

"Tig: mine as much, or more, to write ; 

But what we would, so weak is man, 

. lies oft remote from what we can, 

' For instance, at this very time 

I feel a wish, by cheerful rhyme 

To sooth my Mend, and, had I powr. 

To cheat Mm of an anxious hour : 

Not meaning (for I must confess. 

It were but folly to suppress.) . 1C 

His pleasure, or Ms good alone, 

But squinting partly at my own. 

But though 'the sun is flaming high 
I" th’ centre of yo arch, the sky, 

And he had one©' (and who but he?) 

The name for tting genius free, 

Yet whether poets of past days 
Yielded Min undeserved praise, 

And he by no uncommon lot 
' Was fam’d for virtues he had not ; 20 

: Or whether, which is like enough. 

. His Highne may have taken huff,. 

So Mom sought with invocation, 

Since it has 'been the reigning fashion 
To disregard his inspiration, . , 

I I m no brighter in my wits 
.For, all the radiance he emits, 

, Than if I saw, through midnight vapour,; 

1 The ghmm'rrng of a farthing taper. 

Oh for a succedanemn, then, So 

T : accelerate a creeping pen]/ : ■: 
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Oh for a ready succedaneu , 

Quod caput, cerebrum, et e niu 
Pondere liberet exoso, 
t orbo jam caliginoso ! 

’Tis here ; this oval box well fill’d 
With best tobacco, finely mill'd, 

Beats all Anticyra’s pretences 
To disengage th' encumber’d senses. 

Oh Nymph of Transatlantic fame, 40 
Where’er thine haunt, whate'er thy name, 
Whether reposing on the side 
Of Oroonoquo’s spacious tide. 

Or list’ning with delight not small 
To Niagara's distant fall, 

’Tis thine to cherish and to feed 
The pungent nose-refreshing weed. 

Which, whether pulveriz’d it gain 
A speedy passage to the brain, 

Or whether, touch’d with fire, it rise 50 
In circling eddies to the ski , 

Does thought more quicken and refine 
Than all the breath of all the Nine — 

Forgive the Bard, if Bard he be. 

Who once too wantonly made free. 

To touch with tiric wipe 
That symbol of thy power, the pipe ; 

So may no blight infest thy plains, 

And no unseasonable mins, 

And so may s iling Peace once more Co 
Visit America's sad shore ; 

And thou, secure from all alarms 
Of thund'ring drums, and glitt’ring arms. 
Rove unconfin'd beneath the shade 
Thy wide expanded leaves have made ; 

So may thy votaries increase, 

And fumigation never cease. 

May Newton with renew’d delights 
Perform thy odorif ’rons rites, 

While clouds of incense half divine 70 

Involve thy disappearing shrine ; 

And so may smoke-inhaling Bull 
Be always filling, never full. 


THE CJOLUBRIAD 

[Written An*., 1782. Published hr Harley, 1806 .] 
Close by the threshold of a door nail’d fast 
Three kittens sat : each kitten look’d aghast. 
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I, passing swift and inattentive by, 

At the three kittens east a careless eye ; 

Not much concern’d to know what they did there, 
Not deeming kittens worth a poet’s care. 

But presently a loud and furious hiss 
Caused me to stop, and to exclaim— what’s thi s? 
When, lo ! upon the threshold met my view, 

With head erect, and eyes of fiery hue, 10 

A viper, long as Count de Grasse’s queue. 

Forth from Ms head Ms forked tongue he throws. 
Darting it full against a kitten’s nose ; 

Who having never seen in field or house 
The like, sat still and silent, as a mouse ; 

Only, projecting with attention due 

Her whisker’d face, she ask'd him— who are you ? 

On to the hall went I, with pace not slow. 

But swift as lightning, for a long Dutch hoe ; 

With which well arm'd I hasten'd to the spot, 20 
To find the viper. But I found him not, 

And, turning up the leaves and shrubs around, 
Found only, that he was not to be found. 

But still the kittens, sitting as hefoi'e, 

Sat watching close the bottom of the door. 

I hope— said I— the villain I would kill 
Has slipt between the door and the door's sill ; 

And if I make despatch, and follow hard, 

No doubt but I shall find him in the yard 

For long ere now it should have been rehears'd. 30 

'Twas in the garden that I found him first. 

E'en there I found Mm ; there the full-grown cat 
His head with velvet paw did gently pat, 

As curious as the kittens erst had been 
To learn what this phenomenon might mean. 

Fill’d with heroic ardour at the sight. 

And fearing every moment he would bite, 

And rob our household of our only cat 
That was of age to combat with a rat, 

With out-streteh’d hoe I slew him at the door, 4» 
And taught Mm never to come there no more. 


TO LADY AUSTEN, 

WRITTEN IN RAINY WEATHER 
[Written Aug. 12, 1782. Published by Hayley, 1803.] 
To watch the storms, and hear the sky 
Give all our almanacks the lie ; 

To shake with cold, and see the plains 
In autumn drown'd with wintry mins ; 
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' ’Tis thus I my mom«ate here, ' 

And wish myself a Dutch mynheer ; 

I then should have no need of wit : 

For lumpish Hollander unfit! 

Nor should. I then repine at mud, 

Or meadows delug'd with a flood ; 10 

But in a bog live well content, 

And find it just my element : 

Should be a clod, and not a man, 

Nor wish in vain for Sister Ann, 

With charitable aid to drag 
My mind out of its proper quag ; 

Should have the genius of a boor, 

And no ambition to have more. 

THE DISTRESSED TRAVELLERS 
OR, LABOUR IN VAIN 
An excellent New Smm to & Tune new r sung' foforc. 

^ [Written Aug.* 1783 (?). Published in 'The MotUhty Mawzine* 
Jan.* 1800). 

I sing of a journey to Clifton/ 1 
We would have 

Without cart or barrow to lift on 
Poor Mary 1 an&ine thro 1 ^ the mm L 
Stesla^tud, 

Stuck. -In the mvA ; 

Oh it is pretty to wade through a 'flood 1 7' 

Sa&way we went, slipping and sIMing, 

' ’ Hop* hop, A la mode de deux frogs, ■ ’* 

Tis near as good walking as riding, • 

When ladies are dress'd in their 'clogs. 
Wheels, no doubt* 

Go briskly about, 

But they clatter, and rattle, and make such n rout I 
She. v u Wall l now I protest it is channing ; 15 

How finely the. weather improves ! 

That eJouct, though, .is rather alarming, 

How slowly and stately it moves * M 
He. “■ Pshaw ! never mind, 

’Tis not in the wind. 

We are travelling south and shall leave it behihd. - f 
She. '‘lam glad%e are come for an airing, ^ 22 

For folks may lie pounded and peiiifd, 
Until they grow rusty* , not caring 
To stir half a mile to an end;'* 1 

1 A village near Diner 1W “ Mn». tiiw hi 118*#]. 
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He.,. u The longer we stay, 

The longer we may ; 

It’s a folly to think about weather or way..” ' 28 

She. “ Rut now I begin to b© frighted ; 

If I fall, what a way I should roll I 
lam glad that the bridge was indicted,— 
Stop ! stop ! I am sunk in a hole I” 

He. 1 - ‘ Nay, never care ! 

Tis a common affair ; 

You’ll not be the last that will set a foot there.” 35 

She. li Let me breathe now a little, and ponder 
On what it were better to do ; , 

That terrible .lane I see yonder, 

I think we shall never get through.” 

He. k4 So think I 

Rut, by the bye, 

We never shall know, if w© never should try.” 42 

She. u Rut should we get there, how shall we get 
home? 

What a terrible deal of bad road, we have 
past!' 

Slipping and sliding ; and if we should come 
To a difficult stile, I am ruin’d at last ! 

Oh this lane ! 

Now it is plain 

That struggling and striving is labour in vain.” 41) 
He. 4 4 Stick fast there while I go and look — ” 

She. u Don't go away, for fear 1 should fall I ” 

He. 44 1 have examin’d it every nook, 

And what you have hare is a sample of all 
Come, wheel round, 

• The dirt we have found 
Would be an estate at a farthing a pound.” 5(5 

‘ Now, sister' Anne \ 'the guitar you must' take, 

Set it, and sing it, and make it a, song ; 

I have varied the, verse for variety’s sake, 

. And cut it off short— 'because it was long. 

’Tis hobbling and lame, 

Which critics won’t blame, 

Eor the sense and the sound, they say, should be 
, the, same. ' 63 

v ' * The late. Lady Austen [ISOS]. 
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ON THE LOSS OF THE ROYAL GEOROE 

WRITTEN WHEN THE NEWS ARRIVE l>* 

by desire of Lady Auftten v wip wanted words, to the March 
ia.$cipto. 

[Written Sept, (?h 1782. Published by H»yfo?, 1 m Tin? MSS. 
of both the English and the Latin poems, are in the Brki>;ti 

Museum.] 

Toll for the brave— 

The brave! that are no more : 

All sunk beneath the wave, 

Fast by their native shore. 

Eight hundred of the brave. 

Whose courage well was tried, 

Had made the vessel heel 
And laid her on her side ; 

A Land-breeze shook the shrouds. . 

And she was overset ; 

Down went the Royal Georg©, 

With all her craw complete. 12 


Toll for the brave— 

Brava Kempenfelt is gone, 

His 1 t sea-fight is fought, 
His work of glory done. 

It w .. ■ ■ ot m the battle, 

No tempest .gave the shock. 

She sprang no fatal leak. 

She ran upon no rock ; 

His sword was in the sheath. 
His fingers held the pen. 
t When Kempenfelt went down. 
'l$b twice four' hundred men. 




24 


Weigh the vessel up, 

Once dreaded by our foes. 

And mingle with your cup 
The tears that England owes ; 

Her timbers yet" are sound, 

And she may float again. 

Full charg’d with England’s thunder. 
And plough the distant main ; 


And he and Ms Eight hundred 
Must plough the wave no more. 


AW its Hayky. 
Shall liayky. 




37 your} .our' May fay. Sf* Must 
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IN gBBMERSIONEM NAVIGII CU1 GEORGIUS 
REGALE NOMEN INDITUM 

■ ' [Written 1782. Published by Hayley, 1803.] 

Plangimus fortes— purler© fortes— 

Patrium propter periere lifctus, 

Bis qu ater centum subito sub alto 
, iEquor© mere!. 

Navis innitens later! jaeebat. 

Mains ad summas trepidabat undas, 

Cum levis, funes quatiens, ad imum 

, Depnlit aura. ■ S 

Plangimus fortes— nimis, lieu, cadueam 
Forfcibus vitam voluere Parcse, 

Nec sinrnxt ultra tibi nos recentes 
Nectere lauruSj 

Magne* qui nomen licet incano mm 
Traditum ex multie atavis tulisti— 

At tuos olim memorabit aevum 

Omne triamphoB. K* 

Non hyems illos furibunda mersit, 

' Non mari in clanso scopnli latentes* 

Non fissa rimis abies, nec atrox 
Abstulit ensis. . 

. Novitse sed turn minium jocosi 
Voce faUebant bilari lal x>rem, 

Et quieecebat, calaxnoque dextram im- 

pleverat Heros. v 24 

Vos qnibus cordi est grave opus piumqiie, 
Humldum ex alto spolium levate, 

Et putrescentes sub aquis amicos 
Reddite amicis. 

'Hi quidem (sic Dis placuit) fuere ; 

Bed ratis nondum putris ire possit 
Rursus in helium, Britomnnque nomen 

Tollere ad astra. ■ 1 32 

Id Fim* non Maylcy* tu incml the metre, * 



THE DIVERTING HISTORY 
OF 

JOHN GILPIN, 

SHOWING HOW HE WENT FARTHER THAN HE 
INTENDED, AND CAME SAFE HOME AGAIN 

[Written Oct., 1782. Published anonymously in. The Public 
Advertiser* Nov. 14, 1782; afterwards 1 mi 17®, The manuscript 
copy in the British Museum 'is obviously m tmrly version, 
'before Cow per had finally revised the poem for publication 
among his Poems; the variant readings taken from tt are given 
in the notes at the end of the volume.] 

John Gilpin was a citizen 
Of credit and renown, 

A train-band captain eke was be 
Of famous London town, 

John Gilpin's spouse said to her dear— 

Though wedded we have been 
These twice ten tedious years, yet we 
No holiday have seen. 8 

To-morrow is our wedding-day, 

And w© will then repair 
Unto the Bell at Edmonton 
All in a chaise and pair. 

My sister, and mj sister's child, 1 
Myself, and children three, 

Will fill the chaise ; so you must ride 
On horseback' after we, 16 

He soon replied — I do admire 
Of womankind but one, 

And you are she, my dearest dear, 1 
Therefore it shall be dona, 

I am a Mnea-dmper bold, 

As all the world doth know, 

And my good friend, the calender 
Will lend his horse to go, ' 24 

Quoth Mrs. Gilpin —That's well said; 

And, for that wine is dear, 

We will be furnish'd with our own, 

Which is both bright and clear, 

John Gilpin kiss'd Ms loving wife; 

O’erjoy'd was he to find 
That, though on pi ure she was bent, 

She had a frugal mind. 1 


32 



JOHN ' GILPIN 84 V 

The morning came, the chaise was brought, 

‘ But yet was not allow’d 
.Ta drive up to the door, lest all 
, Should say that she was proud. 

So three doors off the chaise was stay’d, 

Where they did all get in ; 

Six precious souls, and all agog 
To dash through thick and thin ! 40 

Smack went the whip, round went the wheels. 
Were never folk so glad, 

The stones did rattle underneath, 

As if Cheapside were mad. 

'John Gilpin at his horse’s side 
Seiz’d fast the flowing mane, 

And up he got, in haste to ride, 

But soon came down again ; 48 

For saddle-tree scarce reach’d had he, 

His journey to begin, 

When, turning round Ms head, he saw 
Three customers come in. 

So down he came ; for loss of time, 

Although it griev’d him sore, 

Yet loss of .pence, full well he knew, 

Would trouble him much more. 56 

*Twas long before the customers 
Were suited to their mind, 

When Betty screaming came down stairs— 
u The wine is left behind ! ” 

Good lack ! quoth he — yet bring it me, 

My leathern belt likewise, 

In which I bear my trusty sword 
When I do exercise. 64 

Now mistress Gilpin (careful soul !) 

Had two stone bottles. found, 

To hold the liquor that she lov’d, 

And' keep it safe and sound. 

Each bottle had a curling ear, 

Through which the belt he drew, 

And hung a bottle on each side, 

To make his balance true. ' ' 72 

Then, over all, that he might be 
Equipp’d from top to toe, 

His long red cloak, well brush’d and neat, 

He manfully did throw. 
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. .How see "him , ■ 

Upon bis MiaMe steed, 

Full slowly pacing o'er the stones, 

With caution and good heed I ' 1 80 

But, finding soon a smoother road 
Beneath Ms well-shod feet, 

The snorting beast began to trot, 

WMch gall'd him in Ms seat. 

So, Fair and softly, John he cried, 

But John he cried in vain, ; 

That trot became a gallop soon, 

In spite of curb and rein. 88 

So stooping down, as needs he must 
Who cannot sit upright, 

He grasp’d the mane with both his hands, 

And eke with all his 'might. 

His horse, who never in that, sort 
Had handled been before, 

What thing upon Ms 'back had got 
Did wonder more and more. ' ' SIS 

Away went Gilpin, neck or nought ; 

Away went hat and wig f— 

He little dreamt, when he set out, 

Of running such a rig ! 

The wind did blow,, the cloak did fly, 

Like streamer' long and gay, 

Till, loop and button failing both, 

At last it flew away. 1 lu i 

Then might all people well discern 
The bottles he had slung ; 

A bottle swinging at each' side. 

As hath been said or sung. 

The dogs did bark, the children scream’d, 

Up flew the windows all ; 

And ev’ry -soul cried out— Weil done ■! 

As loud as he coul# bawl. ■ ' 112 

, ' . Away went Gilpm-^who but he?' 

His fame soon spread around— ' 

He carries weight 1 lie rides a race 1 ' ' 

'Tis for a thousand pound l 

And still, as fast as he drew near, 

. . ’Twas wondwWtW^viw ; 

: : How i» a tricoihA tompike-meii ' ' 

P:'^.; : /5*h©ir threw.' 120 
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And now, as lie went bowing down 
His reeking bead Ml low, 

Tbe bottles twain behind his back 
Were shatter'd at a blow. 

Down ran the wane into the road. 

Moat piteous to be seen, 

Which made his horse’s flanks to smoke 
As they had basted been. 128 

But still he seem’d to carry weight, 

With leathern girdle brac’d ; 

For all might see the bottle-necks 
Still dangling at his waist. 

Thus all through merry Islington 
These gambols he did play, 

And till he came unto the Wash 
Of Edmonton so gay. 136 

And there he threw the wash about 
On both sides of the way. 

Just like unto a trundling mop, 

Or a wild goose at play. 

At Edmonton his loving wife 
From the balcony spied 
Her tender husband, wond’ring much 
To see how he did ride. 144 

Stop, stop, John Gilpin !— Here’s the house — 
They all at once did cry ; 

The dinner waits, and we are tir’d : 

Said Gilpin— So am I: 

But yet his horse was not a whit 
Inclin'd to tarry there ; 

For why?— his owner had a house 
Full ten miles off, at Ware. 152 

So like an arrow swift he flow, 

Shot by an archer strong ; 

So did he fly— which bring j me to 
The middle of my song. 

Away went Gilpin, out of 1 reath, 

And sore against Ms will, 

Till at his friend the calender’s 
His horse at last stood still. 160 

The calender, amaz’d to see 
His neighbour in such trim, 
laid down his pipe, flew to the gate. 

And thus accosted him 
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What news ? what news? your' tidings tell: ' 
Tell me you ust and sh 11- 

Say why bare-headed you are come. 

Or why you come at all ? 368 

Now Gilpin had a pleasant wit. 

And lov’d a timely joke ; 

And thus unto the calender 
In merry guise he spoke : — 

I came because your horse would come ; 

And, if I well forebode, 

My hat and wig will soon be here — 

They are upon the road. 370 

The calender, right glad to find 
His friend in merry pin, 

Return'd him not a single word, 

But to the house went in; 

Whence straight he came with hat and wig ; 

A wig that flow’d behind, 

A hat not much the worse for wear. 

ach comely in its kind. 384 

He held them up, and, in his turn, 

Thus show’d his ready wit— 

My head ’ twice as big as yours, 

They therefore needs must fit. 

But let me scrape the dirt away 
That hangs upon your face ; 

And stop and t, for well you may 
Be in a hungry case. ‘ ’ 392 

Said John— It is my wedding-day, 

And all the world would stare.' 

If wife should dine at Edmonton 
And I should dine at Ware ! 

So turning to his horse, he said— 

I am in haste to dine ; . 

y° ur pleasure you came here. 

You shall go back for mine. 200 

Ah, lucid speech, and bootless boast ! 

For which he paid full dear ; 

For, while he spake, a braying ass 
Did sing m t loud and clear ; 

Whereat his horse did snort, as he 
Had heard lie roar, 

gsfiop’d off with all Ms mi ht. 

As he had done before. 


208 
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Away went Gilpin, and away 
Went Gilpin's hat and wig ! 

He lost them sooner than at first— 

For why ’—they were too big \ 

Now, mistress Gilpin, when she saw 
Her husband posting down 

Into the country far away, 

She pull'd out half a crown ; 21 ti 

And thus unto the youth she said 
That drove them to the Bell— 

This shall he yours when you bring back 
My husband safe and well. 

The youth did ride, and soon did meet 
John coming back amain ; 

Whom in a trice he tried to stop, 

By catching at his rein ; 224 

But, not performing what he meant, 

And gladly would have done, 

The frighted steed he frighted more, 

And made Mm faster ran. 

Away went Gilpin, and away 
Went post-boy at his heels ! — 

The post-boy’s horse right glad to miss 
The lumb’ring of the wheels. 232 

Six gentlemen upon the road, 

Thus seeing Gilpin fly, 

With post-boy seamp’ring in the rear, 

They rais’d the hue and cry : 

Stop thief ! stop thief 1— a highwayman ! 

Not one of them was mute ; 

And all and each that pass’d that way 
Did join in the pursuit. 240 

And now the turnpike gates again 
Flew open in short space ; 

The toll-men thinking, as before, 

That Gilpin rode a race. 

And so he did— and won it too !— 

For he got first to town ; 

Nor stopp’d till where he had got up 
He did gain get down. 248 

Now let us sing — Long live the king, 

And Gilpin long live he ; 

And, when he next doth ride abroad, 

May I be there to see ! 



TO A LADY 

WHO WORE A LOOK OF HIS HAIR SET WITH 
DIAMONDS 

[Written 1782 {!}. Published by Benham, 1870.] 

The star that beams on Anna’s breast 
Conceals her William’s hair, 

Twas lately sever’d from the rest 
To be promoted there. 

The heart that beats beneath that breast 
Is William’s, well I know; 

A nobler prize and richer far 
Than India could bestow. 

She thus his favour’d lock prefers, 

To make her William shine ; 10 

The ornament indeed is hers, 

But all the honour mine. 


EPITAPH ON A HARE 

[Written March. 1783. Published in The Gentleman's Magazine, 
Dec., 1784 ; afterwards in 1800. A MS. copy is in the British 
Museum.] 

Hebe lies, whom hound did ne'er pursue. 
Nor swifter greyhound follow’. 

Whose foot ne’er tainted morning dew. 

Nor ear heard huntsman's hallo’, 

Old Tiney, surliest of his kind, 

Who, nurs’d with tender care. 

And to domestic bounds confin’d. 

Was still a wild Jack-hare. 8 

Though duly from my hand he took 
His pittance ev’ry night, 

He did it with a jealous look. 

And, when he could, would bite. 

His diet was of wheaten bread. 

And milk, and oats, and straw. 

Thistles, or lettuces instead, 

With sand to scour Ms maw. 1 6 


On twigs of hawthorn he regal’d. 
On pippins’ russet peel ; 

And, when his juicy salads fail’d. 
Slic’d carrot pleas’d him well. 


To a Lady- S look xmwted by Benham : lot 1870. 

Swre-4 ha,nf} halk,v/8M. 5 Old Timy) Tiney, the BM„ 
1784. 10 scour] cleanan US.}. 
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A Turley carpet was his lawn, 

, Whereon he lov'd to bound, 

To skip and gambol like a fawn, 

And swing Ms ramp around. 24 

His frisking was at evening hours, 

For then he lost Ms fear ; 

But most before approaching show’rs, 

Hr when a storm drew near. 

Eight years and five rotmd-roHing moons 
• ’ He thus saw steal away, 

Dozing out all his idle noons, 

And ev’ry night at play, 32 

I kept him for Ms humour' sake, 

For he would oft beguile 
My heart of thoughts that mad© it ache, 

And force me to a smile. 

But now, beneath this walnut-shade 
He finds Ms long, last home, 

And waits in, snug concealment laid, 

'Till gentler Pa m shall come, 40 

He, still more aged, feels the shocks 
From' which, no care can save, 

And, partner once of Tiney s box, 

Must soon partake Ms grave. 


EPITAPHIUM ALTERUM 
[Written 1788. .Published 1800,] 

’ Hie etiam jacet 
Qui totum novennium vixit 
Puss. - 

Siste pauiisper 
Qui praeteriturus es 
. Et tecum sic reputa — 

Hune neque canis venaticus 
Nec plumbum missile 
3STec laqueus 

Hec imbres nimii 10 

Confeeere 

Tamen mortuus est — 

' Et* moriar ego. 

22 Whereon] On which B3L his rump] himself' 1784 * 

■ 31 Dossing] Slumb’ring BM. 33 his humour’] old service ML, 
,1784* ' 41 He] She BM. still more aged] still more antient 
BM.z in. his turn 178 A. • feels] must feel 1784. 41 Must soon 

.partake] Be partner ol 1784* 

k 
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SONG ON PEACE 

WRITTEN AT THE REQUEST OF LADY AUSTEN 
[Written May ft), 1783, Published by Hayley, 1803.] 

Air — My fond Shepherds of late, 

No longer I follow a sound ; 

No longer a dream I pursue ; 

Ob happiness, not to be found, 

Unattainable treasure, adieu ! 

1 have sought thee in splendour and dims ; 

In the regions of pie ure and taste ; 

I have sought thee, and seem’d to possess, 

But have prov’d thee a vision at last. 8 

An humble ambition and hope 
The voice of true wisdom inspires ; 

’Tis sufficient, if peace he the scope, 

And the summit of all our desires. 

Peace may be the lot of the mind, 

That seeks it in meekness and love ; 

But rapture and bliss are confin’d 
To the glorified spirits above. 16 


SONG 

ALSO WRITTEN AT THE REQUEST OF 
LADY AUSTEN 

[Written in tbe summer of 1783. Published by Hayley, 1803.] 
Aiu—Thc Loss of Pattic's Mill . 

When all within is peace. 

How nature seems to smile ! 

Delights that never cease. 

The live-long day beguile. 

Prom morn to dewy eve, 

With open hand she showers 

Fresh blessings, to deceive 
And sooth the silent hours. 8 

It is content of heart, 

Gives nature pow’r to please ; 

The mind that feels no smart 
Enlivens all it sees ; 

Can make a wintry dry 
Seem bright as smiling May, 

And evening’s closing eye 
As peep of early day. 16 
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The vast majestic globe, 

So beauteously array'd 
In nature’s various robe. 

With wondrous skill display'd, 

Is, to a mourner's heart, 

A dreary wild at best : 

It flutters to depart. 

And longs to be at rest. 24 


THE ROSE 

[Written .Tune, 1783. Published in The Gentleman’s Magazine 
June, 1785; afterwards in 1795. A MS. copy is in the British 
Museum.] 

The rase had been wash'd, just wash'd in a shower, 
Which Mary to Anna convey’d, 

The plentiful moisture incumber'd the flower. 

And weigh'd down its beautiful head. 

The cup was all fill’d, and the leaves were all wet, 
And it seem’d to a fanciful view. 

To weep for the buds it had left with regret, 

On the flourishing bush where it grew. 8 

I hastily seiz'd it, unfit as it was, 

For a nosegay, so dripping and drown'd. 

And swinging it rudely, too rudely, alas ! 

I snapp’d it, it fell to the ground. 

And such, I exclaim'd, is the pitiless part 
Some act by the delicate mind, 

Regardless of wringing and breaking a heart 
Already to sorrow resign'd, hi 

This elegant rose, had I shaken it less. 

Might have bloom'd with its owner awhile. 

And the tear* that is wip’d with a little address, 
May be follow’d perhaps by a smile. 

THE FAITHFUL FRIEND 
[Written Auk. <?), 1783. Published 1795.1 
The green-house is my summer seat ; 

My shrubs displac’d from that retreat 
Enjoy’d the open air ; 

Two goldfinches, whose sprightly song 
Had been their mutual solace long, 

Liv’d happy pris'ners there. 6 

They sang, as blithe as finches sing 
That flutter loose on golden wing, 

The Faithful Frierui — Titl» Friend] Bi rd tint in 



SONG ON PEACE 

WRITTEN AT THE REQUEST Oi LADY AUSTEN 

[Written May 0). 17®. RuMiifoed bf Hajiey, KM-1 

Shtphcwlz C'f h’tf. 

No longer I follow a sound ; ; 

No longer a dream I pursue ; 

Oh happiness, not to be found, 

Unattainable treasure, adieu f 

I have sought thee in splendour and dress *, 

In the regions of pleasure and taste ; 

I have sought thee, and seem'd to possess. 

But have prov'd thee a vision at last. 8 

An humble ambition and hope _ 

The voice of true wisdom inspires ; 

Tis sufficient, if peace be the scope, 

And the summit of all our desires. 

Peace may be the lot of the mind, 

That seeks it in meekness and love ; 

But rapture and bliss are confin’d 
To the glorified spirits above, » 


BONG 

ALSO WRITTEN AT TOE REQUEST OF 
LADY AUSTEN 

[ Written in tlie summer of 1783 Published by Hayloy. 1803.) 

Am —The Last of FaUh’» Mill. 

When all within is peace. 

How nature seems to smile ! 

Delights that never ccmae, 

The live-long day beguile. 

Prom morn to dewy eve, 

With open hand ahe showers 

Freeh blessings, to deceive 
And sooth the silent hours. 8 

It is content of heart. 

Gives nature pow'r to please ; 

The mind that feels no smart 
Enlivens all it sees : 

Can make a wintry sky 
Seem bright as smUmg May. 

And evening^ closing eye 
As peep or early day. 18 
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' SONG 

■ The vast majestic globe. 

Bo bounteously array'd 
; In nature’s various robe. 

With wondrous skill display’d, 

Is, to a mourner’s heart, 

A dreary wild at test ; 

It flutters to depart, 

And longs to be at rest 24 

THE KOBE 

[Written June, 1783* Published' in The Gentleman* $ Magazine, 
June, 1785; afterwards m 1795. A MS. copy is in the British 
Museum,] 

The rose had been wash’d, just wash’d in a shower, 
Which Mary to Anna convey’d, 

The plentiful moisture incumber’d the flower, 

And weigh’d down its beautiful head. 

The cup was all fill'd, and the leaves were all wet, 
And it seem’d to a fanciful view, 

To weep for the buds it had left with regret. 

On the flourishing bush where it grew. 8 

I hastily seiz’d it, unfit m it was, 

For a nosegay, so dripping and drown’d. 

And swinging it rudely, too rudely, alas I 
I snapp'd it, it fell to the ground. 

And such, I exclaim’d, is the pitiless part 
Some act, by the delicate mind, 

Regardless of wringing and breaking a heart 
Already to sorrow resign’d. 18 

This elegant rose, had I shaken it le . , 

Might have bloom’d with its owner awhile, 

And the tear that is wip’d with a little address, 
May be follow’d perhaps by a smile. 

THE FAITHFUL FRIEND 

[Written Aug. (?), 1783. Published 1795,] ■ 

The green-house is my summer seat ; 

My shrubs displac’d from that retreat 
Enjoy’d the open air ; 

• Two goldfinches, whose sprightly song 

Had teen their mutual solace long, 

Liv’d happy pris’ners there. 8 

They sang, as blithe as finches sing 

That flutter loose on golden wing, 

", The Faithful 'Friend-* Title Friend] Bird first in J80S. : 
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And'frtlki 1 ^^ 

Strangers to liberty, ’tas true. 

But that delight they never Mm, 

And, therefore, never ntnse’d. 12 

But nature works in ev’ry breast ; 

Instinct is never quite suppress'd ; 

And Dick felt some desires, 

Which, after many an effort vain, 

Instructed him at length to gain 

A pass between his wires. IS 

The open windows seem’d to invite 
The freeman to a farewell flight ; 

But Tom was still confin’d ; 

And Dick, although his way was clear, 

Was much too gen’rous and sincere 
To leave his friend behind. 24 

Dor, settling on his grated roof, 

He chirp’d and kiss’d him, giving proof 
That he desir’d no more ; 

Nor would forsake his cage at last, 

Till gently seiz’d I shut him fast, 

A pris’ner as before. 30 

Oh ye, who never knew the joys 
Of friendship, satisfied with noise, 

Fandango, ball and rout ! 

Blush, when I tell you how a bird, 

A prison, with a friend, preferr’d 
To liberty without. 36 

ODE TO APOLLO 

ON AN INK-GLASS ALMOST DRIED IN THE SUN 

[Written Sept., 1783. PuWiahed lTWS. A MS. ropy is in the 
British MuaetunJ •• 

Patron of all those luckless brains, , , 
That, to the wrong side leaning. 

Mite much metre with much pains, 

And little or no meaning, 

14 With force not easily suppress'd first in ISOS. 

25-30 altered first in X8Q8* tp: 

Bo settling on his cage, by play* 

And chirp, and kiss* he seemed to say, 

"‘Yon must not live alone ; — . 

Nor would he quit that chosen stand 
Till £ with slow andoautioua hand, 

. .. him to his own. 

■ 31 knew] taat ® first m 18&8> % v ■ ' . „ rtn , * „ . - 

Ode to A wllo- 1 those] stick BM> 2 That] As BM. . 
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All. why, since 'Oceans, rivers, streams 
That water all the nations, 

Pay tribute to thy glorious beams, 

; In constant exhalations, 8 

, , Why; stooping from the noon of day, 

• Too covetous of drink, 

Apollo, hast thou stoFn away 
' A poets drop of ink f 

Upborne into the viewless air 
It floats a vapour now, 

ImpelFd through regions dense and rare, 

By all the winds that blow, 16 

Ordain'd, perhaps, ere summer flies, 
Combin'd with millions more, 1 
To form an Iris in the skies, 

Though black and foul before. 

Illustrious drop ! and happy then 
, Beyond the happiest lot, 

Of all that ever pass’d my pen, 

Bo soon to be forgot ! 24 

Phoebus, if such be thy design, 

To place it in thy bow, 

Give wit, that what is left may shine 
. With equal grace below. 

THE VALEDICTION 

[Written Nov» s 17© [MS. in British Museum). First published 
complete by Southey* 1896 ; 1L 49 to end published by XUyley, 
1803.1 

Farewell, false hearts i whose best affections fail 
Like shallow brooks which summer suns exhale, 
Forgetful of the man whom once ye chose, 

Cold in Ms cause, and careless of his woes, 

I bid you both a long and last adieu, 

Cold in my turn and unconcern’d like you. 

First — farewell Niger whom, now duly provd, 

I disregard as much as. once I lov’d. 

Your brain well furnish’d, and your tongue well 
: taught 

To press with energy your ardent thought, , 10 

Your senatorial dignity of face, 

Bound sense, intrepid spirit, manly grace, 

Have rais’d you high as talents can ascend, 

Made you a peer, but spoilt you for a friend. 

Ode to Apollo— 13 into] upon &M* 
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Pretend 'to all that parts have e'er acquir'd, 

Be great, be fear'd, be envied,, be admir'd, 

To fame as lasting as the earth pretend, , 

But not, hereafter, to the name of friend* 

I 'sent you verse, and, as your Lordship knows, 
Back'd with a modest sheet of humble prose, 20 
Not to recall a promise to your mine!, 

'Fulfill'd with ease had you been so inclin'd. 

But to comply with feelings, and to give 
Proof of an old affection still alive.— 

Your sullen silence serves at least to tell 
Your alter'd heart— and so, my Lord — farewell l 
Next, busy Actor on a meaner stage, 
Amusement-monger of a trifling age, 

Illustrious histrionic patentee, 

Terentius, once my friend, farewell to thee* 30 
In thee some virtuous qualities combine 
To fit thee for a nobler post than thine, 

Who, bora a gentleman, hast stoop'd too low 
To live by buskin, sock, and raree-show. 

Thy schoolfellow, and partner of thy plays 
Where Nieol swung the birch and, twin'd the bays, 
And having known thee bearded and full grown, 
The weekly censor of a laughing town, 

I thought the volume I presum'd to send, 

Grac'd with the name of a long absent friend, 40 
Might prove a welcome gift, and touch thine heart, 
Not hard by nature, in a feeling part. 

But thou, it seems (what cannot grandeur do, 

’ Though but a dream ?) art grown disdainful' too, 
And strutting in thy school of Queens and Kings, 
Who fret their hour and are forgotten tilings, 

Hast caught the cold .distemper of the day, 

And, like his Lordship, east thy friend away.' 

Oh, Friendship, cordial of the human breast. 

So 'little felt, so fervently profess'd, 50 

Thy blossoms deck our unsuspecting years, 

The promise of delicious fruit appears ; 

We hug the hopes of constancy and truth, 

Such is the folly of our dreaming youth ; 

But soon, alas ! detect the rash mistake 
That sanguine inexperience loves to make, 

And view with tears th' expected harvest lost,. 
Decay'd by time or wither’d by a frost. 

Whoever undertakes a Mend's great part 
Should be renew'd in tore, pure in heart, ' ' .60 
Prepar'd for martyrdom, and strong to prove 
A thousand ways' the fore®'; of genuine love, ■ 
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He ' ' ay be call'd to give up health and gain, 

T 1 exchange content for trouble, e © for pain, 

To echo sigh for sigh, and groan for groan. 

And; wet Ms cheeks with sorrows not his own. 

The heart of man for such a task too frail, 

When most relied on is most sure to fail, 

And., summon'd to partake its fellow’s woe, 

Starts from its office like a broken bow, 70 

Vot’ries of business and of pleasure prove 
Faithless alike in friendship and in love* 

Retir'd from ah the circles of the gay, 

'And all tho crowds that bustle life away, 

To scenes where competition, envy, strife, 

Beget no thunder-clouds to trouble life, 

Let me, the charge of some good angel, find 
One who has known and has escap'd mankind, 
Polite yet virtuous, who has brought away 
The manners, not the morals of the day. 80 

With Him, perhaps with Her (for men have known 
No firmer friendships than the fair have shown) 
Let me enjoy in some unthought-of spot, 

AR former friends forgiven and forgot, 

Down to the close' of life’s fast-fading scene, 

Union of hearts, without a daw between. 

? Tis grace, ’tie bounty, and it calls for praise, 

If Hod give health, that sunshine of our days— 
And if he add, a blessing shar’d by few, 

Content of heart, more prai s still are due— 90 
But if he grant a friend, that boon possess’d 
Indeed is treasure, and crowns all the rest ; 

And giving one whose heart is in the skies, 

Born from above and' made divinely wise, 

He gives what bankrupt Nature never can, 

Whose nobl t coin is light and brittle man, 

Gold purer far than Ophir ever knew, 

A soul an image of Himself, and therefore true. 

TO THE IMMORTAL MEMORY OF THE 
HALIBUT 

ON WHICH I DINED THIS DAY 

[Written' in letter to Unwin April 25, 1784. Published by 

■ Johnson, 1824. • There is a copy among the Ash MSS.] 

Where hast thou floated, in what seas pursued 
Thy pastime? when wast thou an egg new-spawn’d, 
Lost in th’ immensity of ocean’s waste? 

■ Roar as they might, the overbearing winds 
That rock’d' th© deep, thy cradle, thou wast safe— 





AN EPISTLE TO JOSEPH HILL 361 

JBEomtio 8 hermit once, with bow and cringe, 20 
“"ing the parlour-door upon its hinge, 
n.g a negative, and overaw'd 
he should trespass, begg'd to go abroad, 
fellow !— whither ? — turning short about— 

— ^tay at Inane — you're always going out. 
2P xm Hut a step, sir, just at the street's end.— 

. f°2T ? vhat ? “ An P k ^e you, sir, to see a friend. 

A oaend ! Horatio cry'd, and seem'd to start— 
i ,****• iixarry shalt thou, and with all my heart. — 
lit*:! fetch my cloak: for, though the night b© 
|r raw, 30 

v Him too— the- fii-st I ever saw. 

” . * a * :l3ew the man, and knew Ms nature mild, 

, imlm. was his plaything often when a child ; 

•-® 1 * somewhat at that moment pinch'd him close, 
iM* was seldom bitter or morose. 

**$**■> his confidence just then betray'd, 

might prompt him with the speech h© 
jDtuade ; 

*twas mere good-humour gave it birth, 
mmrmlms play of pleasantly and mirth. 

*t was, his language, in my mind, 40 
mm- at least a man that knew mankind, 
not to moralize too much, and strain 
an evil of which all complain, 
longr arguments, verbosely spun) 

? ry more, dear Hill, and I have done, 
ion. m- time an emp'ror, a wise man— 

" ‘ter where, in China or Japan— • 

1 that whosoever should offend 
the well known duties, of a friend, 

^tecl once, should ever after wear 50 

coat, ami show his bosom bare, 
eat importing this, no doubt, 
wa« naught, within, and all found out. 
v trappy Britain ! we have not to fear 
IXrard. and arbitrary measure here ; 
iM a law like that which I relate 
■ve the? sanction of our triple state, 
ifew that I have known in days of old, 

I? trl. ran most dreadful risk of catching cold ; 

, e you, my friend, whatever wind should, blow, 
traverse England safely to and fro, 61 
«t : : an, close-button'd to the chin, 
loth without, and a warm heart within. 
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THE POPLAR-HELD 

[Written 1784. Published in Tite Qentlswini Magazine, Jan., 
1785 ; afterwards in 180U. 3 

The poplars are fell'd, farewell to the shade 
And the whispering sound of the cool colonnade, 
The winds play no longer, and sing in the leaves. 
Nor Ouse on his bosom their image receives. 

Twelve years have elaps'd since I first took a view 
Of my favourite field and the lank where they grew, 
And now in the grass behold they are laid, 

And the tree is my seat that one© lent me a shade. 8 

The blackbird has fled to another retreat 
Where the hazels afford hi a screen from the heat, 
And the same where his melody charm'd me before, 
Resounds with his sweet-flowing ditty no more. 

My fugitive years are all hasting away, 

And I must ere long lie as lowly as they, 

With a turf on my breast, id a stone at my head. 
Ere another such grove shall arise in its stead. 16 

’Tis a sight to engage me, if any thing can, 

To muse on the perishing pleasures of man ; 

Thou h his life be a dream, his enjoyme ts, I see, 
Have a bei g less durable even than he. 


IDEM LATINE REDDITUM 

{Written Jan. {?}, 1785. Published in TV am ttomris Mamzine % 
Aug., 1785} afterwards iti 1800,3 

Populism cecidit gptitksxma copia silm\ 

Contieuere mmx irri, omnisque evoxmit umbra. 

Null ' jam levibus se mfeeent fron&ibus mm 
Et nulla in fluvio ramorum ludit imago. 


Tk€ Poplar-Field— 1 farewell] . d adieu 1785* ■ ■ ■ 3 the! their • 
17 SB. 4 on hie] in its 1785. -5 have] had 1785. ■ tofel.kafc , 

1785. 

7. 8 When behold on their sides in the gr 1 . they were laid,, 
And I t on the trees under which I had stray’d 1785. 

9 fled to] sought fc 1785. 11 melody] notes have oft 1785. 

12 Resounds] Shall und 1785. 13 hastening 1785. U ere 

. long] alas ! 1785 . 16 shall arise] rise® up 1785. 

17- Mr. Cowper afterwards altered this last stanza in the 
following ner; ' , 

The change both my h rt and mi fancy employs, 

I reflect on the. frailty of n, and his Joys ; 

Bhortdived we are, yet our pleasu ■ s, we see. 

Have a still shorter date, and die sooner than we. 

Note to 1803 edition s but this U the text of 1785* 



POPLAJRrFIKLD (TRANSLATION) 388 

Hei mihi ! bis senos dum iuetu torqueor annos, 
Hiscogor silvis suetoque oarere recessu, 

Cu ro rediens stratasque in gramme cernens 
Insedi arborib sub queis errare solebam. 8 

Ah ubi nunc meruke eantus ? Felicior ilium 
Silva tegit, durse nondum permissa bipenni; 
Scilicet exustos colies camposque patentee 
Odit, et indignans et non rediturus abivit. 

Sed qui succisas doleo succddar et ipse, 

Et prius huic parilis quam creverit altera silva 
Flebor, et, exequiis parvis donates, habebo 
Defixum lapidem temulique cubantis acervum. 16 

Tam subito periisse videns tarn digna manere 
Agnosco humanas sortes et tristia fata— 

Sit licet ipse brevis, volucrique simillimus umbrae, 
Est homini brevier eitiusque obitura voluptas. 


LINES 

SENT WITH TWO COCKSCOMBS TO MISS GREEN 

[Written 1781 (J). Published by Brace, 1863. A slightly different 
version w first printed by Canon Benham in 1870.3 

Two powder’d coxcombs wait at your command, 
And, what ‘ strange, both dress’d by Nature's hand. 
Like other fops, they dread a sudden shower, 

And seek a shelter in your closest bower. 

Showy like them, like them they yield no fruit, 
But then, to make amends, they both are mute. 6 


EPITAPH ON DR. JOHNSON 


{Written J , 1785. Publish 
Jan, 16 (MS. m British J 


i from letter to Unwin, dated 
am), by Hayley, 1803.) 


Here Johnson lies— a ge, by all allow’d, 

Wh om to have bred may well make England proud ; 
Whose prose was eloquence by wisdom taught. 
The graceful vehicle of virtuous thought ; 

Whose versemay claim -grave, masculine, and strong, 
Superior praise to the mere poet’s song ; 

Who many a noble gift from heav’n possess’d, 
And faith at last — alone worth all the rest. 1 
Oh man immortal by a donble prize ! 

By Fame o earth— by Glory in the skies ! 10 


Mem ZcaimKeddii,xm T V)mv3.1 Umbra 17S5. 13Sed]Et 
, IS licet] heat 1800, 1803* volucrique * , . umbra] 
praceps dev € feus ad umbr 1785, 

^ Madam,— Two Cockscombs 1870. 3 sudden] h fey 

4 beg a refuge 2870, 

Mpitaph*— 10 «o BM ti Hayley : On earth by fame,, by favour in 
tile skies ! Southey, from, Utter to Newton, dated Jan , 8, 



ON THE AUTHOR OF LETTERS ON 
LITERATURE 

(Written Nov., 1785. Published by Johnson, 1824.] 

The Genius of th’ Augustan age , 

His head among Rome’s rums rear d. 
And bursting with heroic rage. 

When literary Heron appear d, 

Thou hast, he cried, like him of old 
Who set th’ Ephesian dome on fare. 

Bv being scandalously bold, 

Attain'd the mark of thy desire ; 


And for traducing Virgil's name 
Shalt share his merited reward : 

A perpetuity of fame, , 

That rots, and stinks, and is ubkorrd. 



THE POET'S NEW-YEAR’S GIFT 

TO MRS. THROCKMORTON 

(Written Dec., 17S7. Published in ThciMkmm'i Nam'Jht, 
Dec., 1788! afterwards m tit&.J 

Maria ! I have ev'ry good 
For thee wish’d many a time, 

Both sad, and in a cheerful mood, 

But never yet in rhime. 

To wish thee fairer is no need. 

More prudent, or more sprightly, 

Or more ingenious, or more freed 
From temper-flaws unsightly. 

What favour, then, not yet possess'd. 

Can I for thee require, 

In wedded love already blest, 

To thy whole heart's desire 2 

None here is happy but in part ; 

Full bliss is bliss divine ; 

There dwells some wish in ev’ry heart. 
And, doubtless, one in thine. : 


That wish, on some fair future day, 
Which fate shall brightly gild, 
(’Tis blameless, be it what it may) 

I wish it all fulfill’d. 


The ft ift — 5 is! were 1 788, 
full 1 7S8. Hi i»] are 1 78 3. 


7 ingenuous 1788, ' '12 whole) 
*15 some] a 1788, 
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STANZAS 

, PRINTED AT THE BOTTOM OF THE 
YEARLY BILL OF MORTALITY OF THE TOWN OF 
NORTHAMPTON; DEC. 21, 1787 

[Written Nov.* 1787. Published in The Gentleman's Magazine , 
June, 1788; afterwards in 1800, and by Bull in 1801.] 

Pallida Mors sequo pulsat pede paiiperum talmas 
Regmnqne turres. — H orace. 

Pale Death with equal foot strikes wide' the door 
Of royal halls and novels of the poor. 

While thirteen moons saw smoothly run 
The Nens barge-laden wave, 

All these, life's rambling journey done, 

Have found their home-— the grave. 

Was man (frail always) made more frail 
Than in foregoing years ? 

Did famine, or did plague prevail, 

That so much death appears ?■ 8 


No ; these were vigorous as their sires, 
Nor plague nor famine came ; 

This annual tribute Death requires. 
And never waves his claim. 

Like crowded forest-trees we stand, 
And some are mark'd to fall ; 

The axe will smite at God's command. 
And soon shall smite ns all. 


Green as the bay- tree, ever green, 
With its new foliage on, 

The gay, the thoughtless, have I seen ; 
I pass'd —and they were gone. 


10 


Read, ye that run, the awful truth 
With which I charge my page ; 

A worm is in the bud of youth, 

And at the root of age. 24 

No present health can health insure 
For yet an hour to come ; 

No medbine, though it often cure, 

Can always balk the tomb. 

And oh ! that (humhle as my lot, 

And scorn'd as is my strain) 1 
These truths, though known, too much forgot. 
I may not teach' in vain. 32 

1 John Cox, Parish 'Clerk of Northampton [1788, 1800], 

19 have I] X have BnlL 21 awful 3. solemn Bull, ISO 8, 
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So prays your Clerk, with hll his heart ; 

And, ©re he quits the pen, ' ' 

Begs you for once to take few part, 

And answer all— Amen ! 




ON A SIMILAR OCCASION 
FOR THE YEAR 1788 

[Written 1 788, Published 1S00 (yol. I. Appendix), and by 
Bull; 18U1.J 

Quod adeat, memento, 

Componere seqmia ; cwfcora tiuminiB 
Eitu feruntur.— H orace. 

Improve the present hour, for all beside 
Is a mere feather on the torrent ft tide. 

Could I, from heav'n inspir'd, as sure presage 
To whom the rising year shall prove the last, 

As I can number in my punctual page, 

And item down the victims of the past ; 

How each would trembling wait the mournful sheet 
On which the press might stamp him next to die ; 
And, reading here his sentence, how replete 
With anxious meaning, heav'mvard cast his eye. S 

Time then would seem more precious than the joys 
In which he sports away the treasure now, 

And praver more seasonable than the noise 
Of drunkards or the music-drawing tow. 

Then, doubtless, many a trifler, on the brink 
Of this world's hazardous and headlong shore. 
Forc’d to a pause, would feel it good to think. 

Told that his setting sun would rise no more. 1 C 

Ah ! self -deceiv'd I could I prophetic say 
Who next is fated, and who next shall fall, 

The rest might then seem privileg’d to play ; 

But, nam ing none, the voice now speaks to all. 

Observe the dappled foresters, how light 
They bound, and ai*y, o’er the sunny glade : 

One falls— the rest, wide scatter’d with affright, 
Vanish at once into the thickest shade. 24 

Had we their wisdom, should we. often warn’d, 
Still need repeated warnings; and at last, 

A thousand awful admonitions scorn’d. 

Die self-accus’d of life all run to waste? 

85 fori at 1788. 

.OTS— Title] date blank in |M>, Motto B the] a Bull 2 the 
bust] his last JhtU. 8 oarf] thru Bull. 16 would] must 
Bull, 18 shall) to Bull. 3 4 darkest Bull. 
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Sad waste! for which no after-thrift atones: 

The grave admits no cure of guilt or sin ; 
Dew-drops may deck the turf that hides the bones. 
But tears of godly grief ne’er flow within. 82 

Learn then, ye living! by the mouths he taught 
Of all these sepulchres instruction true, 

That, soon or late, death also is your lot ; 

And the next op’ning grave may yawn for you. 

ON A SIMILAR OCCASION 
FOR THE YEAR 1789 

[Written 1789. Published in PuUie Characters 1799, afterwards 
in 1800, and by Bull, 1801.] 

Pkcidaqne ibi demum morte quievit.— Viro. 

There calm at length he breath’d his soul away. 

"Oh most delightful horn* by man 
Experienc'd here below ; 

The hour that terminates his span, 

His folly and his woe. .. 

“Worlds should not bribe me back to tread 
Again life’s dreary waste ; 

To see my days again o’erspread 
' With all the gloomy past. 1 ' 8 

u My home, henceforth, is in the skies, 

Earth, seas, and sun adieu ; 

All heav’n unfolded to my eye s, 

I have no sight for you.” 

' Thus spake Aspatio, firm possesfc 
Of faith’s supporting rod ; 

Then breath’d his soul into its rest, 

The bosom of Ms God. 16 

H© was a man among the few 
Sincere on Virtue’s side, 

And all his strength from Scripture drew, 

To hourly use applied. 

That rule he priz’d, by that he fear’d, 

He hated, hop’d, and lov’d, 

Nor ever frown’d, or sad appear’d, , . 

But when his heart had rov’d. 24 

32 of] for Bull 84 instruction] instructors Bull, - . 

' 1 75,9— Title] no date ' in 1800, Motto There] Then • 1800, ' 

. 7 again my day Bull, 13, 29 Aspasio Bull, , 21 by that] by 
, what Bull, 



368 BILL OF MORTALITY (1789) 

For he was frail thou or I, 

And evil felt within. 

But when he felt it, heav'd a sigh, 

And loath'd the thought of sin. 

Such liv’d Aspatio, and at last, 

Call’d up from earth to heaven. 

The gulpb of death triumphant pass'd. 

By gales of blessing driven. 32 

His joys be mine, each reader cries. 

When my last hour arrives : 

They shall be yours, my verse replies, 

Such only be your lives. 


ON A SIMILAR OCCASION 
FOR THE YEAR 1790 

[Written 1790. Published 1800 (vol I. Appendix), and by 
Bull, 1S0L] 

Ne comiaonentem recta sperne.— B cchasas. 

Despise not my stood counsel. 

He who sits from day to day. 

Where the prison'd lark is hung, 

Heedl s of his loudest lay, 

Hardly knows that he has sung. 

Where the watchman in his round 
Nightly lifts his voice on high, 

None, accusto "d to the sound, 

Wakes the sooner for his cry. 8 

So your verse-man I, and clerk. 

Yearly in my song proclaim 
Death at hand— yourselves his mark— 

And the Lie’s unerring aim. 

Duly at my time I come, 

Publishing to all aloud— 

Soon the grave must be your home. 

And your only suit a shroud. 1C 

But the monitory .strain, 

Oft repeated in your ears, 

Seems to sound too much in vain, 

Wins no notice, wakes no fears. 

Can a truth, by all confess’d 
Of such magnitude and weight, 

Grow, by being oft express’d, 

Trivial as a parrot's prate ? 24 

23 compress’d Bull : imprew’d/rsf inJSuS. 
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Pleasure’s, call attention wins, 

Hear it often, as we may ; 

New as ever seem onr sins, 

Though committed ev’ry day. 

' Death and Judgment, Heav’n and Hell— 

These alone, so often heard, 

No more move ns than the bell 
' When some stranger is interred. 32 

Oh then, ere the turf or tomb 
Cover ns from ev’ry eye, 

Spirit of instruction come ; 

Make ns leam that we must die, 

ON A SIMILAR OCCASION 
FOR THE YEAR 1792 

[Written 1792. Published 1800 (vol, I, Appendix}* and by 
Bull, 1801.1 

Felix, qui potxiit rerum cognoseere cansas, 

Atque metus omnes et inexorabile fatiun 
Sabjeoit pedibns, strepitumqne Acherontis avari teViHG. 
Happy the mortal* who has trac’d effects 
To their .First Cause; cast fear beneath his feet ; 

And death* and roaring hell’s voracious fires. 

Thankless for favours from on high, 

Man thinks he fades too soon ; 

Though ’tte his privilege to die, 

Would he improve the boon : 

But he, not wise enough to scan 
His best concerns aright, 

Would gladly stretch life’s little span 
To ages, if he might— 8 

To ages, in a world of pain, 

To ages, where he goes 
GalFd by Affliction’s heavy chain, 

And hopeless of ■ repose. 

' tr ge fondness of the human heart, 
Enamour’d of its harm ! 

Strange world, that costs it so much smart, 
And still has powY to charm ! 16 

Whence has the world her magic powY? 

Why deem we death a foe ? 

Recoil from weary life’s best hour, 

And covet longer woe? 

Title] 1800 gives date November 5, 1793. 
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The cau is Conscience-— Co ie ceoft 

Her tele of guilt renews : 

Her voice is terrible though soft, 

And dread of death ensu . 4 

Then, anxious to be longer spar'd, 

Man mourns his fleeting breath : 

All evils then seem light, compar’d 
With the approach of death. 

'Tis judgment shakes him ; there’s the fear, 
That prompts the wish to stay : 

He has incurr'd a long arrear, 

And must despair to pay. 32 

Pay !— Follow Christ, and all is paid : 

His death yow peace ensures : 

Think on the grave where he was laid, 

And calm descend to yours. 

OH A SIMILAR OCCASION 
TOR THE YEAR 1783 

[Written 17*!. Published 1800 {vnl. I. Appendix), and by 
Bull, 1801,1 

Do sacrm autem htee sit una wntmtm, tit emwervratur, — Cic. 
de Leg. 

But let ns all concur in this one sentiment, that thinfts sacred 
be inviolate. 

He lives who lives to God alone, 

And all are dead beside ; 

For other source than God is none 
Whence life cau he supplied. 

To live to God, is to requite 
His love best we may; 

To k© his precepts our delight, 

His promises our stay- 8 

But life, within a narrow ring 
Of giddy joys compriz’d, 

Is falsely nam’d, and no such thin , 

But rather death disguis'd. 

Can life in them deserve the name, 

Who only live to prove 
For what poor toys they can disclaim 
An endless life above ? 1 6 

Title] date (dank in 1300. IS the] a 1300. 15 joys 1800. 
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Who, much diseas'd, yet nothing feel, . ,■ 
Much menac’d, nothing dread ; 

Have wounds which only God can heal, 

■ Yet never ask his aid f 

■ Who deem Ms house an useless place, 

' Faith, want of common sense ; 

And ardour in the Christian race 
An hypocrite’s pretence ? 24 

Who trample order, and the day 
WMch God asserts his own, 

Dishonour with unhallow’d play, 

And worship chance alone ? 

If scorn of God's commands, impress’d 
On word and deed, imply 
The better part of man unbless’d 
With life that cannot die, ' 32 

Such want it ; and that want, uneur’d 
.Till man resigns his breath. 

Speaks Mm a criminal, assur’d 
Of everlasting death* 

Sad period to a pleasant course I 
Yet so will God repay ■ * 

Sabbaths profan’d without remorse, 

And erey cast away. .40 

TH NEGBQ’S COMPLAINT 

[Written Feb. {?), 1788* Published in The Genii arts Magazine 
D „ 1793 j terwftrds m 1800 (vol I. Appendix).] 

Fo c’B from home, and all its pleasures, 
Afric’s amt X left forlorn ; 

To increase a stranger’s treasures, 

O’er the raging billows borne. 

. 'Men from England bought and sold me, 

Paid my price in paltry gold ; 

, , ■ But, though theirs they have enroll’d me, 

■ • • Minds are never to be sold, ■ 8 

• Still in thought as free as ever, 

What are England’s rights, I ask, 

'■ Me from my delights to sever, 

, Me to torture, me to task ? 

Fleecy locks, and black complexion 
Cannot forfeit nature’s claim ; 

Skins may differ, but affection 
Dwells in white and black the same. 16 

30 employ 1800, ■ ’ S3 monrr’d 1800, .‘14 resign 1800, 

The, Negnh fcbemj slave first in 1808, 
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Why did all-creating Nature 
Make the plant for which we toil ? 

Sighs must fan it, tears must water, 

S%veat of ours must dress the soil. 

Think, ye masters, iron-hearted, 

Lolling at your jovial boards ; 

Think how many backs have smarted 

For the sweets your cane affords. 24 

Is there, as ye sometimes tell us, 

Is there one who reigns on high f 

Has he bid you buy and sell us, 

Speaking from his throne the sky i 

Ask him. if your knotted scourges, 

Matches, blood-extorting screws. 

Are the means which duty urges 
Agents of his will to use ? 32 

Hark ! he answers— Wild tornadoes, 

Strewing yonder sea with wrecks ; 

Wasting towns, plantations, meadows. 

Are the voice with which he speaks. 

He, foreseeing what vexations 
Africa sons should undergo, 

Fix’d their tyrants’ habitations 
Where his whirlwinds answer— No. 40 

By our blood in Afric wasted. 

Ere our necks receiv'd the chain ; 

By the mis'ries we have tested, 

Crossing in your barks the main ; 

By our suff rings since ye brought ns 
*To the man-degrading mart : 

All sustain’d by patience, taught us 
Only by a broken heart : 48 

Deem our nation brutes no longer 
Till some reason ye shall find 

Worthier of regard and stronger 
Than the colour of our kind. 

Slaves of gold, whose sordid dealings 
Tarnish all your boasted pow’rs, 

Prove that you have human feelings. 

Ere you proudly question ours ! 56 

30 Matches] Fetters 1793, and quoted tty T. WpqUfrom a MS. 
37, 39 vexation . . . habitation 779$. 40 whirlwind .1793. 44 we 

have] which we 1793. 



THE MORNING DREAM 


[Written Maruh (p, 17®* Published in The Crcntletmws 
Magazine Tsoy.* 1788; afterwards in 1800,] 

'Twas in the glad season of spring, 

Asleep at the dawn of the day, 

1 clrea.mil, what 1 cannot hut sing, 

So pleasant it seem'd as 1 lay. 

1 dream'd that; on ocean, afloat’ 

Far lienee to the westward I sail’d, 

While the billows high lifted the boat, 

And the fresh -blowing breeze never fail'd. C 

In the steerage a woman I saw, 

Such at least was the form that she wore, 
Whose beauty impress'd me with awe, 

Ne'er taught me by woman before. 

She sat, and a shield at her side 
Shed light like a sun on the waves, 

And smiling divinely, she cried — 

I, go to make Freemen of Slaves.— 16 

Then raising her voice to a strain 
The sweetest that ear ever heard; 

She, sang of the slave's broken chain, 

Wherever her glory appear’d. 

Some clouds which had over us hung 
Fled, chas’d by her melody clear, 

And Rethought while she liberty sung, 

’Twas Liberty only to hear. 24 

Thus swiftly dividing the flood, 

To a dave-cultur -d island we came, 

Where a Demon, her enemy, stood— 

Oppression his terrible name. 

In his hand, m the sign of his sway, 

A 'scourge hung with lashes he bore, 

And stood, looking out for his prey 
From Africa’s sorrowful shore. 32 

But soon, as approaching the land 
That goddess-like woman he view’d, 

The scourge he let fall from his hand, . 

With blood of Ms subjects imbrued. 

I saw him both sicken and die, 

And the moment the monster expir’d 
Heard shouts that ascended the sky 
From, thousands with rapture inspir'd. ,40 


' 1 glad] sweet J7S8. 6 hence. . . westward] Went from fair Al- 
bion 1788. ' 19 slave-broken 1788* 29 the] a 1788. 34 That] 

This 17S8* 
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Awaking, how could I but muse 
At what such a dream should betide? 

But soon my ear caught the glad news 
Which serv’d my weak thought for a guide— 
That Britannia, renown'd o’er the waves 
For the hatred she ever has shown 
To the black-sceptred rulers of slaves, 

Resolves to have none of her own, 48 

SWEET MEAT HAS SOUR SAUCE 
OR, THE SLAVE-TRADER IS THE DUMPS 
[Written early in 17«& Published by Southey, lK*i.] 

A trader I am to the African shore, 

But since that my trading is like to be o’er. 

I'll sing you a song that you ne’er heart! before, 
Which nobody can deny, deny, 

Which nobody can deny. 5 

When I first heard the news it gave me a shock, 
Much like what they call an electrical knock, 

And now I am going to sell off my stock, 

Which nobody, &c. 

’Tis a curious assortment of dainty regales, 

To tickle the negroes with when the ship sails, 

Fine chains for the neck, and a cat with nine 
tails, 11 

Which nobody, &c. 

Here’s supple-jack plenty, and store of rat-ton, • 
That will wind itself round the sides of a man, 

As dose as a hoop round a bucket or can, 

Which nobody, &«. 

Hera’s padlocks and bolts, mid screws for the 
thumbs, 

That squeeze them so lovingly till the? blood comes, 
They sweeten the temper like comfits or plums, 17 
Which nobody, &c. 

When a negro his head from his victuals withdraws, 
Anddench his teeth and thrusts out his paws, 
Here’s a notable engine to open his jaws, 

Which nobody, &c. 

Thus oing to market, we kindly prepare 
A pretty black cargo of African ware, 

For what they nst meet with when they get 
there, 23 

Which . ©body, &c. ■ 

43 should} might 17SS. 44 thoughts t788. 17 Ruler 17SS. 



■ ’ Which nobody i &c> 

For oh 1 how it enters my son! like an awl ! 

This pity, which some people self-pity call, 

Is sure 4e most heart-piercing pity of all, 

Which nobody, &c. 

So this is my song, as I told you before ; 

Come buy off my stock, for 1 must no more 

T>«mTw»vs to Smrar-cane shore, 35 


^ Which notody can deny, deny. 

Which nobody can deny. 


PITY FOR POOR AFRICANS 

Video meliora proboque 
Deterior* ecquor- — 

OVrittea early in 1788. Published 1800 {vdL I. Apps»dix).l 
l ows I am shock'd at the purchase of slaves. 

And fear those who buy them nd 11 them 

What I hearof their hardships, their tortures, d 

Is almStSugh to draw pity from stones. 

t ruir arreatly^' but I must be mum, . 1 

For how could we do without sugar and rum . 
especially sugar, so needful we see ? , 0 

WhTu lve up our desserts, our coffee, and tea ! 8 

Besides, if we do, ihe French, Sfjfe ^ Efw 
Will heartily thank us, , 

If we do not bny the poor 

And tortures and groans wdl be multiplied stm. 

Tf foreiene likewise would give up the trade, 

mSX> toSift. ot j ' 

But while they get rich by purchasmg DiacKb, 
Pray tell me why we may not also o snack 


376 PITY FOR POOR AFRICANS 

Your scruples and arguments bring to my mind 
A story so pat, you may think it is coin’d. 

On purpose to wer you, out of my mint ; 

But. I can assure you, I saw it in pnnt. 

A youngster at school, more sedate than the rest, 
Had once Ms integrity put to the test ; 

His comrades had plotted an orchard to rob, 

And ask’d him to go and assist in the job. 24 

He was shock'd, sir, like you, and answer’d— “Oh, no! 
What ! rob our good neighbour ! I pray you, don't go; 
Besides, the man’s poor, his orchard’s Ms bread, 
Then think of his children, for they must be fed,” 

“ You speak very fine, and you look very grave, 
But apples we want, and apples we ll have ; 

If you will go with us, you shall have a share. 

If not, you shall have neither apple nor pear.” 32 

They spoke, and Tom ponder'd— 1 * 1 see they will go : 
Poor man ! what a pity to injure him so ! 

Poor man ! I would save Mm his fruit if I could, 
But staying behind will do him no good. 

“If the matter depended alone upon me, 

His apples might hang till they dropt from the tree; 
But, since they will take them, I think I’ll go too, 
He will lose none by me, though I get a few.” 40 

His scruples thus silenc’d, Tom felt more at ease, 
And went with his comrades the apples to seize ; 

He blam'd and protested, but join’d in the plan ; 

He shar'd in the plunder, but pitied the man. 

EPIGRAM 

{FEINTED IN THE NORTHAMPTON MERCURY) 
[Written {t). Published by Johnson, 1815.3 

To purify their wine some people bleed 
A lamb into the barrel, and succeed ; 

No nostrum, planters say, is half so good 
To make fine sugar, as a negro’s blood. 

Now lambs and negroes both are harmless things, 
And thence perhaps this wond’rous virtue springs, 
’Tis in the blood of innocence alone — 

Good cause why planters never try their own . 8 



SONNET 


addressed to henry cowper, esq., clerk 

ASSISTANT TO THE HOUSE OF LORDS 
On his emphatical and interesting delivery of the Defence of 
Warms Hastings, Esq. 


[Written Feb., 1788. Published April 1788, in The Gentlrnian't 
Magazine, with the signature X. H. ; afterwards in 1800.3 


Cowper, whose silver voice, task'd sometimes hard, 
Legends prolix delivers in the ears 
(Attentive when thou read’st) of England’s Peers, 
Let verse at length yield thee thy just reward. 
Thou wast not heard with drowsy disregard, 
Expending late on all that length of plea 
Thy gen’rous pow’rs, hut silence honour’d thee. 
Mute as eer gaz'd on Orator or Bard. 

Thou art not voice alone, hut hast beside 
Bothheart and head ; andcould’stwithmusic sweet 
Of Attic phrase and senatorial tone, 11 

Like thy renown’d Forefathers, fax and wide 
Thy fame diffuse, prais’d not for utt’rance meet 
Of others’ speech, hut magic of thy own. 


GRATITUDE 

ADDRESSED TO LADY HESKETH 

[ Written April, 1788. Published by Harley, W Southey, in 
1838, printed the poem in its original form as sent to Lady 
Heuketh. This version differs very largely from that given m 
the text, and is therefore here printed entire m the notes at the 
end of the volume.) 

This cap, that so stately appears, 

With ribbon-hound tassel on high, 

Which seems, by the crest that it rears, 
Ambitious of brushing the sky : 

This cap to my cousin I owe, 

She gave it, and gave me beside, 

Wreath’d into an elegant bow, 

The ribbon with which it is tied. 8 

This wheel-footed studying chair, 

Contriv’d both for toil and repose, 
Wide-elbow’d, and wadded with hair, 

In which I both scribble and doze, 
Bright-studded to dazzle the eyes, 

And rival in lustre of that, 

In which, or astronomy lies, 

Fair Cassiopeia sat : 16 

Sonnet — 4 yield] give 1788. 



376 PITY FOE POOR AFRICANS 

Your scruples and arguments bring to my mind 
A story so pat, you may think it is coin'd. 

On purpose to a wer you, out of my mint ; 

But, I can ure you, I saw it in print. 

A youngster at school, more sedate than the rest, 
HM once his integrity put to the test ; 

His comrades had plotted an orchard to rob. 

And ask'd him to go and assist in the job. 24 

He was shock'd. sir, like you, and answer'd--* 'Oh.no ! 
What! rob our good neighbour: Ipray you, don't go; 
Besides, the man's poor, his orchard’s Ms bread, 
Then think of his children, for they must be fed." 

“ You speak very fine, and you look very grave, 
But apples we want, and apples we'll have ; 

If you will go with us, you shall have a share. 

If not, you shall have neither apple nor pear.” 32 

They spoke, and Tom ponder'd— “I see they will go : 
Poor man ! what a pity to injure him so ! 

Poor man ! I would save him his fruit if I could. 
But staying behind will do him no good. 

“II the matter depended alone upon me. 

His apples might hang till they dropt from the tree; 
But, since they will take them, I think I'll go too. 
He will lose none by me, though I get a few." 40 

His scruples thus silenc'd, Tom felt more at ease, 
And went with his comrades the apples to seize ; 
He blam'd and protested, but join'd in the plan ; 
He shar’d in the plunder, but pitied the man. 

EPIGRAM 

(PRINTED IN THE NORTHAMPTON ME* 

[Written (?). Published by Johnson, IS) 

To purify their wine some people blee/ 

A lamb into the laurel, and succeed j 
No nostrum, planters say, is half so 
To make fine sugar, as a negro's bk 
Now lanibs and negroes both are h 
And thence perhaps this wond'row 
'Tis in the blood of innocence alonPfcw 
Good cause why planters never try tom 



SONNET 


ADDRESSED TO HENRY COWim ESQ., CLERK 

assistant to the house of lords 

On his ewphatical and interesting delivery of the Defence of 
Wabess Hastiscb, Esq. 


[Written Feb., 1788. Published April, 1788, in The Gentlemen's 
Magazine, with the signature T. H. ; afterwards in 1800.] 


Cowper, whose silver voice, task'd sometimes hard, 
legends prolix delivers in the ears 
(Attentive when thou read’st) of England's Peers, 
Let verse at length yield thee thy just reward. 
Thou wast not heard with drowsy disregard, 
Expending late on all that length of plea 
Thy gen’rous pow’rs, but silence honour’d thee, 
Mute as e’er gaz'd on Orator or Bard. 

Thou art not voice alone, but hast beside 
Both heart and head ; andcould’stwith music sweet 
Of Attic phrase and senatorial tone, 11 

T.Ura thy renown'd Forefathers, far and wide 
Thy fame diffuse, prais’d not for utt’rance meet 
Of others’ speech, but magic of thy own. 
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380 PAIRING TIME ANTICIPATED 

Attested, glad, Ms pprobfttion 
Of immediate conjugation. ' 

Their ntiments so well express'd, 

Influenc’d mightily the rest. 

All pair’d, and each parr built a nest 
But though the birds were thus in haste, 

The leaves came on not quite so fast, 

And destiny, that sometimes bears 
An aspect stern on man’s affairs, 

Not altogether smil'd on theirs. 

The wind, of late hreath d gently forth, 

Now shifted east and east by north ; 

Bare trees and shrubs but ill, you know, 

Could shelter them from min or snow; 

Stepping into their nests, they pad died, 
Themselves were chill’d, their eggs were addled ; 
Soon ev’ry father bird and mother 
Grew quarrelsome, and peck d each other. 

Parted without the least regret, 

Except that they had ever met, 

And leam’d, in future, to be wiser, 

Than to neglect a good adviser. 

INSTRUCTION 

Misses ! the tale that I relate 
This lesson seems to carry— 

Choose not alone proper mate, 

But proper time to marry. 

ON MRS. MONTAGU’S FEATHER-HANGINGS 

(Written May, 17«a Published June, WSUari* OaUtemiri* 
. ■ ; Magazine; after wards m iW*J 

The birds put off their ev’ry hue 
To dress a room for Montagu, 

The Peacock sends his heav’nly dyes, 

His rainhmm and his starry eyes-, _ 

The Pheasant, plumes which round infold 
His mantling neck with downy gold ; 

The Cock Ms arch’d tail’s azure show, 

And, river-blanch'd. the Swan his snow. 

All tribes beside of Indian name. 

That glossy shine or vivid flame. 

Where rises, and where sets the day, 

Wbate’er thev boast of rich or gay, 


10 
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'' Contribute to the gorgeous plan, 

Proud to advance it all they can, 

■ This plum ge, neither dashing show’r, 

Nor blasts that shake the dripping how’r, 

Shall drench again or disco pose, 

But, screen’d from ev’ry storm that blows, 

; ' It wears a splendour ever new, 

■ Safe with protecting Montagu. 20 

To the same Patroness resort, 

' (Secure of favour at her court) 

Strong Genius, from who forge of thought 
Forms rise, to quick perfection wrought, 

Which, though new-born, with vigour move, 

Like Pallas springing arm'd from Jove — 
Imagination, scattering round 
Wild roses over furrow'd ground, 

Which Labour of Ms frowns beguile, 

And teach Philosophy a smile — 0 

Wit, flashing on Religion's side, 

Whose fires to sacred Truth applied, 

The gem, though luminous before, 

Commend to human notice more, 

Like su -beams on the golden height 
Of some tall temple playing bright — 

Well-tutor’d Learning, from his books 
Dismiss’d with grave, not haughty looks, 

Their order on Ms shelves exact, 

, ' Nor more ' harmonious or compact 40 

/ Th that to which he keeps confin'd 
The various treasures of his mind — 

, All the to Montagu’s repair, 

Ambitious of a shelter there. 

There Genius, Learning, Fancy, Wit, 

Their ruffled plumage calm refit, 

. (For stormy troubl loudest roar 
Around their ight who highest soar) 

And in her eye, and by her aid, 

Shine safe, without a fear to fade. 60 

She thus maintains divided sway 
. With yon bright regent of the day ; 

The plume and poet both, we know, 

Their lustre to his influence owe, 

■ And she, the work of Phoebus aiding, 

Both poet saves d plume from fading. 


■ ' 19 wea ] bo ts 1800. 29 frown 1800, 34 Commend 

; to] Obtrude on 1800, . , 38 not] nor 1788, 40 Nor] Not 1800 

. {with m mmma after exaot line 39). 55 works 1800. 



Their sentiments so well exj , 

Influenc’d mightily the rest, ' 

All pair'd, and each pair built a nest. 

But though the birds were thus m haste, 

The leaves came on not quite so fast, 

And destiny, that sometime bears 
An aspect stern on man s affairs, 

Not altogether smil'd on theirs 

The wind, of late breath d gently forth, 5(1 

Now shifted east and east by north ; 

Bare trees and shrubs hut ill, you know, 

Could shelter them from min or snow ; 

Steroinsr into their nests, they paanieu, 
Themselves were chill’d, their eggs were addled ; 
Soon ev'ry father bird and mother 
Grew quarrelsome, and peek d each other % 

Parted without the least regret, 

Except that they had ever met, 

And team'd, in future, to he wiser, m 

Than to neglect a good adviser. 

INSTBUCTION 

Misses! the tale that I relate 
This lesson seems to carry— 

Choose not akme a proper mate, 

But proper time to marry. 


fWritteu May, l?«l Publish**! June, iWinft Vmtimmt* 

Thk birds put off their ev'ry hue 
To dress a room for Montagu. 

The Peacock semis his haav nly dyes, 

His rainbows and his starry eye s ; 


The Cock Ms arch’d tail’s azure show. 
And, river-blanchd, the Swan his snow. 
All tribes beside of Indian name. 

That glossy shine or vivid flame, 
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Contribute to the gorgeous plan , 

Proud to advance it all they can. 

This plumage, neither dashing show’r, 

Nor blasts that shake the dripping bow’r, 

Shall drench again or discompose, 

But, screen’d from ev’ry storm that blows, 

It wears a splendour ever new, 

Safe with protecting Montagu. SO 

To the same Patroness resort, 

(Secure of favour at her court) 

Strong Genius, from whose forge of thought 
Forms rise, to quick perfection wrought, 

Which, though new-born, with vigour move, 
like Pallas springing arm’d from Jove — 
Imagination, scattering round 
Wild roses over furrow’d ground, 

Which Labour of Ms frowns beguile, 

And teach Philosophy a smile — 30 

Wit, flashing on Religion’s side, 

Whose fires to sacred Truth applied, 

The gem, though luminous before, 

Commend to human notice more, 
like sun-beams on the golden height 
Of some tall temple playing bright— 

Well-tutor'd Learning, from his books 
Dismiss’d with grave, not haughty looks, 

Their order on his shelves exact. 

Nor more harmonious or compact 40 

Than that to wMch he keeps confin’d 
The various treasures of his mind — 

All these to Montagu’s repair, 

Ambitious of a shelter there. 

There Genius, Learning, Fancy. Wit, 

Their ruffled plumage calm refit, 

(For stormy troubles loudest roar 
Around their flight who highest soar) 

And in her eye, and by her aid, 

SMne safe, without a fear to fade. 50 

She thus maintains divided sway 
With yon bright regent of the day ; 

The plume and poet both, we know, 

Their lustre to his influence owe, 

And she, the work of Phoebus aiding. 

Both poet saves and plume from fading. 


10 wears] boasts 1800. 29 frown 1800. 34Commend 
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(with no comma after exact line 39). 55 works 1800. 



LINES COMPOSED FOE A MEMORIAL OF 
ASHLEY COWPER, ESQ. 

IMMEDIATELY AFTER HIS DEATH, 

BY HIS NEPHEW WILLIAM OF WESTON 
[Written June, 1788. Published by Hayley, 18©.] 
Farewell! endued with all that could engage 
All hearts to love thee, both in youth and age ! 

In prime of life, for sprightliness enroll’d 
Among the gay. yet virtuous as the old ; 

In life's last stage, (Oh blessing rarely found !} 
Pleasant as youth, with all its blossoms crown’d ; 
Through every period of this changeful state 
Unchang’d thyself ! wise, good, affectionate ! 

Marble may flatter, and lest this should seem 
O’ercharg’d with praises on so dear a theme, 10 
Although thy worth be more than half supprest, 
Love shall be satisfied, and veil the rest. 

THE DOG AND THE WATER-LILY 
NO FABLE 

[Written Aug.. 1788. Published in The (Scntlcmaris Maimzinc, 
Dee., 1791; then in pamphlet with On Receipt ofay Mother's 
Picture* 1798 ; afterwards in Poems, 1798. ) 

The noon was shady, and soft airs 
Swept Ouse’s silent tide, 

When, 'scap’d from literary cares, 

I wander'd on his side. 

My spaniel, prettiest of his race, 

And high in pedigree, 

(Two nymphs', adorn’d with ev’ry grace, 

That spaniel found for me) 8 

Now wanton’d lost in flags and reeds, 

Now starting into sight 
Pursued the swallow o’er the meads 
With scarce a slower flight. 

It was the time when Ouse display'd 
His lilies newly blown ; 

Their beauties I intent survey’d ; 

And one I wish’d my own. 1C 

With cane extended far I sought 
To steer it close to land ; 

But still the prize, though nearly caught, 
Escap’d my eager hand. : 

1 Sir Robert Gunning']* daughters [C.]. 

The Dog and the Water* jLUv~9 and] in 1 791 » 
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. Beau marked my unsuccessful pains 
With fixt consid’rate face, 

And puzzling set his puppy brains 
To comprehend the case. 24 

But with a chirrup clear and strong. 
Dispersing all Ms dream, 

I thence withdrew, and follow’d long 
The windings of the stream. 

My ramble finish’d, I return’d. 

Beau trotting far before 
The floating wreath again discern’d, 

And plunging left the shore. 32 

I saw' him with that lily cropp’d 
■ Impatient swim to meet 
My quick approach, and soon he dropp’d 
The treasure at my feet. 

Charm’d with the sight, the world, I cried, 
Shall hear of this thy deed, 

My dog shall mortify the pride 
Of man’s superior breed ; 40 

But, chief, myself I will enjoin, 

Awake at duty's call, 

To show a love as prompt as thine 
To Him who gives me all. 

MOTTO ON THE KINGS CLOCK 
[Written Aug. 9, 1788. Published by Hayley, 1803.] 

Qvm lenta aecedit, quam velox praterit hora! 

Ut capias, patiens esto, sed esto vigil l , 

ON THE DEATH OF 
MRS. THROCKMORTON’S BULFINCH 

[Written Nov, (?), 1788. Published in The Gentleman** 

■ Magazine, Feb., 17®; afterwards in 1795,] 

Ye nymphs ! if e’er your eyes were red 
With tears o’er hapless fav’rites shed, 

O share Maria’s grief ! 

Her fav’rite, even in Ms cage, 

(What will not hunger’s cruel rage ?} 

. Assassin’d by a thief. 8 

Where Rhenus strays his vines among, 

The egg was laid from which he sprung, 

’ And though by nature mute, 

Or only with a whistle blest, 

Well-taught, he all the sounds express’d 

Of flagelet or flute. 12 

2 n mjirMt in ISOS: sat 1791 1798-1803. 29 ended first migQS. 

, Title Mrs.] hady 1800, errata. 3 03 Now 1789. 



384 MBS. THROGMORTON'S BULFINCH 

The honours of hie ebon poll , 

Were bri liter than the sleekest- mole ; ■ . ■ 

Hi* bosom of the hue . 

With which Aurora decks the skies, 

When piping winds shall soo arise 

To i sweep up all the dew. 18 

Above, below, in all the house. 

Dire foe, alike to bird and mouse, 

No cat had leave to dwell ; 

And Bully’s cage supported stood. 

On props of smoothest-shaven wood, 

Large-built and lattic'd well. 24 

Well-lattic'd — but the grate, alas 1 
Not rough, with wire of steel or brass, 

For Bully’s plumage sake, , . 

But smooth with wands from Ouse s side. 

With which, when neatly peel d and uned, 

The swains their baskets make. 30 

Night veil’d the pole — all seem d secure • 
When led by instinct sharp and sure. 
Subsistence to provide, 

A beast forth-sallied on the scout, 

Long-back'd, long-tail’d, with whisker d snout. 
And badger-colour ’d hide, a® 

He, ent'ring at the study-door, 

Its ample area ’gun explore ; _ 

And something m the wind 
Conjectur'd, sniffing round and round, 

Better than all the hooka he found, 

Food, chiefly, for the mind . 45! 

Ji t then, by adverse fate impress'd, 

A dream disturb’d poor Bully’s rest ; 

In sleep he seem’d to view 

A rat, fast-clinging to the cage, 

A d. screaming at the sail presage. 

Awoke and found it true. 

For, aided both by ear and scent, 

Bight to his mark the monster went— 

Ah, Muse l forbear to speak 
Minute the horrors that ensued ; 

His teeth were strong, the (age w ’ wood— _ 
He left poor Bully’s beak. w 


MRS. THROCKMORTON’S BULFINCH 

He left it — but he should have ta’en 
That beak, whence issued many a strain 
Of such mellifluous tone, 

Might have repaid him well, I wote 
For silencing so sweet a throat, ’ 

Fast set within, his own. 


Maria weeps— The Muses mourn— 
So, when by Bacchanalians tom, 
On Thracian Hebrus’ side 
The tree-enchanter Orpheus fell • 
His head alone remain’d to tell 
The cruel death he died. 
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ON A MISCHIEVOUS BULL, 

WHICH THE OWNER OF HIM SOLD AT THE 
AUTHOR’S INSTANCE 
[Written 1788 {!}. Published 1808.] 

Go — thou art all unfit to share 
The pleasures of this place 

With such as its old tenants are, 

Creatures of gentler race. 

The squirrel here his hoard provides, 

Aware of wintry storms ; 

And wood-peckers explore the sides 
Of rugged oaks for worms ; 8 

The sheep here smooths the knotted thorn 
With frictions of her fleece ; 

And here ! wander eve and mom, 

Like her, a friend to peace. 

Ah ! — I could pity thee exil’d 
From this secure retreat— 

I would not lose it to be styl’d 
The happiest of the great. 16 

But thou canst taste no calm delight • 

Thy pleasure is to show ~ 1 

Thy magnanimity in fight, 

Thy prowe —therefore go— 

I care not whether -east or north, 

So I no more may find thee, 

The angry Muse thus sings thee forth, 

And claps the gate behind thee. 24 

65. 6 Oh, had he made that too his prey! . . , lay J789 JSOS 
SO aet] stuck 17®, im. 



INSCRIPTION FOR THE TOMB OF 
MR. HAMILTON 

[Written 1788. Published 1880.] 

Pause here, and think : a monitory rhime 
Demands one moment' of thy fleeting time. 4 • . 

Consult life’s silent clock, thy bounding vein ; 
Seems it to say- Health, here, has long to reign t 
Hast thou the vigour of thy youth ? an ©ye 
That beams delight? an heart untaught to sigh?— 
Yet fear. Youth, ofttimes healthful and at ease, 
Anticipates a day it never sees. 

And many a tomb, like Hamilton’s, aloud 
Exclaims, 1 ‘ Prepare thee for an early shroud 1 ” 10 


ANNUS MEMORABHIS, 1789 

WRITTEN IN COMMEMORATION OF HIS 
MAJESTY’S HAPPY REOOVERY 
[Written March, 1789. Published 1806.] 

I ransack’d, for a theme of song, 

Much ancient chronicle, and long 
I read of bright embattled fields, 

Of trophied helmets, spears, and shields, 

Of chiefs, whose single am could boast 
Prowess to dissipate a host ; 

Through tomes of fable and of dream 
I sought an eligible theme, 

But none I found, or found them shar’d 
Already by some happier bard. 10 

To modem times, with Truth to guide 
My busy search, I next applied ; 

Here cities won, and fleets dispers’d, 

Urg’d loud a claim to be rehears’d, 

Deeds of unperishing renown, 

Our fathers’ triumphs, and our own. 

Thus, as the bee, from bank to bow’r, 
Assiduous sips at ev’ry flow’r. 

But rests on none, till that be found 
Where most nectareous sweets abound, 20 
So I from theme to theme display’d 
In many a page historic stray’d. 

Siege after siege, fight after fight, 
Contemplating with small delight. 

Annus AfemomWii*— 7 tomes] times ISOS. 
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(For feats of sanguinary hue 
Not always glitter in, my view ;) 

Till, settling on the current year, 

1 found the far-sought treasure near ; 

: A theme for poetry divine, 

A theme t’ ennoble even mine, 60 

In memorable eighty-nine, 

'The spring of eighty-nine shall be 
An sera cherish’d long by me, 

Which joyful I will oft record, 

And thankful at my frugal board ; 

For then the clouds of eighty-eight, 

That threaten’d England’s trembling state 
With loss of what she least could spare, 

Her sovereign’s tutelary care, 

One breath of Heav’n, that cry’d — Restore ! 40 

Chas’d, never to assemble more, 

And far the richest crown on Earth, 

If valued by its wearer’s worth, 

The symbol of a righteous reign, 

Sat fast' on George’s brows again. 

Then peace and joy again possess’d 
Our Queen’s long-agitated breast, 

Such joy and peace as can be known 
By suff’rers like herself alone, 

Who losing, or supposing lost, 50 

The good on Earth they valued most, 

For that dear sorrow’s sake forego 
.All hope of happiness below, 

Then suddenly regain the prize, 

And Hash thanksgivings, to the skies ! 

O Queen of Albion, queen of isles I 
Since all thy tears were chang’d to smiles. 

The eyes that never saw thee, shine 
With joy not unallied to thine, 

Transports not chargeable with art 60 

Illume the land’s remotest part, 

And strangers to the air of courts, 

Both in their toils and at their sports, 

The happiness of answer’d pray’rs, 

That gilds thy features, show in theirs. 

If they, who on thy state attend, 

Awe-struck before thy presence bend, 

’Tis but. the natural effect 
Of 'grandeur that ensures respect ; 

But she is something more than Queen, 70 
, Who is belov’d where never seen. 



[390] 

ON THE BENEFIT REGETVM) BY HIS 
MAJESTY FBOM SEA-BATHINO- 
'"in YEAR 1789 . 

[Written ITS). Published by Johnson, 1S15.I 
O sov’reign of an isle renown’d 
For undisputed sway 
Wherever o’er yon gulph profound 
Her navies wing their way, 

With juster claim she htulds at length 
Her empire on the sea, 

And well may boast the waves her strength, 
Which strength restor’d to Thee. S 


CATHABINA 

ADDBESSED TO MISS STAPLETON 
[Written May 1789. Published 1795.] 

She came— she is gone— we have met — 

And meet perhaps never again ; 

The sun of that moment is set, 

And seems to have risen in vain, 

Catharina has fled like a dream — 

(So vanishes pleasure, alas !) ; 

But has left a regret and esteem 
That will not so suddenly pa qflf^. ; 8 

The last evening ramble we malwjf ; ' 

Catharina, Maria, and I, 

Our progress Was often delay’d 
By the nightingale warbling nigh. 

We paus’d under many a tree, 

And much she was charm’d with a tone 
Less sweet to Maria and me, 

Who had witness’d so lately her own. 1 6 

My numbers that day she had sung, 

And gave them a grace so divine, 

As only her musical tongue 
Could infuse into numbers of mine. 

The longer I heard, I esteem’d 
The work of my fancy the more, 

And e’en to myself never seem’d 
So tuneful a poe^ before. 24 

Catharina— Title] now Mri Courtney tiMed after Stapleton 
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Though the pleasures of London exceed 
In number the days of the year, 

Catharina, did nothing impede. 

Would feel herself happier here *, 

For the dose-woven arches of limes, 

On the banks of our river, I know, 

Are sweeter to her many times 
Than all that the city can show. 32 

So it is, when the mind is endued 
With a well- judging taste from above, 

Then, whether embellish'd or rude, 

"Tis nature alone that we love. 

The achievements of art may amuse, 

May even our wonder excite. 

But groves, hills, and vallies, diff e 
A lasting, a sacred delight. 40 

Since then in the rural recess 
Catharina alone can rejoice. 

May it still be her lot to possess 
The scene of her sensible choice ! 

To inhabit a mansion remote 

From the clatter of street-pacing steeds, 

And by Philomel’s annual note 
To measure the life that she leads, 48 

With her book, and her voice, and her lyre, 

To wing all her moments at home, _ 

And with' scenes that new rapture inspire 
As oft as it suits her to roam, 

She will have just the life she prefers, 

With little to wish or to fear, 

And ours will be pleasant as hers. 

Might we view her enjoying it here. 56 


THE COOK-FIGHTER’S G/^LANB 
[Written May, 1789. Published by Johnson, 1815.3 

Muse— Hide Ms name of whom I sing, 
Lest Ms surviving house thou bring 
For Ms sake, into scorn, 

Hot speak the school from which he drew 
The much or little that he knew, 

Nor place where he was born. 

32 all] aught first in 1808. 54 wish] hope first in 180S. 
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That such a man once w , may seem 
Worthy of record (if the theme 
Perchance may credit win) 

For proof to man, what man may prove, 

If grace depart, and demons move 
The source of guilt within. ' 12 

This man (for since the howling wild 
Disclaims him, man he must he styl'd) 

Wanted no good below, 

Gentle he was, if gentle birth 

Could make him such, and he had worth, 

If wealth can worth bestow. 18 

In social talk and ready jest 
He shone superior at the feast, 

And qualities of mind 
Illustrious in the eyes of those 
Whose gay society he chose 
Possess'd of evry kind. 24 

Methinks I see him powder'd red, 

With bushy locks his weU-dress’d head 
Wing’d broad on either side, 

■ The mossy rose-bud not so sweet ; 

■ His steeds superb, his carriage neat 

As lux’ry could provide. 30 

Can such be cruel ?— Such can be 
Cruel as hell, and so was he ; 

A tyrant entertain'd 

With barb rotis sports, whose fell delight 
Was to encourage mortal fight 
Twixt birds to battle train’d. 30 

. One feather'd champion he possess’d, 

His darling far beyond the rest, 

Which never knew disgrace, 1 
Nor e’er had fought, but he made flow 
The life-blood of Ms fiercest foe, 

The Caesar of his race. 42 

It chanc’d, at last, when on a day 
He push’d him to the desp’rate fray, 

His courage droop’d, he Heel 
The master storm’d, the' prize was lost, 

And, instant, frantic at the cost, 

' He doom’d his fav’rite dead. ; • 48 
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He seiz’d Mm fast, and from the pit 
Hew to the kitchen, snatch’d the spit, 

And,' Bring me cord, he cried— 

The cord was brought, and, at his word, 

To that dire implement the bird 
■ Alive and struggling, lied. 54 

The horrid sequel asks a Tail, 

And all the terrors of the tale 
That can be, shall be, sunk — 

Led by the suifrer’s screams aright 
His shock’d companions view the sight 
And him with fury drunk. 60 

All, suppliant, beg a milder fate 
For the old warrior at the grate : 

He, deaf to pity's call, 

Whirl’d round him rapid as a wheel 
His culinary club of steel, 

Death menacing on all. 66 

But vengeance, hung not far remote, 

For while he stretch’d his clam’rous throat 
And heav’n and earth defied, 

Big with the curse too closely pent 
That struggled vainly for a vent 
He totter’d, reel’d, and died. 72 

’Tis not for us, with rash surmise. 

To point the judgments of the skies, 

: But judgments plain this, 

That, sent for man’s -instruction, b “ ■ g 
A written label on their wing, 

'Tis hal’d to read amiss. 78 


TO MRS. THROCKMORTON 

ON HER BEAUTIFUL TRANSCRIPT OF HORACES 
ODE, AD LIBRUM SUUM 
[Written Feb., 1700. Published by Hayley, 1803.] 

Maria, could Horace have guess’d 
, . What honour awaited his ode 
To. Ms own little volume address’d, 

The honour wMch you have bestow’d, 

Who have trac’d it in characters here, 

So elegant, even, and neat ; 

He had laugh’d at the critical sneer. 

Which he see to have trembled to meet. 8 

08 



394 TO MRS. THROCKMORTON 

And sneer, if you please, he had said, 

Hereafter a nymph shall arise, 

Who shall give me, when you are all dead, 

The glory your malice denies ; 

Shall dignity give to my lay, 

Although but a mere bagatelle ; 

And even a poet shall say, 

Nothing ever was written so well. 16 

ON THE RECEIPT OF MY MOTHER’S PICTURE 
OUT OF NORFOLK 

THE GIFT OF MY COUSIN ANN BODHAM 

[Written Feb., 1700, Published in pamphlet' with Dog ami Water - 
Lily, 1798 ; afterwards in Poems, 1798 J 

Oh that those lips had language ! Life has pass'd 
With me but roughly since I heard thee last. 

Those lips are thine— thy own sweet smiles I see, 
The same that oft in childhood solaced me ; 

Voice only fails, else, how distinct they say, 

“ Grieve not, my child, chase all thy fears away ! ” 
The meek intelligence of those dear eyes 
(Blest be the art that can immortalize, 

The art that baffles time’s tyrannic claim 
To quench it) here shines on me still the same. 10 
Faithful remembrancer of one so dear* 

Oh welcome guest, though unexpected, here ! 

Who bi&d'st me honour with an artless song, 
Affectionate, a mother lost so long, 

I will obey, not willingly alone, 

But gladly, as the precept were her own ; 

And, while that face renews my filial grief, . 

Fancy shall weave a charm for my relief— 

Shall steep me in Elysian reverie, 

A momentary dream, that thou art she, 20 

My mother ! when I team'd that thou wasfc dead, 
Say, wast thou conscious of the tears I shed ? 

' Hover’d thy spirit o’er thy so, mowing son, 

Wretch, even then, life’s journey just begun i 
Perhaps thou gav’st me, though unseen, a kiss ; 
Perhaps a tear, if souls can weep in bliss — 

Ah that maternal smile I it answers— Yes. 

1 heard the bell toll’d on thy burial day, 

I saw the hearse that bore thee slow away, 

And, turning from my nurs’ry window, drew 30 
A long, long sigh, and wept a last adieu J 

3 smil u first in ISOS. 25 uutefojird in ISOS * 
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But was it suck?— It was.-— Where thou art gone 
Adieus and farewells are a sound unknown. 

May I but meet thee on that peaceful shore, 

The parting sound shall pass my lips no more ! 

Thy maidens griev'd themselves at my concern, 

Oft gave me promise of a quick return. 

What ardently I wish'd, I long believ'd, 

And, disappointed still, was still deceiv'd ; 

By disappointment every clay beguil'd, 40 

Dupe of to-morrow even from a child. 

Thus many a sad to-morrow came and went, 

Till, all my stock of infant sorrow spent, 

I learn’d at last submission to my lot ; 

But, though I less deplor’d thee, ne'er forgot. 

Where once we dwelt our name is heard no more, 
Children not thine have trod my nurs’ry floor ; 

And where the gardener Robin, day by day, 

Drew me to school along the public way, 

Delighted with my bauble coach, and wrapt 50 
In scarlet mantle warm, and velvet capfc, 

‘Tis now become a history little known, 

That once we call'd the past'ral house our own. 
Short-liv'd possession ! ' but the record fair 
That mern'ry keeps of all thy kindness there, 

Still outlives many a storm that has effac'd 
A thousand other themes less deeply trac'd. 

Thy nightly visits to my chamber made, 

That thou migkt'st know me safe and warmly laid ; 
Thy morning bounties ere I left my home, 60 
The biscuit, or confectionary plum ; 

The fragrant waters on my cheeks bestow'd 
By thy own hand, till fresh they shone and glow'd; 
All this, and more endearing still than all, 

Thy constant flow of love, that knew no fall, 

Ne'er roughen'd by those cataracts and brakes 
That humour interpos'd too often makes ; 

All this still legible in mem’ry's page, 

And still to be so, to my latest age, 

Adds joy to duty, makes me glad to pay 70 

Such honours to thee as my numbers may ; 
Perhaps a frail memorial, but sincere, 

Not scorn'd in heav’n, though little notic'd here. 

Could time, his flight revers'd, restore the hours, 
, When, playing with thy vesture's tissued fiow'rs, 
The violet, the pink, and jessamine, 

I prick'd them, mto paper with a pin, 

■ 35' sound] wordjlr&t in 1808. -37 a] thy first in 180S. 40 dk* 
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(And thou wast happier than myself the while, 
Would’st sof tlyspeak, and stroke myhead and smile) 
Gould those few pleasant hours again appear, 80 
Might one wish bring them, would I wish them here ? 
I would not trust my heart— the deal- delight 
Seems so to be desir’d, perhaps I might. — 

But no— what here we call our life is such, 

So little to be lov’d, and thou so much, 

That I should ill requite thee to constrain 
Thy unbound spirit into bonds again. 

Thou, as a gallant bark from Albion’s coast 
(The storms all weather’d and the ocean cross'd) 
Shoots into port at some well-haven’d isle, 90 
Where spices breathe and brighter seasons smile, 
There sits quiescent on the floods that show 
Her beauteous form reflected clear below, 

While airs impregnated with incense play 
Around her, fanning light her streamers gay ; 

So thou, with sails how swift ! hast reach’d the shore 
“ Where tempests never beat nor billows roar 
And thy lov’d consort on the dang'rous fide 
Of life, long since, has anchor'd at thy side. 

But me, scarce hoping to attain that rest, 100 
Always from port withheld, always distress'd — 

Me howling winds drive devious, tempest toss'd, 
Sails ript, seams op’ning wide, and compass lost, 
And day by day some current’s thwarting force 
Sets me more distant from a prosp'rous course. 

But oh the thought, that thou art safe, and he ! 
That thought is joy, arrive what may to me. 

My boast is not that I deduce my birth 
From loins enthron’d, and rulers of the earth ; 

But higher far my proud pretensions rise— 110 
The son of parents pass’d into the skies. 

And how, farewell— time, unrevok’d, has run 
His wonted course, yet what I wish’d is done. 

By contemplation’s help, not sought in vain, 

I seem t' have liv’d my childhood o’er again ; 

To have renew’d the joys that once were mine, 
Without the sin of violating thine : 

And, while the wings of fancy still are free, 

And I can view this mimic shew of thee, 

Time has hut half succeeded in his theft — 120 

Thyself remov’d, thy power to sooth me left. 
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INSCRIPTION 

FOE A TONE ERECTED AT THE SOWING OF A 
GROVE OF OAKS AT CHXLLINGTON, THE SEAT 
, OF T. GIFFORD* ESQ., 1790 

[Written June* 1790* Published by Hay ley, 1803.* 
Other stones the sera tell, 

When some feeble mortal fell 
, I stand here to date the birth 
Of these hardy sons of earth. 

Which shall longest brave the sky, 

Storm and frost? these oaks or I? 

Pass an age or two away, . 

I must moulder and decay, 

Rut the years that crumble me 

Shall invigorate the tree, 10 

Spread the branch, dilate its size, 

- Lift its summit to the skies. 

Cherish honour, virtue, truth ! 

So shalt thou prolong thy youth ; 

Wanting these, however fast 
Man be fbct, and form'd to last, 

He is lifeless, even now, 

Stone at heart, and cannot grow* 

ANOTHER 

FOR A STONE ERECTED ON A SIMILAR OCCASION 
AT THE SAME PLACE IN THE FOLLOWING YEAR 
[Written 1790. Published by Hayley, 1800.] 

Reader! behold a monument 
That asks no sigh or tear, 

Though it perpetuate th’ event 

■ Of a great burial here. 4 

“TO MRS. KING 

ON HER KIND PRESENT TO THE AUTHOR; A 
PATCH-WORK COUNTERPANE OF HER OWN 
MAKING 

■ Written Aug., 1790. Published by Hayiey, 1803,) 

The Hard, if e'er he feel at all, 

Must sure be quicken’d by a call 
Both on his heart and head, 

To pay with tuneful thanks the care, 

And kindness of a Lady fair, 

Who deigns to deck his bed. 

11. 'the] it 
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398 TO MRS. KING 

A bed like this, in ancient time, 

On Ida's barren top sublime, 

(As Homer’s Epic shows) 

Composed of sweetest vernal flow’rs, 

Without the aid of sun or show’rs, 

For Jove and Juno rose. 12 

Less beautiful, however gay, 

Is that, which in the scorching day 
Receives the weary swain ; 

Who, laying his long scythe aside, 

Sleeps on some bank, with daisies pied, 

’Till rous’d to toil again. 18 

What labours of the loom I see 
Looms numberless have groan’d for me : 

Should ev’ry maiden come 
To scramble for the patch, that bears 
The impress of the robe she wears. 

The bell would toll for some. 24 

And 0 ! what havoc would ensue ! 

This bright display of ev'ry hue 
All in a moment fled ! 

As if a storm should strip the bow’rs. 

Of all their tendrils, leaves and flowr's. 

Each pocketing a shred. Ud 

Thanks then to ev’ry gentle fair 
Who mil not come to peck me bare 
As bird of borrow’d feather ; 

And thanks to one, above them all, 

The gentle Fair of Pertenhall, 

Who put THE WHOLE TOGETHER ! 30 


STANZAS 

ON THE LATE INDECENT LIBERTIES TAKEN WITH 

THE REMAINS OF THE GREAT MILTON 

[Written Aug. (?), 1790. Published by Hayley, 1803.] 

Me too, perchance, in future days. 

The sculptur’d stone shall show. 

With Paphian myrtle, or with bays 
Parnassian, on my brow. 



STANZAS 899 

But I, before that season come, 

Escap'd from ev'ry care, 

Shall reach my refuge in the tomb, 

, And sleep securely there 1 . 8 

So sang in Roman tone and style 
The youthful bard, ere long 

. Ordain’d to grace his native isle 
With her sublimest song. 

Who then but must conceive disdain, 

Hearing the deed unblest 

Of wretches who have darid profane 
His dread sepulchral rest ? 16 

111 fare the hands that heav’d the stones 
Where Milton’s ashes lay ! 

That trembled not to grasp his bones, 

And steal his dust away ! 

Oh ! ill-requited bard l neglect 
Thy living worth repaid, 

And blind idolatrous respect 
As much affronts thee dead. 24 

IN MEMORY OF 

THE LATE JOHN THORNTON, ESQ. 

[Written Nov., 1790. Published by Hayley, 1803.1 
Poets attempt the noblest task they can, 

Praising the Author of all good in man, 

And next commemorating worthies lost, 

The dead, in whom that good abounded most. 

Thee, therefore, of commercial fame, but more 
Fam’d for thy probity, from shore to shore ; 

Thee, Thornton, worthy in some page to shine 
As honest, and more eloquent than mine, 

I mourn ; 'or since thrice happy thou must be, 

The world, no longer thy abode, not thee ; 10 

Thee to deplore were grief unspent indeed ; 

It were to weep, that goodness has its meed, 

That there is bliss prepar’d in yonder sky, 

And glory for the virtuous, when they die. 

What pleasure can the miser’s fondled hoard, 

Or spendthrift’s prodigal excess afford, 

Sweet, as the privilege of healing woe 
Suffer’d by virtue combating below ? 

1 Forsitan et nostros ducat da marmore vulfcus 

' Nectwm ant Paphia myrti ant Parnasaide. lauri 

Fronde comaa—Afc ego secura pace quieseam. 
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400 IN MEMORY OF THORNTON 

That privilege w thine; H v' gave thee means 
Toiflu ine with delight the saddest scenes, 20 
Till thy appearance chas’d the gloom, forlorn 
As midnight, and despairing of a om. 

Thou hadst an industry in doing good, 

Restless as his, who toils and sweats for food, 
Av’rice in thee was the desire of wealth 
By rust unperishable, or by stealth. 

And if the genuine worth of gold depend 
On application to its noblest end, 

Thine had a value in the scales of Heaven, 
Surpassing all that mine or mint have given : SO 

And tho’ God made thee of a nature prone 
To distribution boundless of thy own, 

And still, by motives of religious force, 

Impell’d thee more to that heroic course ; 

Yet was thy liberality discreet ; 

Nice in its choice, and of a temp’rate heat ; 

And, though in act unwearied, secret still, 

As, in some solitude, the summer rill 
Refreshes, where it winds, the faded green, 

And cheers the drooping flow’rs- unheard, unseen 
Suehw, thy Charity ; no sudden start, 41 
After long sleep of passion in the heart, 

But steadf t principle, and in its kind 
Of close alliance with th’ eternal mind ; 

Trac’d easily to its true source above, 

To Him, whose works b peak his nature, Love. 

Thy bounties all were Christian, and I make 
This record of thee for the Gospel’s sake ; 

That the incredulous themselves may see 

Its use and pow’r exemplified in thee. 50 

THE MORALIZER CORRECTED 
A TALE 

[Written (?). Published 17®.] 

A hermit (or if ’chance you hold 
That title now too trite and old), 

A man, once young, who lived retired 
As hermit could have well desired. 

His hours of study clos’d at last, 

And finish’d his concise repast, 

Stoppled Ms cruse, replac'd his hook 
Within its customary nook, 

And, staff in hand, set forth, to share 

The sober cordial of sweet air, 10 

30 have] had ISIS. 36tgpe^dJ||5. 44 alliance with] 



THE 1 MORALIZER CORRECTED 401 

Like Isaac, with a mind applied 
To serious thought at evening-tide. 

Autumnal rains had made it chill, 

And' from the trees that fringed his Mil 
Shades slanting at the close of day 
Chill’d more his else delightful way. 

Distant a little mile he spied 
A western bank’s still sunny side, 

And right .toward, the favour’d place 
Proceeding with Ms nimblest pace, 20 

In hope to bask a little yet, 

Just reach’d it when the sun was set* 

Your hermit, young and jovial sirs I 
Learns something from whatever occurs — 
And hence, he said, my mind computes 
The real worth of man’s pursuits. 

His object chosen, wealth or fame, 

Or other sublunary game, 

Imagination to his view 

Presents it deck’d with ev’ry hue SO 

That can seduce Mm not to spare 

His pow’rs of best exertion there. 

But youth, health, vigour, to expend 
On so desirable an end. 

re long, approach life’s evening shades, 

The glow that fancy gave it facies ; 

And, earn’d too late, it wants the grace 
That first engag’d him in the chase. 

True, answer’d an angelic guide, 

. Attendant at the senior’s *de — . 40 

But whether' all the time it cost 
To urge the fraitle chase be lost, 

Must be deckled, by the worth 
Of that which call’d Ms ardour forth. 

Trifles pursued, whate’er th’ event, 

Must cause him shame or discontent ; 

A vicious object still is worse, 

Successful there, he wins a curse ; 

But he, whom, e’en in life’s last stag© 
Endeavours laudable engage, 50 

' Ib paid, at least in peace of mind, 

And' sense of having well design’d ; ■ , 

And if, ere he attain his end, 

His sun precipitate descend, 

A brighter prize than that he meant 
Shall recompense Ms mere intent. 

Ho virtuous wish can bear a date 
Either' too early or, too late. 



400 IN MEMORY OF THORNTON 

Th t privilege w thine ; H v’ gave thee means 
To illumine with delight the sadd t scenes, 20 
Till thy ppearance chas’d the gloom, forlorn 
As midnight, and d pairing of a mom. 

Thou hadst an industry in doing good, 

Restless his, who toils and sweats for food. 
Av’rice in thee was the desire of wealth 
By rust unperishable, or by stealth. 

And if the genuine worth of gold depend 
On application to its noblest end, 

Thine had a value in the scab's of Heaven, 
Surpassing all that mine or mint have given : SO 
And tho’ God made thee of a nature prone 
To distribution boundless of thy own, 

And still, by motives of religions force. 

Impell’d thee more to that heroic course ; 

Yet was thy liberality discreet ; 

Nice in its choice, and of a template heat ; 

And, though in act unwearied, secret still. 

As, in some solitude, the summer rill 
Refreshes, where it winds, the faded green, 

And cheers the drooping flow’rs— unheard, unseen. 

Such was thy Charity ; no sudden start. ’ 41 

After long sleep of passion in the heart. 

But steadfast principle, and in its kind 
Of close alliance with th’ eternal mind *, 

Trac’d e ly to its true source above, 

To Him, whose works bespeak his nature, Love. 

Thy bounties all were Christian, and I make 
This record of thee for the Gospel's sake ; 

That the incredulous themselves may see 

Its use and pow’r exemplified in thee. So 

THE MORALIZER CORRECTED 
A TALE 

[Written (?}. Published 1795.) 

A hermit (or if ’chance you hold 
That title now too trite and old), 

A man, once young, who lived retired 
As hermit could have well desired, 

His hours of study clos’d at last, 

And finish’d his concise repast, 

Stoppled his cruse, replac’d his book 
within its customary nook. 

And, staff in b d, set forth to share 

The sober cordial of sweet air, 10 
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THE MORALIZES CORRECTED 401 

Like I ac, with a mind applied 
To serious thought at evening-tide. 

Autumnal rains had made it chill, 

And from the trees that fringed his hill 
Shades slanting at the close of day 
Chill’d more Ms else delightful way. 

'Distant a little mile he spied 
A western bank’s still sunny side, 

And right toward the favour'd place 
Proceeding with his nimblest pace, 20 

In hope to bask a little yet, 

Just reach’d it when the sun was set, 

Your hermit, young and jovial sirs ! 

Learns something from whatever occurs — 
And hence, he said, my mind computes 
The real worth of man’s pursuits. 

His object chosen, wealth or fame, 

Or other sublunary game. 

Imagination to his view 

Presente it deck’d with ev’ry hue 80 

That can seduce him not to spare 

His pow’rs of best exertion there, 

But youth, health, vigour, to expend 
On so desirable an end. 

Ere long, approach life’s evening shades, 

The glow that fancy, gave it fades ; 

And, earn’d too late, it wants the grace 
That first engag’d him in the chase. 

' True, answer’d an angelic guide, 

Attendant at the senior’s side — 4,0 

But whether' all the time it cost 
To urge the fruitless chase be lost. 

Must be decided by the worth 
Of that which call’d his ardour forth. 

Trifies pursued, whate’er th’ event. 

Must cause him shame or discontent ; 

A vicious object still is worse, 

Successful there, he wins a curse ; 

But he, whom e’en in life’s last stage 
Endeavours laudable engage, SU 

Is paid, at least in peace of mind. 

And sense of having well design'd : 

And if, ere 'he attain Ms end, 

His sun precipitate descend, 

■ A brighter prte© than that he meant 
Shall recompense his mere intent. 

No virtuous wish can bear a date 
: Either too early or too late. 
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THE NEEDLESS ALARM 
A TALE 

[Written®. Published 1795.3 
There Is a field through which I often pas®, 

Thick overspread with mom and silky grass ' 
Adjoining close to Kilwiek’s echoing wood 
Where oft the hitch-fox hides her hapless brood 
JReserv d to solace many a neighb’ring sauire ’ 
That he may follow them through hrfkSnd ’briar 
Contusion hazarding of neck or spine, ’ 

Which rural gentlemen call sport divine. 

A narrow brook, by rushy hanks conceal’d, 

Rims in a bottom, and divides the field ; in 

Oaks intersperse it, that had once a head. 

But now wear crests of oven- wood instead * 

And where the land slopes to its wat'ry bourn 
Wide yawns a gulph beside a ragged thorn ■ ’ 
Bnebs line the sides, but shiver’d long ago 
And horrid brambles intertwine below * 

A hollow scoop’d, I judge in ancient time, 
FOTlmkmg earth, or burning rock to lime. 

Not yet the hawthorn bore her berries rod 
With which the fieldfare, wintry guest, is fed • 2i> 
Nor autumn yet had brush’d from wry spray * 
With her chill hand, the mellow leaves away?' 

For which, alas ! my destiny severe, V 

i bough ears she gave me two, gave me no ear 
aceo ™P^ s ^ in 8' his early march, 
aslamp now planted on heavVs topmost arch no 
When, exercise and air my only aim, ’ ° 

wtother, to that field I came, 

Told hiUand daW 



7rS’ d fte fieM ’ 801116 S g Wt bosom 

herb as soft, while nibbling stray'd the rest • 
Nor noise was heard but of the hasty brook ’ 
Straggling, detain’d in many a petty nadT’ an 

To h peaC< f u1 ’ tlmt fTOm tliem convey’d 
To me, their peace by kind contagion spread * 

Two wood, belonging to John Throckmorton, (C . j. 
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But when the huntsman, with distended cheek, 
’Gan make his instrument of music speak, 

And from within the wood that crash was heard, 
Though not a hound from whom it "burst appear'd, 
The sheep recumbent, and the sheep that graz'd, 

All huddling into phalanx, stood and gaz'd, 
Admiring , terrified, the novel strain, 

Then cours’d the field around, and cours'd it round 
again: 50 

But, recollecting with a sudden thought, 

That flight in circles urg’d advanc’d them nought, 
They gather’d close around the old pit’s brink, 

And thought again— but knew not what to think. 

The man to solitude accustom'd long 
Perceives in ev’ry thing that lives a tongue ; 

Not animals alone, but sbrubs and trees, 

Have speech for him, and understood with ease ; 
After long drought, when rains abundant fall, 

He hears the herbs and flow’rs rejoicing all ; 60 

Knows what the freshness of their hue implies, 
How glad they catch the largess of the skies; 

But, with precision nicer still, the mind 
He scans of ev’ry loco-motive kind ; 

Birds of all feather, beasts of ev’ry name, 

That serve mankind, or shun them, wild or tame ; 
The looks and gestures of their griefs and fears 
Have, all, articulation in his ears ; 

He spells them true by intuition’s light, 

And needs no glossary to set him right. 70 

This truth premis’d, was needful as a text. 

To win due credence to what follows next. 

Awhile they mus’d ; surveying ev’ry face. 

Thou hadst suppos’d them of superior race ; 

Their periwigs of wool, and fears combin’d, 
Stamp’d on each countenance such marks of mind 
That sage they seem’d, as lawyers o’er a doubt, 
Which, puzzling long, at last they puzzle out ; 

Or academic tutors, teaching youths, 

Sure ne’er to want them, mathematic truths ; SO 
When thus a mutton, statelier than the rest, 

A ram, the ewes and wethers, sad, address'd : 

Friends ! we have liv’d too long. I never heard 
Sounds such as these, so worthy to be fear’d. 

Could I believe, that winds for ages pent 
In earth’s dark womb have found at last a vent, 
And from their prison-house below arise, 

With all these hideous bowlings to the' skies, 

02 largess first in ISOS: lartfenusa 1795-1800. 
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I could be much co pos’d, nor should appear 
For such cause to feel the slightest fear. 90 
Yourselv have seen, what time the thunders roll’d 
All night, me resting quiet in the fold. 

Or heard we that tremendous bray alone, 

I could expound the melancholy tone ; 

Should deem it by our old companion made. 

The ass ; for he, we know, has lately stray’d, 

And being lost, perhaps, and wand’ring wide, 

Might be suppos'd to clamour for a guide. 

But ah I those dreadful yells what soul can hear, 
That owns a carcase, and not quake for fear ? 100 

Daemons produce them doubtless, brazen-claw'd 
And fang’d with brass the daemons are abroad ; 

I hold it, therefore, wisest and most fit, 

That, life to save, we leap into the pit. 

Him answer’d then his loving mate and true, 

But more discreet than he, a Cambrian ewe. 

How ? leap into the pit our life to ve ? 

To save our life leap all into the grave? 

For can we find it less ? Contemplate first 
The depth how awful ! falling there we burst ; 110 
Or should the brambles, interpos’d, our fall 
In part abate, that happiness were small ; 

For with a race like theirs no chance I see 
Of peace or ease to creatures clad as we. 

Meantime, noise kills not. Be it Dapple’s bray, 

Or be it not, or be it whose it may, 

And rush those other sounds, that seem by tongues 
Of daemons utter’d, from whatever lungs, 

Sounds are but sounds, and till the cause appear. 

We have at least commodious standing here ; 120 

Come, fiend, come, fury, giant, monster, blast 
From earth or hell, we can but plunge at last. 

While thus she spake, I fainter heard the peals. 
For Reynard, close attended at his heels, 

By panting dog, tir’d man, and spatter’d horse. 
Through mere good fortune, took a diff’rent course. 
The flock grew calm again, and I, the road 
Following that led me to my own abode, 

Much wonder’d that the silly sheep had found 
Such cause of terror in an empty sound, 130 

So sweet to huntsman, gentleman, and hound. 

ORAL 

Beware of desp’rate steps. The darkest day 
(Live tall to-morrow) will have pass’d away. 

133 Live] Left 1800 f8ro). 
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EPIGRAM 

ON THE REFUSAL OF THE UNIVERSITY OF OXFORD 
TO SUBSCRIBE TO HIS TRANSLATION OF HOMER 

{Written in letter to Mrs. Throckmorton, April L 1791. 
Published by Hay ley, 1808.] 

Could Homer come himself, distress’d and poor, 
And tune his harp at Rhedicina’s door, 

The rich old vixen would exclaim (I fear) 

Begone ! no tramper gets a farthing here. 4 


THE FOUR AGES 

(A BRIEF FRAGMENT OP AN EXTENSIVE 
PROJECTED POEM) 

[Written May (?), 1791. Published by Hayley, 1803.) 

“I could he well content, allow’d the use 
Of past experience, and the wisdom glean’d 
From worn-out follies, now acknowledg’d such, 

To recommence life’s trial, in the hope 
Of fewer errors, on a cond proof ! ” 

Thus, while grey evening lull’d the wind, and call’d 
Fresh odours from the shrubb'ry at my side, 
Taking my lonely winding walk, I mus’d, 

And held accustom'd conference with my heart; 
When, from within it, thus a voice replied. 10 
“Could’st thou in truth? and art thou taught at 
length 

This wisdom, and hut this, from all the past? 

Is not the pardon of thy long arrear, 

Time wasted, violated laws, abuse 
Of talents, judgments, mercies, better far 
Than opportunity vouchsaf’d to err 
With less excuse, and haply, worse effect?” 

I heal’d, and acquiesc’d : then to and fro 
Oft pacing, as the mariner his deck, 

My grav’lly bounds, from self to human kind 20 
I pass’d, and next consider’d— what is man? 

Knows he Ms origin ?— can he ascend 
By reminiscence to his earliest date? 

Slept he in Adam ? and in those from him 
Through num’rous generations, till he found 
At length his destin’d moment to be bom S 
Or was he not, till fashion’d in the womb ? 

Deep myst’ries both ! which schoolmen much have 
toil’d 

T’ unriddle, and have left them myst’ries still. 
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It is an evil, incident to 
And of the worst, that unexplor'd lie leaves 
Truths useful, and attainable with ease, 

To search forbidden d ps, where myst’ry lies 
Not to be solv’d, and useless if it might. 
Myst’nes are food for angels; they digest 
With ease, and find them nutriment ; but man, 
While yet he dwells below, must stoop to glean 
His manna from the ground, or starve, and die. 


THE JUDGMENT OP THE POETS 

[Written May, 1791. Published by Hayley, 18)3, j 
Two nymphs, both nearly of an age, 

Of nuni’rous charms possess’d, 

A warm dispute once chanc'd to wage, 
Whose temper was the best. 

The worth of each had been complete, 
Had both alike been mild ; 

But one, although her smile was sweet, 
Frown’d oft’ner than she smil’d, 

And in her humour, when she frown’d, 
Would raise her voice, and roar; 

And shake with fury, to the ground, 

The garland that she wore* 

The other was of gentler east, 

Fro all such frenzy, clear ; ■ 

Her frowns were seldom known to last, 
And,njev^.j>r.Qv’d . severe. 

To poets of renown in song, 

The nymphs referral the cause, 

Who, strange to tell, all judg’d it wrong, 
And gave misplac'd applause. 

They gentle call'd, and kind, and soft, 

The flippant, and the scold ; 

And though she chang’d her m A so oft. 
That failing left untold. 

No judges, sure, were e’er so mad, 

Or so resolv’d to err; 

In short, the charms her sister had 
They lavish’d all on her. 


Then thus the God, whom fondly they 
Their great inspirer call, 

Was heard, one genial summer’s day, 
To reprimand them all. 


8 


16 
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Since thus ye have combin’d, he said, 

My favourite nymph to Blight, 

Adorning May, that peevish maid ! 

- With June’s undoubted right ; 

The minx shall, for your folly's sake, 

Still prove herself a shrew ; 

Shall make^ your scribbling fingers ache, 

. And pinch your noses blue. ’ 40 

EPITAPH ON MBS. M. HIGGINS, OF WESTON 
[Written 1791. Published by Hayiey, 1800.] 
Laurels may flourish round the conqu’ror's tomb, 
But happiest they, who win the world to come : 
Believers have a silent field to fight, 

And their exploits are veil’d from human sight. 
They in some nook, where little known they dwell, 
Kneel, pray in faith, and rout the hosts of hell ; 
Eternal triumphs crown their toils divine, 

And all those triumphs, Mary, now are thine. 

THE BETIBED CAT 

[Written 1791. Published by Hayiey, 1803.] 

A poet's cat, sedate and grave, 

As poet well could wish to have, 

Was much addicted to inquire 
For nooks, to which she might retire, 

And .where, secure as mouse in chink, 

She might repose, or sit and think. 

I know not where she caught the trick — 
Nature perhaps herself had cast her 
In such a mould philqsophique, 

Or else she team'd if of her master. iO 

Sometimes ascending, debonair, 

An apple-tree or lofty pear, 

' .Lodg’d with convenience in the fork, 

She watched the gard’ner at his -work ; 
Sometimes her ease and solace sought 
In an old empty wat’ring pot, 

There wanting nothing, save a fan, 

To seem some nymph in her sedan, 

ApparelTd in exactest sort, 

And ready to he borne to court. 20 

' ■ But love, of change it seems has place 
■ Not only in our wiser race ; 

Cats also feel as well as we 
That passion's force, and bo did she. 
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Her climbing, she began to find, 

Expos'd her too mmh to the wind, 

And the Old utensil -of tin 
Was cold and comfort!©® within : . 

She therefore wish’d instead of those, ' : - 

Borne place of more serene repose,' 1 SO, 

Where neither cold might come, nor air 
Too rudely wanton with her hair, 

And sought it in the likeliest mode 
Within her master’s snug abode. 

A draw’r, — it chanc’d, at bottom lin’d 
With linen of the softest kind, 

With such a a merchants introduce 
From India, for the ladies’ use,— 

A draw’r impending o’er the rest, 

Half open in the topmost chest, 40 

Of depth enough, and none to spare, 

Invited her to slumber there. 

Puss with delight beyond expression. 

Survey’d the scene, and took possession. 
Beeumhent at her ease ere long, 

And lull’d by her own hum-drum song, 

She left the cares of life behind, 

And slept as she would sleep her last, 

When in came, housewifely inclin’d. 

The chambermaid, and shut it fast, ' 50 

By no malignity impell’d,' 

But all unconscious whom it held. 

Awaken’d by the shock (cried puss) 

Was ever cat attended thus ! 

The open draw’r was left, I see, 

Merely to prove a nest for me, 

For soon as I was well compos’d, ' 

Then came the maid, and it was closed ; 

How smooth these ’kerchiefs, ami how sweet, 

0 what a delicate retreat I ' 60 

1 will resign myself to, rest 
Till Sol, declining in the west, 

Shall call to supper ; when, no doubt, 

Susan will come and let me out. 

The evening came, the sun descended, 

And puss remain'd still unattended. 

The night roll’d tardily away, 

(With her indeed ’twas never day) 

The sprightly morn her course renew’d, 

The evening gray again ensued, 70 

And puss came into mind no more 
Than if entomb’d the day before. 



409 


THE RETIRED CAT 

With hunger pinch'd, and pinch’d for room, 

She now presag'd approaching doom, 

1 Hot slept a single wink, or purr’d, 

Conscious of jeopardy incurred. 

That night, by chance, the poet watching, 
"Heard an inexplicable scratching, 

His noble heart went pit-a-pat, 

And to himself he said— what’s that? 80 

He drew the curtain at his side, 

And forth he peep’d, but nothing spied. 

Yet, by his ear directed, guess’d 
Something imprison’d in the chest, 

And doubtful what, with prudent care, 
Resolv’d it should continue there. 

At length a voice, which -well he knew, 

A long and melancholy mew, 

Saluting his poetic ears, 

Consol’d Mm, and dispell’d Ms fears ; ' 90 

He left his bed, he trod the door, 

He ’gan in haste the draw’rs explore, 

The lowest first, and without stop, 

The rest in order to the top. 

For ’tis a truth well known to most, 

That whatsoever thing is lost, 

We seek it, ere it come to light, 

In ev’ry cranny but the right. 

Forth skipp’d the cat; not now replete 
As erst with airy self-conceit, 100 

Nor in her own fond apprehension, 

A theme' for all the world’s attention, 

Rut modest, sober, cur’d of all 
Her notions hyberbolical, 

And wishing for a place of rest 
Any thing rather than a chest : ' 

Then stepfc the poet into bed, 

With this reflexion in his head : 

MORAL 

Beware of too sublime a sense . 

Of your own worth and consequence ! 110 

The man who dreams himself so great, 

And his importance of such weight, 

'That all around, in all that’s done, 

Must move and act for him alone, 

Will learn, in school of tribulation. 

The folly of his expectation. 
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THE RETIRED CAT 

Her climWi^, sh« l3egao to find, 

Expos’d her too uch. to the wind, 

And the old utensiLof tin 
W cold and comfortless within, : 

She therefore wish’d instead of those, 1 
Some place of more serene repose! , ' SO 

Where neither cold might come, nor air 
Too rudely wanton with her hair, 

And sought it in the likeliest, inode 
Within her master’s snug abode, 

A draw’r,— it chanc'd, at bottom lin’d 
With linen of the softest kind, 

With such as merchants introduce) 

From India, for the ladies’ use,— 

A draw’r impending o’er the rest, 

Half open in, the topmost chest, 40 

Of depth enough, and none to spare, 

Invited her to slumber there. 

Fuss with delight beyond expression, 

Survey’d the scene, and took possession. 
Recumbent at her ease ere long, 

And, lull’d by her own hum-drum 'Song, 

She left the cares of life behind, 

And slept as she would sleep her last, 

When in came, housewifely inclin’d, 

The chamberm d, d shut it fast, Mi 

By no malignity imped’d, , ' 

But all unconscious whom it held. 

Awaken’d by the shock (cried puss) 

Was ever cat attended thus ! 

The open draw’r was left, I see, 

Merely to prove a nest for me, 

For soon as I was well compos’d, 

Then came the maid, and it was dosed; 

How smooth these ’kerchiefs, and how sweet* 

0 what a delicate reteat ! 60 

1 will resign myself to rest 1 
Till Sol, declining in the west, 

Shall call to supper ; when, no doubt, 

Susan will come and let me out. 

The evening came, the sun descended, , 

And p remain’d still unattended. 

The night roll’d tardily away, 

(With her i deed ’fcwas never day) 

The sprightly morn her course renew’d. 

The evening gray again ensued, ' TCI 

And puss came into mind no more 
Than if entomb’d the day before. 
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YARDLEY OAK 


Slow maSmc^deS ienSi01:i 41161106 

T 3 * w £? n ’ on thy leaf, a fly 90 

Cmald shake thee to the loot— and time has been 

3hfm\i^o| )eS -rt, OOU +^ **?*’ • At thy firmest age 
T w -^- ^ y 1 ** 1 ™ thy fiole solid contents 
that might have nbb d the sides or plank’d the dwt- 

TheRMTi^^S-* 8 '* 3 ? 1 ^ 1 311(1 tortuous arms, 
the ship-wnght s darling treasure, didst present 

Wn^vi f ? U +"’+ Uar t e ^ d win . t1s ’ robust and bold, 

•d m ^° ^ otl ^ knee -timber \ many a load 
P? T ' & tl i ee i in those thriftier days 
n ^’ hewri hy thousands, to supply J ‘ lot 
The bottomless demands of contest wagu ? 
ihr senatorial honours. Thus to Time® 

The task was left to whittle thee away 
With his sly scythe, whose ever-nibbling edge 
houseless, an atom and an atom more 
Di^jommg from the rest, has, unobserv’d. 

Aehiev d a labour, which had, far and wide 

<B ^«w!fiM 0rm ’ d) made ail the *a«*t ring. 
Embowell’d now, and of thy ancient self i in 

Antomm thro?f ht ir Ut t ? e ,f °°P ,d rind, that seems 
WtoW» calling to the clouds for drink, 

Which it would give in nv’lets to thy root 
4 fiemptiesib none, hut rather much forbid’st 
The feller s toil, which thou couldst ill requite 

T*™> » the TOk, 5 

AcjuaiTy of stout spurs and knotted fangs. 

Which cvook d into a thousand whimsies clasp 
f 00 ’ and hoM thee stUWt. P 

S?,},*® «=« in wMom S J6t M ° 

Pnfvilvl 1 f e su perstrueture, by the tooth 
Pulverm d of venality, a shell 

Stands now, and semblance only of itself 

“Lm^ 6 l6ft thee - Wi ^ fiave rent 

te SSf’ “'t^jers of the forest wild 
W th jS ^ shaf * haTC t>«rnt them. Some have 

A splinter’d stump bleach’d to a snowy white * 

leflitoihu??^ 0 ™ 1 - 00 ^ 6 where onc e they grew, 
ret life still lingers m thee, and puts forth K 130 

»nf WieirdiSwSS? are^MUyadim taHt.'fl t !' vk> T h r !l '’ !> -X 

^ 5 * orf alSV “1 th ® ^“S**** ‘meet f H. ]. *“* 0 formwi 

9 S or] and BayUy. 120 foundation /! . P ai l s ffayleu. 
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Proof not contemptible of what she can 
Even where death predominates. The grains- 
Thee finds not less alive to her sweet force g 
Than yonder upstarts of the neighbour wood 
So much thy juniors, who their birth receiv'd 
Half a millennium since the date of thin e 
But since, although well qualified by age 
To teach, no spirit dwells in thee, nor voice 
May be expected from thee, seated here 
On thy distorted root, with hearers none 
Or prompter, save the scene, I will perform 
Myself the oracle, and will discourse 
In my own ear such matter as I may. 

Thou, like myself, hast stage by stage attain’d 
Life s wintry bonrn ; thou, after many years, 

I after few ; but few or many prove 
A span in retrospect; for I can touch 
With my least finger’s end my own decease 
And with extended thumb my natal hour 
And hadst thou also skill in measurement* 

As _I, the past would seem as short to thee. 

Evil and few — said Jacob — at an age 
Thrice mine, and few and evil, I may 
The Prediluvian race, whose buxom youth 
Endured two centuries, accounted theirs. 

_ bhorthv’d as foliage is the race of man. 

The wind shakes down the leaves, the budding grove 
Soon teems with others,' and in spring they grow. 
So pass mankind* One generation meets 
■ destin'd period, and' a new succeeds . 1 ’ 1 
Such, was the tender but undue complaint 
Of the Maonian in old - time ; for who 
Would drawl out centuries in tedious strife 
feevere with mental and corporeal ill 
And would not rather chuse a shorter race 
To glory, a few decade here below? 

_ One man alone, the Father of us all, 

Drew not his life from woman ; never gaz’d. 

With mute unconsciousness of what he saw 
On all around him ; learn’d not by degrees, 

Nor owed articulation to his ear; 

But, moulded by hfs Maker into Man 
At ones, - upstood intelligent, survey’d 
All creatures, with precision understood 

1 ■ The lines .marked with inverted commas are borrowed W 
m U w ^^onof Homer. Uiad6“l75[01 f ° m 
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Their purport, uses, properties. Hasten'd 
To each his name significant, and, fil'd ■ 

With love and wisdom, render'd back to heav’n •$ 
In praise harmonious the first air he drew. . 

He was excus’d the penalties of doll ' . f 

Minority, No tutor charg’d his hand i&j 

With the thought-tracing quill, or task'd his mind 
With problems ; history, not wanted yet, 

Lean’d on her elbow, watching Time, whose course. 
Eventful, should supply her with a theme ; ^ 


TO THE NIGHTINGALE 

WHICH THE AUTHOR HEARD SING ON 
NEW-YEAR’S DAY, 1,792 
[Written Jan., 1792. Published by Harley, isoj,] 

Whence is it, that amaz’d I hear 
Proin yonder wither’d spray, 

This foremost, mom of all the year. 

The melody of May f 

And why, since thousands would be proud 
Of such a favour shewn, 

Am I selected from the crowd, 

To witness it alone ? 

Sing’st thou, sweet Philomel, to me, 

For that I also long 
Have practis’d in the groves like thee. 
Though not like tin* in song ? 

Or sing’st thou rather under force 
Of some divine command, 

Commission'd to presage a course 
Of happier days at hand ? 

Thrice welcome then ! for many a long 
And joyless year have X, * 

As thou to-day, put forth my song 
Beneath a wintry sky. 

But thee 130 wintry skies can harm 
Who only need’et to sing, 

To make ev’n January charm, ' 

And ev ry season Spring, < 

written.- 

Tl7. ! l?,?r5 *., a0 Wirow with hi* thumb 

Hoioiia, non«mm«r wieh his t«tr» ),.» 


T&usbt then, the tmgm in wUb b« « with God 
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EPITAPH ON 

A FREE RUT TAME REDBREAST 
A FAVOURITE OF MISS SALLY HURDIS 
[Written March, 1792. Published by Johnson, 18X&] 

These are not dew-drops, these are tears 
And tears by Sally shed ’ 

For absent Robin, who, she fear’s 
With too much cause, is dead. 

One morn he came not to her hand 
As he was wont to come, 

And, on her finger perch’d, to stand 
Picking his breakfast-crumb. 8 

Alarm’d she call’d him, and perplext 
She sought him, but in vain, 

That day he came not, nor the next. 

Nor ever came again. , . ’ 

She therefore rais’d him here a tomb, 

Though where he fell, or how, 

None knows, so secret was his doom, 

Nor where he moulders now. 1§ 

Had half a score of coxcombs died 
In social Robin’s stead, 

Poor Sally’s tears had soon been dried, 

Or haply never shed. 

Rut Bob was neither rudely bold 
Nor spiritlessly tame, 

Not was, like theirs, his bosom cold, 

But always in a flame. 24 

SONNET 

TO WILLIAM WILBERFORCE, ESQ. 

[Written April, 1792. Printed in The Northampton Slercury in 
April 1792; published by Hayley, 1803.5 

Thy country, Wilberforce, with just disdain. 

Hears thee, by cruel men and impious, call’d 
Fanatic, for thy zeal to loose th’ enthrall’d 
From exile, public sale, and slav’ry’s chain. 

Friend of the poor, the wrong’d, the fetter-gall’d, 
Fear not lest labour such as thine be vain ! 

Thou hast achiev’d a part : hast gain’d the ear 
Of Britain’s senate to thy glorious cause ; 

Hope smiles, joy springs, and tho’ cold caution pause 
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And weave delay, the better hour is near, 10 
That shall remunerate thy toils severe 
By peace for Afric, fenc’d with British laws. 

Enjoy what thou hast won, esteem and love 
Prom all the just on earth, and all the blest above ! 


TO WARREN HASTINGS, ESQ. 

BY AN OLD SCHOOL-FELLOW OF HIS AT 
WESTMINSTER 

[Written May, 1792. Published by Hayley, 1803.1 
Hastings ! I knew thee young, and of a mind, 
While young, humane, conversable, and kind, 
Nor can I well believe thee, gentle then, 

Now grown a villain, and the worst of men. 

But rather some suspect, who have oppress’d 
And worried thee, as not themselves the best. C 


TO DR. AUSTIN, OF CECIL STREET, LONDON 
[Written May, 1792. Published by Hayley, 1803.] 
Austin ! accept a grateful verse from me ! 

The^ poet's treasure ! no inglorious fee ! 

Lov’d by the Muses, thy ingenuous mind 
Pleasing requital in a verse may find ; 

Verse oft has dash’d the scythe of Time aside, 
Immortalizing names which else had died : 

And oh! could I command the glitt’ring wealth. 
With which sick kings are glad to purchase health ; 
Yet, if extensive fame, and sure to live. 

Were in the power of verse like mine to give, 10 
I would not recompense liis art with less, 

Who, giving Mary health, heals my distress. 

of myfriend ! I love thee, though unknown, 
And boldly call thee, being his, my own. 


w WILLIAM HAYLEY, ESQ. 

[Written June 2, 1792. Published by Johnson, 1815. There is 
a copy among the Ash MSS.] 

Hayley, thy tenderness fraternal shown 

In our first interview, delightful guest ! 

To Mary and me for her dear sake distress’d, 
feueh as it is has made my heart thy own, 
v™ heedless now of new engagements grown ; 
aj threescore winters make a wintry breast, 
had purpos’d ne’er to go in quest 
Of Friendship more, except with God alone. 
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But thou hast won me ; nor is God mv foe 

Who, OTe Biis last afflietive scene began ’ in 

Sent thee to mitigate the dreadful blow’ 

My mother, by whose sympathy I know 

Thy true deserts infallibly to scan 

Not more t’ admire the Bard than love the Man. 

CATHARINA 

THE SECOND PART 

ON HER MARRIAGE TO GEORGE COURTENAY, Esq. 

[Written June, 1792. Published by Hayley, 1803. There is a 
copy among the Ash MSS. J ei3a 

Believe it or not, as you choose, 

The doctrine is certainly true 
That the future is known to the Muse 
And poets are oracles too. 

I did but express a desire 
To see Catharina at home 
At the side of my friend George’s fire 
And lo ! she is actually come. ' 8 

Such prophecy some may despise, 

But the wish of a poet and friend 
Perhaps is approv’d in the skies, 

And therefore attains to its end. 

'Twas a wish that flew ardently forth 
From a bosom effectually warm’d 
With the talents, the graces, and worth 

Of the person for whom it was form’d. 16 

Maria * would leave us, I knew, 

To the grief and regret of us all ; 

But less to our grief, could we view 
Catharina the Queen of the Hall. 

And therefore I wish’d as I did, 

And therefore this union of hands 
Not a whisper was heard to forbid. 

But all cry Amen to the bands. 24 

Since, therefore, I seem to incur 
'No danger of wishing in vain 
When making good wishes for her, 

I will e’en to my wishes again — 

■ ' ' ■ 1 bady Throckmorton [H.]. 

9 And such Hayley U80S). 21 And ... wish’d] This led me to 
wish MS. quoted by T. Wright. 2i bands A., HavlevtlSOSb 

bans or banns ffayley (ISIS), Southey, and modern edd. 
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With one I lx ve made her , wife, 

A ml ow I will try with other. 

Winch I cannot ppressfor y life— 

How soon I can make her a mother. 82 

LINES ADDRESSED TO DR. DARWIN 

AUTHOR OF THE BOTANIC GARDEN 

[Written June, 1792 ; for the first version of the poem see 
notes. Published 1800.1 

Two poets (poets by report 
Not oft so well agree) 

Sweet Harmonist of Flora’s court ! 

Conspire to honour thee. 

They b t can judge a poet’s worth, 

Who oft themselves have known 
The pangs of a poetic birth 
By labours of their own. 8 

therefore, pleas’d, extol thy song, 

Though various, yet complete, 

Rich in embellishment, as strong. 

And leam’d, as it is sweet. 

No envy mingles with our praise. 

Though could our hearts repine 
At any poet’s happier lays, 

They would, they must, at thine. 16 

But we, in mutual bondage knit 
Of friendship’s closest tie. 

Can gaze on even Darwin’s wit 
With an un jaundic’d eye ; 

And deem the bard, whoe’er he be. 

And howsoever known, 

Who would not twine a wreath for thee. 
Unworthy of his own. 24 

EPITAPH ON FOP 

A DOG BELONGING TO LADY THROCKMORTON 
[Written Aug,, 1792. Published by Hayley, 1805.1 
Thotgii once a puppy, and though Fop by name, 
onldesrs one, whose hones some honour claim ; 

t t 

rhy 
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Ye squirrels, rabbits, leverets, rejoice ! 

>our haunts no longer echo to Me voice. 

This record of his fate exulting? Mew 
He died worn out with vain pursuit of you. 

' Yes ; the indignant shade of Pop replies, 

And worn with vain pursuit, man also dies ” 10 


TO GEORGE ROMNEY, ESQ. 

ON HIS PICTURE OE ME IN CRAYONS. DRAWN at 

mmHi? THa w AtrGUST AND 

[Written Oct., 1792. Published by Haylev, 1803.1 

Romney ! expert infallibly to trace. 

On chart or canvas, not the form alone, 

And semblance, but, however faintly shown. 

The mind s impression too on ev’rv face 
With strokes that time ought never to erase: 
Thou hast so pencil’d mine, that though I own 
The subject worthless, I have never known 
Ihe artist shining with superior grace. 

But this I mark, that symptoms none of woe 

L ncom Pa«i*>le work appear : ' to 

Weill lam tisfied it should be so, 

Since, on maturer thought, the cause is clear ; 

P or m my looks what sorrow could’st thou see 
When I was Hayley’s guest, and sat to thee? 


AN EPITAPH 

[Written 1792. Published by Johnson, 1816.] 

Here lies one, who never drew 
Blood himself, yet many slew * 

Gave the gun its aim, and figure 
Made in field, yet ne’er pull’d trigger. 

Armed men have gladly made 
Him their guide, and him obey’d ; 

At his signified desire, 

Would advance, present, and fire — 

Stout he was, and large of limb, 

Scores have fled at sight of him ; 10 

And to all this fame he rose 
Only following his nose. 

Neptune was he call’d, not he 
Who controls the boist’rous sea, 

To Gkorae JSomney — 1 infallible Jffuytey {ISOS). 
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AN EPITAPH 

But of happier command, 

Neptune of the furrow’d land ; 
And, your wonder rain to shorten, 
■Pointer to Sir John Throckmorton. 


EPITAPH ON ME. CHESTER, OP CHICHELEY 

[Written April, 1793. Published by Hayley, 1803.] 
TearsAow, and cease not, where the good naan lies, 
Till all who know him. follow to the skies. 

Tears therefore fall where Chester's ashes sleep : 
Him wife, friends, brothers, children, servants 
weep— . ’ 

And justly— few shall ever him transcend 
As husband, parent, brother, master, friend. 


ON 

A PLANT OF VIRGIN’S-BOWER 
DESIGNED TO COVER A GARDEN-SEAT 
[Written May (?>, 1793. Published by Johnson, 1815.3 

Thrive gentle plant ! and weave a bow’r 
For Mary and for me. 

And deck with many a splendid flow'r 
Thy foliage large and free. 

Thou cam’st from Eartham, and wilt shade 
{If truly I divine) 

Some future day th’ illustrious head 
Of him who made thee mine. 1 ' < 

Should Daphne show a jealous frown 
And envy seize the bay, 

Affirming none so fit to crown 
Such honour’d brows as they, 

Thy cause with steal we shall defend. 

And with convincing pow’r ; 

For why should not the Virgin’s Friend 
Be crown’d with Virgin's- bow 'r ? 16 

TO MY COUSIN ANNE BODHAM 
ON RECEIVING PROM HER A NETWORK PURSF 
MADE BY HERSELF 
[Written May, 1793. Published by Hayley, 1803.] 

My gentle Anne, whom heretofore. 

When I was young, and thou no more 
t P^Fthing for a nurse, 

I danced and fondled on my knee, 

A hAtten both in size and glee ! 

I thank thee for my purse. 
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gold pays the worth of all things here • 

, But not of love : — that gem’s too dear ' 

For richest rogues to win it ; 

I, therefore, as a proof of love, 

Esteem thy present far above 
The best things kept within it. 12 

INSCRIPTION 

FOR AN HERMITAGE IN THE AUTHOR’S GARDEN 
[Written May, 1793. Published by Hayley, 1803.] 

This cabin Mary, in my sight appears, 

Built as it has been in our waning years, 

A rest afforded to our weary feet 
Preliminary to— the last retreat. 4 


INSCRIPTION FOR A MOSS-HOUSE IN THE 
SHRUBBERY AT WESTON 

[Written 1793(?). Published in Cowpcr illustrated, 1801.] 

Hebe, free from riot’s hated noise, 

Be mine, ye calmer, purer joys, 

A book or friend bestows ; 
lar from the storms that shake the great, 
Contentment’s gale shall fan my seat, 

And sweeten my repose. 6 

SONNET TO MRS. UNWIN 

[Written May, 1793. Published by Hayley, 1803.] 

Mary !_ I want a lyre with other strings ; 

Such aid from Heaven as some have feign’d tbev 
drew! J 

An eloquence scarce given to mortals, new, 

And undebas’d by praise of meaner things ! 

That, ere through age or woe I shed my wings 
I may record thy worth, with honour due. 

In verse as musical as thou art true,— 

Verse, that immortalizes whom it sings ! 

But thou hast little need : there is a book, 

By seraphs writ with beams of heav’nly light, 10 
On which the eyes of God not rarely look ; 

A «ironicle of actions just and bright ! 

There all thy deeds, my faithful Mary, shine, 

And since thou own’st that praise, I spare thee 
mm©* • 


Sonnet to Mrs, Unwin—8 Verse] And ISIS. 
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TO JOHN JOHNSON 

■ ox Hrs PRESENTING MB WITH AN AN TIG in? 

. BUST OF HOMER 

[Written May 22, 1788. Published by Harley. 1803 Then, j* „ 
copy among the Ash MM} lhc "- lsa 

Kinsman belov'd and as a son, by me! 

When I behold this fruit of thy regard, 

The sculptur'd form of my old faVrite bard 
I rev rence feel for him, and love for thee ’ 

Joy too and grief ! much joy, that there should be 
Wise men, and learn 'd, who grudge not to reward 
°“ e a PP3ause my bold attempt, and hard. 
Which others scorn : critics by courtesv ' 

The gnef is this, that sunk in Homer’s mine 
I lose my precious yearn, now soon to fail, i 0 
Handling his gold, which, howsoe’er it shine 
Proves dross, when balanc’d in the Christian scale 
Be wiser thou— like our fore-father Donne 
fceek heav'nly wealth, and work for God alone. 

TO A YOUNG FRIEND 
ON HIS ABRIVING at CAMBRIDGE WET, WHEN 
NO RAIN HAH FAIARN THERE 
, n - , May ’ p «MWied by Mayley, lStti.! 

D Gideon s fleet*, which drench’d withdewhe found, 
JB^sture none ref r h’d the herbs around 
r fP reseilt the Church, endow'd 
With heav nly gifts, to heathens not allow’d ; 

In pledge, perhaps, of favours from on high. 

HeSb^ wet when other locks were dry. 
Heavn grant us half the omen— may we tee J 
Not drought on others, but much dew on thee l 8 

A TALE 1 

T ,T T’ P,,blW '« d by Hayley. 1803.] 

IT B , rea i u h where trees are few, 

Nor even shrubs abound; 

But where, however bleak the view 

borne better things are found ’ 

auth T or iS fouud «’Wch th, 

June! 17931 inthefolSgforfs" 6 H " ra!d ’ ft,r Saturday, 

, 1 “ in a block, dr pullev. Yt&Alr f.fi** '<nt 

now 




A TALE ' 423 

For hush d there and wife y b t 
Their union un&efil’d ; 

And false ones are rare almost, 

As hedge-rows in the wild 8 

In Scotland's realm, forlorn and hare, 

This hist’ry chanc'd of late,— 

This hist’ry of a wedded pah*, 

, A chaffinch and his mate. 

The spring drew near, each felt a breast 
With genial instinct fill’d ; 

They pair'd, and only wish’d a nest, 

But found not where to build. 18 

The heaths uncover’d, and the mod's, 

^ Except with snow and sleet ; 

Sea-beaten rocks and naked shores. 

Could yield them no retreat. 

Long time a breeding place they, sought, , 
’Till both grew vex’d and tir’d : 

At length a ship arriving brought 
The good so long desir’d ■ 24 

A ship ! — could such a restless thing, 

^ Afford them place of rest? 

Or was the merchant charg’d to bring' 

The homeless birds a nest ? 

Hush I — silent hearers profit most !— 1 

This racer of the sea 
Prov’d kinder to them than the coast, 

It serv’d them with a tree.' . ■ 32 

But such a tree ! ’twas shaven deal, 

The tree they call a mast; 

And had a hollow with a wheel 
Through which the tackle pass’d. 

Within that cavity aloft 
Their roofless home they fixt ; 

Form’d with materials neat and soft, 

Bents, wool, and f thers znixt. ' 40 

Four iv'ry eggs soon pave its floor, 

With russet specks bedight ; — 

The vessel weighs — forsakes the shore, 

' And lessens to the sight. 

The mother-bird is gone to sea, 

As she had chang’d her kind ; : 

■ But goes the mate?. Far wiser he 

Is doubtle left behind, : 48 

15pnly wish’d Haylcyi 'would have bull H813* ' 47 mats] male 1^5. 
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as fifo® ashore he saw 
T« e winged mansion move: 

He flew to reach it, by a law 
Of never-failing love 1 

Then perching at his consort's side 
Was bnskly borne along ; 

The billows and the blast defied, 

And cheer’d her with a song. 

The seaman, with sincere delight, 

His feather’d shipmates eyes, 
bcaree less exulting in the sight, 

Inan when he tows a prize. 

For seamen much believe in signs, 

And from a chance so new 
Each some approaching good divines. 

And may his hopes be true ! 

Hail 1 honour’d land ! a desert, where 
.Not even birds can hide ; 

* et p arent of this loving pair. 

Whom nothing could divide : 

And ye. who rather than resign 
Your matrimonial plan, 

Were not afraid to plough this brine, 

In company with man ; 

To whose lean rountry much disdain 
We English often show ; 
xet from a richer nothing 
But waiitoxiness and woe”; 

y° nr ^ or ^ ine ^ by year, 

The same resource to prove ; 

r, S ay / e> landing here, 
Instruct us how to love 1 

TO WILLIAM HAYLEY. ESQ. 

IN REPLY HIS SOLICITATION TO WRITE Will 
HIM IN A LITERARY WORK 

™ HOTlev U T«vP’ tk 3, ip lettw to Hayley. Published by 
Harley. 1803. There w a copy amon* the Ash MSS.] y 

WortwK 0f , fi , ne en Fair, 

t,m na -^ r f ver ’ if oouM. 

ihau any built with stone, or yet with wood 

1 « 1'air A.: in air M. 3 with . . . with A, : of . . . 
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TO WILLIAM HAYLEY 
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For back of royal elephant to bear u_ . 

Oh for my youth again, that I might share, 

Much to my own, tho’ iittle to thy good 
With thee, not subject to the jealous mood, 

A partn©rslai 2 > of literary ware ! 

n , 01 f’ and doom’d henceforth 
To drudge, m descant dry, on others’ lays 10 
Bards, 1 acknowledge, of unequall’d worth, 

JSnt what is commentator’s happiest praise ? 

^at he has furnish’d lights fofotheKyes, 
Which they who need them use, and then despise. 

ON A SPANIEL CALLED BEAU 
KILLING A YOUNG BIRD 
[Written July 16, 1793. Published by Hayley, 1603.] 

A I „ EIj i Beau, that fares like you. 
Well-fed, and at his ease, 

Should wiser be, than to pursue 
Each trifle that he sees. 

But you have kill’d a tiny bird, 

Which flew not till to-day, 

Against my orders, whom you heard 
Forbidding you the prey. g 

Nor did you kill, that you might eat, 

And ease a doggish pain, 

For him, though chas’d with furious heat. 
You left where he was slain. 

Nor was he of the thievish sort, 

Or one whom blood allures. 

But innocent was all his sport, 

Whom you have tom for yours. 16 

My dog 1 what remedy remains. 

Since, teach you all I can, 

I see you, after all my pains, 

So much resemble man 1 


BEAU’S EEPLY 

[Written J ujy, 1793. Published by Hayley, 1803.] 
Sir I when I flew to seize the bird, 

In spite of your command, 

A louder voice than yours I heard. 

And harder to withstand : 


To Hayley— o my , 
previous cd<L 


> ■ might A : permission from the skies to 
lo others' A. ; other previous add. 

; PS 
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You cried— Forbear!— but in my breast 
A mightier cried— Proceed ! 

Twas nature, Six*, whose strong behest 
Imped'd me to the deed, 8 

Yet much as nature I respect, 

I ventur'd once to break 
(As you perhaps may recollect) 

Her precept, for .your sake ; 

And when your linnet, on a day, 

Passing his prison-door, 

Had flutter'd all his strength away, 

And panting press'd the floor, * k; 

Well knowing Mm a sacral thing, 

Not destin’d to my tooth, 

I only kiss’d Ms ruffled wing. 

And lick’d the feathers smooth. 

Let my obedience then excuse 
My disobedience now, 

Not some reproof yourself refuse 
From your aggriev’d Bow-wow ! 24 

If killing birds be such a crime, 

(Which I can hardly see) 

What think you, Sir, of killing Time 
With verse address’d to me ? 


INSCRIPTION FOR A BUST OF HOMER 

[Written in fettemto Hay ley,, Inly 24 and Auk. 13, IHtt 
_ Published by Hay ley, 1803 .] : 

Encora rxr Tawrpp; aXurov d ptpos offpaf jt* oXtuXc p. 
Ovvofia 3 * oSroe aptjp thfidtrov imp 


TRANSLATION 

Hn f ??^ ptor ^—Nameless, though once dear to fame ; 
But tins man bears an everlasting name. 


AJNbWER TO STANZAS ADDRESSED TO 
LADY HESKETH 
BY MISS CATHARINE FANSHAWE 

In returniiig a poem of Mr. CowperV, lent to her on condition 
she should neither show it, nor take a copy, 

[Written Aug., 1783. Published by Hayley 1803.1 

To be remember’d thus is fame, 

And m the first degree ; 

And did the few like her the same, 

The press might deep for me. 

30 the] his Savku {IttOG). 

mt Muyky, 



ANSWER TO STANZAS 42r 

So Homer, in the mern'iy stor’d 
Of many a Grecian belie, 

Was once pi-eserv’d—a richer hoard 
But never lodg’d so well. 8 

TO MARY 


^Vi ,ttc " - ,n of 1793. Published by Haylex 1803 

■M 1 '/ 1 ? *f * %• copy m the Cowper Museum at, Olncr, from 
which the tenth verse was finst printed by T. Wright in 1900.] 

The twentieth year is well-nigh past. ’ 

Since first our sky was overcast ; 
ilh would that this might be the last ! 


My Mary ! 

Thy spirits have a fainter flow, 

I see thee daily -weaker grow— 

Twas my distress that brought thee low, 

My Mary! 8 
Thy needles, once a shining store, 

1 or my sake restless heretofore, 

Now rust disus’d, and shine no more, 

My Mary ! 

For though thou gladly wouldst fulfil 
Tli 0 same kind office for me still, 

Thy sight now seconds not thy will. 


My Mary ! 16 

But well thou play’d’st the housewife’s part. 
And ail thy threads with magic art 
Have wound themselves about this heart, 

My Mary! 

Thy indistinct expressions seem 
Like language utter’d in a dream ; 

Yet me they charm, whate’er the theme, 

My Mary ! 24 

Thy silver locks, once auburn bright, 

Are still more lovely in my sight 
Than golden beams of orient light, 

My Mary ! 

For could I view nor them nor thee, 

What sight worth seeing could I see? 

The sun would rise in vain for me, 

My Mary ! 32 

Partakers of thy sad decline, 

Thy hands them little force resign ; 

Yet, gently prest, press gently mine, 

My Mary! 


On verses 3 and 4 see notes.. 33 thy] the iUK 
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And then I feel that still t hold 
A richer store ten thousandfold 
Than misers fa c y I theirgold, 

. ■ ■■My'Mary'l ' . 40 
Such feebleness of limbs thou prov’sfc, 

That now at every step thou mov'st 
Upheld by two ; yet still thou lov’sfc, 

My Mary! 

And still to love, though prest with ill. 

In wintry age to feel no chill, 

With me is to be lovely still, 

My Mary ; 43 

But ah ! by constant heed I know. 

How oft the sadness that I show 
Transforms thy smiles to looks of woe. 

My Mary ! 

And should my future lot be cast 
With much resemblance of the past, 

Thy worn-out heart will break at last, 

My Mary ! 5fi 


LINES WRITTEN ON A WINDOW-SHUTTER 
AT WESTON 

(Written July 27, 17ft^4L3-S jmblished in Curry's Life of 

Pa HR WELL, dear scenes, for ever closed to me, 

Oh, for what sorrows must I now exchange ye 1 
Me miserable ! how could I escape 
Infinite wrath and infinite despair ! 

Whom Death, Earth, Heaven, and Hell consigned to 
min,. ■ . . 

Whose friend was God, but God swore not to aid 
me! <j 


MONTES GLACIALES 
IN OCEANO GERMAN ICO NATANTKS 
[Written March 11,1799. Published by Hay ley, met.] 
Es, quae prodigia, ex oris allata remotis. 

Oras advemunt pavefacta per rnquora nostras : 
Non eqiudem priscae sasclnm rediisse videtur 

tpHwu,*’ cun > Pr °te us pecus altos visere montes 
Et sylvas egit: sed tempora vix leviora 
Aclsnnt, evulsi quando mdicitus alti 
In mare descendant montes, fluctusyue pererrant. 

ifncs-5 Whom] When Carry. Hell] All Com. 
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sSenS 3 £ agis et mirabil ® ? 

: '' y.lr eo ’ ceu pulchro ex fere Tel auro 

: Conflates, rutilisque aecmetos undicme ^emmiQ m 
Bacca eserulea, et flamm imitante py?oTO ’ 10 
1 £ x J? n 1? te ad ? unt ’ uhi optima tellus * 

■ Parturit ommgen ^ , qnibiis seva per omnia sumntu 
: 1 . i fraxer© sibx diademata reges ? 

Yix hoe crediclerim. Non fidlunt talia acutos 
Mercatorum oeulos : priiis et quam littora Gangis 
Liqmss ent, ayidis gratissima pmda fuissent. 

Ortas imcie putemus ? An illos Vesvius atrox 
Protuht, igmvomisve ejecit faucibus iEtna? 

Luce leant propria, Phcebive, per aera puriim 20 
mrne s ^ante equos, argenfea tela retorquent* 
PbcBbi luce micant Ventis et fhictihm altis 
Appnlsi, et rapidis subter eurrentibus tmdis 
Tandem non fallimt oculos. Capita alta videre est 
Multa onerata nive, et eanis conspersa priiinis 

M ' Pn>cnl «WW» fere 

mf»SS?tS,tS 5 e 3 w po, J- en *? h 

9 ll ?, ties de oulmine summo 
Chyorum fluerent in littora prona, solut 

I?! 6 ’ T*? ’ P^iwotendentes in mare damn 30 

Ilia gelti fixit. Paulatim attollere sese 
Mjrum ccepit opus; gkcieque ab origin© rerum 
•^2, ***« aggesta, sublimes vertiee "tandem 
mcipavit monies non crescer© nescia moles 
Bic immensa din stetit, setemumque stetisset 
Congenes, bommum n&me vi neque mobilis arte 
Littora ni tandem declivia deseruisset * 

An?^t VictaSU0, ? ilabitur - Omnia circum 
Antra et _ xa gemunt, subito eoneus fragore 
Dran rmt m pelagum, tanquam studiosa natandi 
Ingens totastnies. Sic Delos dicitur olim ’ ■ 
insula, m J&gseo fluitasse erratica ponto * 

2^ e f & Iacie neque torpida Delum 

Bruma inter rapes genuit nudum sterilemque. 

SM restita herbis erat ilia, omataque nunquam 
Decidua lauro ; et Delum dilexit Apollo. q 
At vos, erron horrendi, et caligiue digni 
Ummena, Deus Mem odit. Natalia vestra 
ggtom^vwis frontem > “on ille tueri 

VOS ergo rec l uiri te caelum ! 
it© ! Hedite ' Tunete moras : ni, leniter austro 
§Kfirr^ e ’ wtidas Pbcebo jaculante sagittas 
Ifostih volns, pereatis gurgite misti ! 


41 


50 
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TRANSLATION 
ON THE ICE ISLANDS 
SEEN FLOATING IN THE GERMAN OCEAN 
{Written March 19, 1799. Published by Hayley, 1803.J 
What portents, from what distant region, ride, 
Unseen till now in ours, th’ astonish’d tide ? 

In ages past, old Proteus, with his droves 
Of sea-calves, sought the mountains and the groves 
But now, descending whence of late they stood. 
Themselves the mountains seem to rove* the flood 
Dire times were they, full-charg’dwith human woes 
And these, scarce less calamitous than those, 
what view we now? More wondrous still! Behold 
Like burnish’d brass they shine, or beaten gold • H 
And all around the pearl's pure splendour show] 
And all around the ruby’s fiery glow. 

Come they from India?* where the burning earth. 
All-bounteous, gives her richest treasures birth • 
And where the costly gems, that beam around 
ihe brows of mightiest potentates, are found ? 

, *? ver sue b 3 countless dazzling store 
Had left unseen the Ganges’ peopled shore. 
Rapacious hands, and ever-watehful eves, i a 
Should sooner far have mark’d and seiz’d the prize 
Whence sprang they then? Ejected have they come 
|Vom Ves’vms’. or from Etna’s burning womb? 
Thus shine they self-illum’d, or hut display 
The borrow d splendours of a cloudless day ? 

Wlth beams th ®y shine. The gales that 

Now land-ward, and the current’s force beneath, 
Have borne them nearer : and the nearer sight 
Advanto d more, contemplates them aright 
crested high, they show, 

S ™ mi ngled sleet and long-incumbent snow. 80 
1 lie rest is ice, Far lienee, where, most severe. 
Bleak winter well-nigh saddens all the year. 

Their infant growth began. He bade arise 
Their uncouth forms, portentous in our eyes, 

transient sms, the snow 
Left the tall cliff, to 30 m the flood below. 

He caught and curdled, with a freezing blast, 

The current, ere it reach'd the boundless waste. 

By slow degrees uprose the wondrous pile. 

And long-successive ages roll’d the while ; 40 

K ff^ le ?s m its growth, it claim'd to stand 
fall as its rival mountains on the land. 
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ON THE ICE ISLANDS 

Tlras stood — and, unremovable by sTHii 
gr/orce of man, had stood the structure still • 
But that, tho firmly fixt, supplanted yet ’ 
fy Pjwwae of its own enormous weight, 

It left the shelving beach-and, with a sound 


. . « . — 7 » ^ unny wave 

As if instinct with strong desire to lave, <50 

Down went the pond’rous mass. So bards of old 
5°^ Delos, swam th' JEgean deep, have told. 

But not of ice was Delos. Delos bore 

an ^ flow’r. She, crown'd with laurel, 

E en under wintry shies, a summer smile : 

And Delos was Apollo’s fav’rite isle. 

But, horrid wand’rers of the deep, to you 
Me deems Cimmerian darkness only due. 

Your hated birth he deign’d not to survey 
But, scornful, turn'd his glorious eyes away 60 
Hence ! Seek your home ; no longer rashly dare 
The darts of Phoebus, and a softer air : * 

Lest ye regret, too late, your native coast 
In no congenial gulf for ever lost < 


THE CASTAWAY 

[Written March 20, 1799. Published by Hayley, 1803.] 
Obscurest night involv’d the sky, 

Th Atlantic billows roar’d, 

When such a destin’d wretch as I 
Wash’d headlong from on board, 

Of friends, of hope, of all bereft, 

His floating home for ever left. 6 

No braver chief could Albion boast 
Than he with whom he went, 

Nor ever ship left Albion’s coast, 

With warmer wishes sent. 

He lov’d them both, but both in vain 
Nor him beheld, nor her again. ’ 12 

Not long beneath the whelming brine 
Expert to swim, he lay ; ’ 

Nor soon he felt his strength decline, 

Or courage die away ; 

But wag’d with death a lasting strife 
Supported by despair of life. " 18 

fil no] nor ffaylev (ISOS). 
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He shouted : nor his friends had fail'd 
Xo check the vessel's course, ^ 

Biit so the furious blast prevail'd. 

That, pitiless perforce, 

They left their outcast mate behind,' 
And seuddecl still before the wind. 
Borne succour yet they could afford ; 

And, such as storms allow. 

The cask, the coop, the floated cord 
Delay’d not to bestow, ’ 

52* fe: rb 5 v ^ neW " ) nor **hip v nor shore, 
hate er they gave, should visit more. * 

c . niel as if seem'd, could lie 
Their haste himself condemn, 

Aware that flight, in such a sea. 

Alone could rescue them : 
let bitter felt it still to die* 

Deserted, and his friends so nigh,, 

He long survives, who lives an hour 
In ocean, self-upheld ; 

And so long he. with unspent pow'r 
His destiny repell'd ; 

And ever, as the minutes flew, 

Hntieated help, or cried — Adieu ! 
Atdength, his. transient respite past, 

His comrades, who before 
heml his voice in ov'rv blast, 

Could catch the sound no more, 
ior then, by toil subdued, he drank 
ihe stifling wave, and then he sank 
Ho poet wept him : but the page 
01 narrative sincere, 

That tells his name, his worth, his age 
Is wet with Anson’s tear ‘ * 

And tears by bards or heroes shed 
Alike immortalize the dead. 

I therefore purpose not, or dream 
Descanting on his fate, 
io give the melancholy theme 
A more enduring date 

T+« t wvfp r <3eli ^ lts to trace 
its semblance m another’s case. 

j.\o voice divine the storm allay’d 
^Nohght propitious shone; 

, snatch & from all effectual aid 
We perish’d, each alone : ’ 

But I beneath a rougher sea. 

And whelm d in deeper gulphs than he. 
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OLNEY HYMNS 

Ml in ums in the collection were written 'by ^sew'ton^'riie 
H.ynms _ wye Published in one volume, divided into’ tWe 
book«, in lii 9, Lowj»;*r'* hymns being distinguished from' 
ISewton s by the affixing of the letterC. The original numW^ 
of the hymns are here placed in bracketfa? $? SSaTSSg 


I. [Bk. i. iii.] 

WALKING WITH GOD, Gen. v. 24 

Oh ! for a closer walk with God, 

A calm and heav'nly frame ; 

A light to shine upon the road 
That leads me to the Lamb ! 

Where is the blessedness I knew 
When fc’st I saw the Loed ? ■ 

w aere is the soul-refreshing 1 view 
Oi Jesus, and his word ? “ $ 

What peaceful hours I once enjoy'd ! 

How sweet their mem'ry still ! 

But they have left an aching void 
The world can never fill. ’ 

Return, O holy Dove, return. 

Sweet messenger of rest ; 

I bate the sins that made thee mourn 
And drove thee from my breast. ’ 1C 
The dearest idol I have known, 

Whate'er that idol be; 

Help me to tear it from thy throne 
And worship only thee. 

So shall my walk be close with God, 

Calm and serene my frame • 

Sopurer light shall mark the road 
That leads me to the Lamb. 24 

II. [Bk. i. yi.] 

JEHOVAH- JIREH, The Lord WILL PROVIDE 
Gen. xxil 14 

The salute should never be dismay’d 
Nor sink in hopeless fear ; 

For when they least expect his aid, . 

1 he Saviour will appear. 
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ULN E\ HYMN'S 

This Abraham found, be rais'd the knife 
God saw and said, ‘ ‘ Forbear : 

* nLtSn !? a 1 ? T % M 3 »s meaner life, 
Behold the victim there.’' 

Owe David seem'd Saul's certain prev* 
But hark ! the foe V at hand * ’ 

Saul turns his arms another wav 
To save th’ invaded land. 

When Jonah sunk beneath the wave 
lie thought to rise no more 
•out God prepar’d a fish to save 
And bear him to the shore. 

Biest proofs of pow'r and grace divine 
lhat meet us in his word : 

May ev'ry deep-felt care of mine 
Be trusted with the Lord. 

Wait for his seasonable aid. 

And tho’ it tarry wait: ' 

■I he promise may be lone delated 
But cannot come too late. % ’ 


KJ 


24 


III. [Bk. i. xiv.J 

.TEHOYAH-ROPHI I as thk lord that heaucth 
lUhE, Exoth XV. 

Essaxtel. here we are 
vv aiting to feel thy touch • " 

Deep-wounded souls to thee repair 
And. Saviour. we are suck ^ 1 

°ur faith is feeble, we confess. 

tr P st th F word : ’ 

Biu wilt thou pity us the less ? 

Be that far from thee. Lord .* g 

Rcmemher him who once apply* 
u r t T tr , e “ blm e for relief; ‘ 

Tot I heheve,” with tears he err’d s 
° help my unbelief.” 

Sh f t( ? 0 v who touch'd thee in the press 
And healing virtue stole P ’ 

Daughter, go in pence \ 

3hj faith bath made thee whole.” 

in™ «» . 


v. $i m ' 3 Mart 


10 


iVm **C i, r, 3 u. 4 . 

{m wr*"* ixl,, AW 



435 


OLNEY HYMNS 

Conceal’d amid the gathering throne, 

She would have shurm'd thy view - 
At l^ heT faith was firm and strong 
Had strong misgivings too, 

L m e 5 er ’ f !t , h h( ?pes and fears, we come, 
do touch thee if we may ; 

Oh ! send ns not despairing home. 

Send none unheard away. 

IV. [Bk. i, xvii.] 

JEHOYAH-NISSI, The Lord my Banner 
Exod xvii. 35 

By whom was David taught, 

To aim the deadly blow. 

When he Goliath fought, ‘ 

And laid the Gittite low? 

»°f s . wor ^ nor spear the stripling took. 

But chose a pebble from the brook. 

Twas Israels God and King, 

W r ho sent him to the fight; 

Who gave him strength to sling. 

And skill to aim aright. 

Ye feeble saints, your strength endures. 
Because young David's God is yours. ’ 12 

Who order'd Gideon forth, 

To storm th’ invaders' camp 1 , 

With arms of little worth, 

A pitcher and a lamp? 

The trumpets made his coming known. 

And all the host was overthrown. 18 

Oh .* I have seen the day, 

When with a single word, 

God helping me to say, 

My trust is in the Lord ; 

My soul has quell’d a thousand foes, 

Fearless of all that could oppose. 24 

But unbelief, self-will, 

Self-righteousness and pride. 

How often do they steal, 

My weapon from my side? 

Yet David's Lord, and Gideon’s friend. 

Will help his servant to the end. 

1 Judges vii. 20, 


80 
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Y* 1 £Bk. t. xxiL] 

JEHOVAH-BHALOM, The Lord bend Peace 
■ ■ Judges vi. 24 

Jesus, whose Wood so’ freely stream’d 1 
To satisfy the law's demand ; 

By thee from guilt and wrath redeem’d, 

Before the Father's face I stand 

To reconcile offending mam 
Make Justice drop her angry rod ; 

What creature could have form'd the plan, 

Or who fulfil it hut a God ? s 

No drop remains of all the curse, 

For wretches who deserv'd the whole ; 

No arrows dipt in wrath, to pierce 
The guilty, but returning soul 

Peace by such means so dearly bought, 

'What rebel could have hop'd to see? 

Peace, by' Ms injur'd sovereign wrought, 

His Sov -reign fastened to a tree* “ 10 

Now. Lord, thy feeble worm prepare I 
For strife with earth and hell begins ; 

Confirm and gird me for the war: 

They hate the soul that hates his sins. 

Let them in horrid league agree ! 

They may assault, they may distress ; 

But cannot quench thy love to me. 

Nor rob me of the Lord my pence.' 

. VI. | Bk. u HI] 

WISDOM. Prov. viii, 22-31 

Ere God had built the mountains. 

Or rais'd the fruitful hills ; 

Before he fill’d the fountains 
That feed the miming rills ; 

In me. from everlasting. 

The wonderful X am " 

Found pleasures never wasting. 

And Wisdom is my name. S 

When, like a,, tent to dwell in. 

He spread the skies abroad, : 

And swath’d about the swelling 
' Of ueeun's mighty flood ; 

Y- ; -»TitU4 Jt'hm ah ‘ShainVa ./ 77 K 
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He wrcmgiit by weight and measure. 
And 1 was with him then ; 

Myself the Father's pleasure, 

And mine, the sons of men. 

Tiros wisdom's words discover 
Tli y glory and thy grace. 

Thou everlasting lover 
^ Of our unworthy race I 

Thy gracious eye survey'd us 
Ere stars were seen above : 

In wisdom thou hast made us. 

And died for us in. love. 

And couldst thou be delighted 
With creatures such as we ! 

Who when we, saw thee, slighted 
_ And nail'd thee to a tree? 1 

Unfathomable wonder, 

And mystery divine ! 

The Voice that speaks in thunder. 
Says, “Sinner I am thine !*’ 


VII [Bk* l. ly*3 
VANITY OF THE WORLD 

God gives his mercies to be spent ; 

Your hoard will do your soul no good ; 

Gold is a blessing only lent, 

Repaid by giving others: food. 

The world's esteem is but a bribe, 

To buy their peace you sell your own ; 

The slave of a vain-glorious tribe, ' 

Who hate you while" they make you known 

The joy that vain amusements give, 

Oh ! sad conclusion that it brings ! 

The honey of a crowded hive, 

Defended by a thousand stings. 

* Tis thus the world rewards the fools 
That live upon her treacherous smiles : 

She leads them, blindfold, by her rules. 
And, mins all whom she 'beguiles. 

God knows the thousands who go clown 
From pleasure, into endless woe : 

And with a long despairing grone 
Blaspheme "their Maker as they go, 
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0 fearful thought ! he timely wise ; 

Delight but in a Saviours charms : 

Ant! Gob shall take you to the skies, 

Embrac'd in .everlasting arms, 24 


VIII. [.Be. l Iviii.] 

0 LORD, I WILL FRAME THEE. Isa, xil 

I will praise thee evry clay 
Now thine anger's turn'd away ! 

■ Comfortable thoughts arise 
From the bleeding sacrifice, 

Here in the fair gospel field* 

Weils of free salvation yield 
Streams of life, a plenteous store, 

And my soul shall thirst no more. 8 

Jesus is become at length 
My salvation and my strength ; 

And his praises shall prolong, 

While I live, my pleasant song. 

Praise ye. then, his glorious name, 

Publish his exalted fame ! 

■Still his worth your praise exceeds. 
Excellent are all his deeds., MS 

Raise again the joyful sound. 

Let the nations roll it round ! 

Zion shout: ! for this is he, 

Goo the Saviour dwells in thee l 


IX. [Bk. t, Ixiv.j 

THE CONTRITE HEART, ha, Ivii U 

The Lorb will happiness divine 
On contrite hearts bestow : 

Then tell me, gracious Gob, is mine 
A contrite heart, or no ? 

I hear, but seem to hear in vain. 

Insensible as steel ; 

If ought is felt, Tis only pain, 

To find I cannot feel. 8 

I sometimes think myself inclin’d 
To love thee, if I could ; 

But often feel 'another mlml 
Averse, to' all that V; ■ good. 
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My best desires are faint and few, 

I fain would strive for more ; 

But when I cry, 4 4 My strength renew/’ 

: teeem weaker than before. ' if 

Thy saints are comforted I know, 

And love thy house of prav'r : 

I therefore go where others go. ' 

But find no comfort there. 

Oh make this heart rejoice, or ache : 

Decide this doubt for me ; 

And if it be not broken, break, 

And heal it, if it be. 24 

X, [Bil i, lxv.] 

THE FUTURE PEACE AND GLORY OF THE 
CHURCH, Isa, lx. 15-20 

Hear what God the Lord hath spoken 

C) my people, faint and few ; 

Comfortless, afflicted, broken, 

Fair abodes I build for you : 

Thorns of heart-felt tribulation 
Shall no more perplex your ways ; 

You shall name your walls Salvation, 

And your gates shall all be Praise. 8 

There, like streams that feed the garden, 
Pleasures, without end, shall flow ; 

For the Lord, your faith, rewarding, 

All Ills bounty shall bestow ; 

Still in undisturbed possession, 

Peace and righteousness shall reign ; 

Never shall you feel oppression, 

Hear the voice of war again. 10 

Ye no more your suns descending, 

Waning moons no more shall see ; 

But, your griefs for ever ending, 

Find eternal noon in me : 

God shall rise, and shining o’er you, 

Change to day the gloom of night ; 

He, the Lord, shall be your glory, 

, God your everlasting light, " 24 

2 faint j weak ME. letter of NctHon, quoted h>i J. E, 11 Mayor, 

5 Xhenisj Themes 2770, 1781. 
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XL [Bk. h iKvii.j 

JEHOVAH OUR RIGHTEOUSNESS 
Jer. xxiii 6 

My God. how perfect are thy ways 1 
But mine polluted are ; 

Sin twines itself about my praise. 

And slides into my pray>. 

When I would speak wd.ia.t- thou hast done 
To save me from my sin. 

I cannot make thy mercies known 
But self -applause creeps in,. S 

Divine desire, that holy flame 
Thy grace creates in me ; 

Alas ! impatience is its name, 

When it returns to thee. 

This heart, a fountain of vile, thoughts, 

How does it overflow ? 

While self upon' the, surface floats 
Still bubbling from 'below. 18 

Let others in the gaudy dress 
Of fancied merit shine ; 

The. Loan shall be my righteousness,; 

, The Lord for ever mine. 


XII. [Bk, i. Jxviii.] 

EPHRADI REPENTING. xxxl 18-20 

My God j till I receiv'd thy stroke. 

How like a beast was I f 
Bo imaecustomd to the yoke, 

So backward to comply. 

With grief my just reproach 1 hear, 

Shame fills me at the thought ; 

How frequent my rebellions were ! 

What wickedness I wrought ! ’ 8 

Thy merciful restraint I scorn’d. 

And left the pleasant road : 

Yet turn me, and I shall be turnd. 

Thou art the Lord my Goo. _ , 

Is Ephraim banish’d from, my thoughts, 

’ Or vile in my esteem ? 

No, aaitli the: Loro, with - all his faults, 

I still remember him, 16 
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Is he a dear and pleasant child* 

Yes, dear and pleasant still • 

Tiny sin Ms foolish heart beguil'd 
And he withstood my will. 

My sharp rebuke has laid Mm low 
He seeks my face again ; 

My pity kindles at his woe, 

He shall not seek in vain. 

XIII. [Bk. i. Ixxi] 

THE COVENANT. Ezeh. xxxvl 25-28 

The Lord proclaims his grace abroad l 
Behold, I change your hearts of stone ; 

Each shall renounce his idol god, 

And serve, henceforth, the Lord alone. 

My grace, a flowing stream, proceeds 
To wash your filthiness away; 

Ye shall abhor your former deeds, 

And learn my statutes to obey. g 

My truth the great design insures, 

I give myself away to you ; 

You shall be mine, I will be yours, 

Your God unalterably true. 

Yet not unsought, or unimplor'd. 

The plenteous grace shall I confer 3 ; 

No — your whole hearts shall seek the Lord, 

I II put a praying spirit there. 16 

From the first breath of life divine, 

Down to the last expiring hour ; 

The gracious work shall all be mine, 

Begun and ended in my pow'r. 

XIV. [Bio i. Ixxii,] 

JEHOVAH-SHAMMAH. Ezeh. xlviii. 85 

As birds their infant brood protect 2 , 

And spread their wings to shelter them ; 

Thus saith the Lord to his elect, 

4 4 So will I guard Jerusalem.” 

And what then is Jerusalem, 

This darling object of his care? 

Where is its worth in God's esteem ? 

Who built it ? who inhabits there? .. 8 

3 Verse 57. 2 Isa. xxxi 5. 
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Jehovah founded it in blood, 

The blood of Ms incarnate Bon ; 

There dwell the saints, once foes to God, 
The dimers, whom he calls his own. : ” 

There, tho’ besieg'd on evry side, 

Yet much belov'd and guarded well ; ' 
From age to age they have defy’*! 

The utmost force of earth and hell. 

Let earth repent, and hell despair, 

■This city has a sure defence ; 

Her name is call’d. The Lord is there, 

And who has pow’r to drive him thence ; 

XY. [Bk. l hxix.j 

PRAISE FOE THE FOUNTAIN OPENED 
Zeeh. xiii. 1 

There is a,- fountain fill’d with blood 
■Drawn from Emmaxcei/s veins : 

And sinners, xdiingM beneath that flood. 
Lose all their guilty stains. 

The dying, thief rejoic'd to see 
.Thai fountain in Ms day ? 

And there have I, as vile as he. 

. Wash’d all my sins away. 

' Dear dying Lamb, thy precious blood 
Shall never lose its pow’r ; 

Till all the ransom’d, church of Gou 
Be* sav’d, to sin no more. 

E’er since, by faith. I saw the stream 
Thy flowing wounds supply ; 

Kedeeming love has been my theme. 

And shall be till I die. 

Then in a nobler sweeter song 
. 1*11 sing thy power, to save ; 

When this poor lisping stammering 'tongue 
Lies silent in the grave, 

Lord^ I believe thou hast prepar'd ■ , 
(Unworthy tho’ 1 be) 

For me a blood-bought free reward, 

, A golden harp for me ? ' ■ 

‘Tis strung, and turn'd; for endless years, 
And;fcritfd.by pow’r divine 
To sound m 'Gem the Father's ears, 

No other mime but .thine. 
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XVI. [Bk, i. Ixxxv.] 

THE SOWER. Matt. siii. 3 

Ye sons of earth prepare the plough 
Break up your fallow ground ! 

I he bower is gone forth to sow 
And scatter blessings round.. ' 

r i he seed that finds a stony soil 
Shoots forth a hasty blade ■ ’ 

But ill repays the sower’s toil, 

Soon wither'd, scorch’d, and dead. 

The thorny ground is sure to baulk 
All hopes of harvest there ; 

\\ e find a tall and sickly stalk. 

But not the fruitful ear. 

The beaten path and high-way side 
Receive the trust in vain ; 

The watchful birds the spoil divide 
And pick up all the grain. 

Biit where the Lord of grace and pow’r 
Has hless’d the happy field ; 

How plenteous is the golden store 
The deep- wrought furrows yield ! 

Father of mercies, we have need 
Of thy preparing grace; 

Let the same hand that gives the seed, 
Provide a fruitful place ! 

XVII. [Bk. i. xcvi.] 

THE HOUSE OF PRAYER. Mark xi. 17 

Thy mansion is the Christian’s heart, 

O Lord, thy dwelling-place secure ! 

Bid the unruly throng depart, 

And leave the consecrated door. 

Devoted as it is to thee, 

A thievish swarm frequents the place ; 
They steal away my joys from me, 

And rob my Saviour of his praise. 

There too a sharp designing trade 
Sin, Satan, and the world maintain ; 

Nor cease to press me, and persuade. 

To part with ease and purchase pain. 
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I know them, and I Mate their din. 

Am weary of the hustling crowd; 

But while their voice is heard within, 

1 cannot serve' thee as I 'would HI 

Oh ! for the joy thy presence gives, 

What peace shall reign when thou art here I 
Thy presence makes this den of thieves, 

A calm delightful house of pray'r. 

And if thou make thy temple shine, 

Yet, self-abasd, will I adore ; 

The gold and silver are not mine, 

1 give thee what was thine before, 24 

XVIII. [Bk. i, cxviii,] 

LOVEST THOU ME ? John xxL 16 

Hark, my soul ! it is the Loan ; 

•Tis thy Saviour, hear his word ; 

Jesus speaks, and speaks to thee ; 

Say, poor sinner, lov'st thou me? 

I deliver d thee when bound. 

And, when wounded* heard thy wound ; 
Sought thee wand’ring, set thee right. 
Turn’d thy darkness into light, 8 

Can a woman’s tender care 
Cease, towards the child she bare ? 

Yes, she may forgetful he. 

Yet will I remember thee. 

Mine is an unchanging love. 

Higher than the heights above ; 

Deeper than the depths beneath, 

Free and faithful, strong as death, 16 

Thou shaft see my glory soon , 

When the work of grace is done ; 

Partner of my throne shalt be ; 

Say, poor sinner, lovst thou me ? * T 

Lord, it is my chief complaint, 

That my love is weak and 'faint ; 

Yet I love thee and adore* 

Oh for grace to love thee more ! 24 

H wounded] bleeding' Jinf in- 2 73 7. 



OLXEY HYMNS 

NIX. [Bk. i. exxxi.j 
CONTENTMENT. Phil. iy. n 

Pierce passions discompose the mind 
As tempests vex the sea ; ’ 

Blit calm content and peace we find 
M hen, Lord, we turn to thee. ’ 

In vain by reason and by rule 
We try to bend the will ; 

For none, but in the Saviour’s school 
Can learn the heav’nly skill. ’ 

Since at his feet my soul has sat. 

Bis gracious words to hear ; 
Contented with my present state, 

I cast, on him, my care. 

“ a sinner ’ sonl »” he said, 

1 hen how canst thou complain ? 
How light thy troubles here, if weigh’d 
With everlasting pain ! ' 

If thou of murmuring wouldst be cur’d 
Compare thy griefs with mine ; 

Jhink what my love for thee endur'd. 
And thou wilt not repine. 

'Tis I appoint thy daily lot, 

And I. do all things w&ll * 

Thou soon shalt leave this wretched snot 
And rise with me to dwell. 

In life my grace shall strength supply 
Proportion’d to thy day ; ' 1 1 * ’ 

At death thou still shalt find me nigh 
To wipe thy team away.” 

Thus I who once my wretched days 
In vain repinings spent ; 

Taught in my Saviour’s school of grace 
Have learn’d to be content. " ’ 


XX. [Bk. r. cxxxii.] 

OLD-TESTAMENT GOSPEL. Heb. iv. 2 

Israel in ancient days. 

Not only had a view 
Of Sinai in a blaze, 

But learn’d the gospel too : 

The types and figures were a glass 
m which they saw the Saviour’s face. 
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Tire paschal sacrifice, 

And blorxl-besprmkled door s , 

.Seen with enlighten'd eyes, 

And once ftpply’cl with pow'r 
Would teach' the need of other blood, ■ 

To reconcile an angry Ooi>, 1 1 2 

The Lamb, the Dove, set forth 
His perfect innocence \ 

Whose blood, of .matchless worth. 

Should be the soul’s defence : 

For he who can for sin atone, 

Must have no failings of his own. IS 

The scape-goat on his head a 
The people's trespass bore, 

And. to the desart led, 

Was to he seen no more : 

In him, our Surety seem'd to say, 

“ Behold, I hear your sins away." 24 

Dipt in his fellow's blood, 

The living bird went free * ; 

The type,' well understood. 

Express'd the sinner's plea ; 

, Describ'd a guilty soul enlarg'd. 

And by a Saviours death discharg'd. "HO 

Jesus, I Jove to truce 
Throughout the sacred page 
The footsteps of thy grace. 

The same in ev'ry age ! 

Oh grant that I may faithful be 

To clearer light, vouchsaf'd to me l fit; 


XXL [Bk, i, csxxviiij 
SARDIS. iter, ill, 1-0 


“Write to Sardis, saith the Loro, 

And write what he declares ; 

He* whose Spirit, and whose word, 

Upholds the seven store ; 

All thy works and ways I search. 

Find thy zeal and love decay'd ; 

Thou art call'd a living church. 

But. thou art "cold, and ’‘dead. 8 

1 Fvxt xli, VA rUiV'Mh a ** LtfVi xvt 21 4 Lev, xh\ &-£>», 
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S-^V e r mber ’ seek ^ strive. 
Exert thy former pains ; 

Let thy rimely care revive, 

And strengthen what remains • 
Cleanse thine heart, thy works amend 
Former times to mind recall ; ’ 

Lest my sudden stroke descend 
And smite thee once for all. ’ 

Yet I number now, in thee 
A few that are upright ■ ’ 

These my Father's face ’shall see, 
And walk with me in white : 

When m judgment I appear, 

I hey for mine shall be confess'd • 

Let my faithful servants hear, ’ 

And woe, be to the rest/’ 

XXII. [Bk. ii. vim] 
PRAYER FOR A BLESSING 
Bestow dear Lord, upon our youth 
The gift of saving grace ; 

And let the seed of sacred truth 
I all m a fruitful place. 

Grace is a plant, where’er it grows 
Of pure and heav’nly root : 

But fairest in the youngest shews 
And yields the sweetest fruit. 

Yecareless ones. Oh hear betimes 
The voice of sovereign love ! 

* to**’ youth is stain’d with many crimes 
But mercy reigns above. ’ 

Joiing, but there’s a stone 
Within the youngest breast ; 

Or ha!f the mimes which you have done 
Would rob you of your rest 

For you the public pray’r is made. 

Oh 30m the public pray’r l 
For you the secret tear is shed, 

Oh shed yourselves a tear* ! 

that you may early prove 
_The Spirit’s power to teach.; 

You cannot be too young to love 
That Jesus whom we preach. 


ure I m:der ike heading * 4 Hymns • before 

Aimual -ennoti* to yoiin# people on new-years’ evenings. w 
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XXIII. [Bk. il xi.j 

PLEADING FOR AND WITH YOUTH 

.Sin has undone our wretched ra.ee, 

But Jesus has restor'd 
And brought the sinner face to face 
With 3iis forgiving Lord, 

This we repeat- from year to year, 

And press upon our youth ; 

Lord, give them an attentive ear, 

Lord, save them by thy truth. ' 8 

Blessings upon the rising race ! 

Make this an happy hour, 

According to thy richest grace. 

And thine almighty pow’r. 

We feel for your unhappy state, 

(May you regard it too) 

And would awhile ourselves forget* 

To pour out pray'r for yon. ’* ' 16 

We see, the/ yon perceive it not. 

Th* approaching, awful doom ; 

O tremble at the solemn thought. 

And flee the wrath, to come ! 

Bear Saviour, let this new-born year 
Spread an alarm abroad ; 

And cry* in. evry careless ear, 

“'Prepare to meet thy God ! " 21 

XXIV. [Bk. u. Kii.} 

PRAYER, FOR CHILDREN 

Gracious Lord, our children see. 

By thy mercy we are free j 
But shall these* alas I remain 
Subjects still of Satan's reign > 

Israels young ones, when of old 
Pharaoh threaten'd to withhold *, 

Then thy messenger said, “ Ho ; ’ 

Let the children also go.” 8 

When the angel of the Lord 
Drawing forth his dreadful sword, 

Slew* with an avenging hand, 

All the first-born of the land 4 ' : 

1 Exod. x, ft, ■ ' E TSxuS, xii 12, 
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Then thy people’s doors he pass’d 
Where the bloody sign was plac’d • 
p£ a Y l ]®’ now ' fP°n our knees 
Plead the blood of Christ for these ! 

&u fl tremble ’ 1 ? OT we know 

Hm\ the fierce malicious foe, 

Wheeling round his watchful flight 
Keeps them ever in his sight ■ 8 ’ 
Spread thy pinions, King of kings * 
t herQ safe beneath thy wings • 
Lest the rav’nous bird of prey 8 
btoop, and bear the brood away 


XXV. [Be. ii. xxxviii.] 

JEHOVAH-JESUS 

My song shall bless the Lord of all 
My praise, shall climb to his abode ; 
ihee, bayiour, by that name I call, 

Ihe great Supreme, the mighty God. 

Without beginning, or decline. 

Object of faith, and not of sense; 
Menial ages saw him shine. 

Me shines eternal ages hence. 

As much, when in the manger laid 
Almighty ruler of the sky f 

sLx ' w «fts he made 
f? ill d all the morning-stars with joy. 

Of all the crowns Jehovah bears 
Salvation is his dearest c laim • ’ 

That gracious sound well-pleas’d he hea; 
And owns Emmanuel for Ms name. 

A cheerful confidence I feel, 

My well-plac’d hopes with joy I see ; 

My bosom glows with heav’nly zeal. 

To worship him who died for me. 


As man, he pities my complaint, 
His pow r and truth are all divine : 
He will not fail, he cannot faint, 
salvation's sure, and must be mine. 
11 works] work later editions. 

Q 
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XXVI, [Bk. i,i* atlivj 

ON OPENING A PLACE FOE SOCIAL PRAYER 

Jesus, where'er thy people meet, ' 

There they behold thy mercy-seat ; 

Where'er they seek thee thou 'art found. 

And ev'rj place is hallow'd ground*. 

For thou, within no walls confin'd, 
lohabitest the humble mind ; 

Such ever bring thee, where they come. 

And going, take thee to their home. S 

Bear Shepherd of thy chosen few ! 

Thy former mercies here renew ; 

Here, to our waiting hearts, proclaim 
The sweetness of thy saving name. 

Here may we prove the pow’r of pray t, 

To strengthen faith, and sweeten care 
To teach our faint desires to rise, 

And bring all heavxi before our eyes. 16 

Behold ! at thy commanding word, 

We stretch the curtain and the cord 1 ; 

Come thou, and fill this wider space, 

And help us with a large eucrease. 

Lord, we are few, but thou art near; 

Nor short thine arm, nor deaf thine car ; 

Oh rend the heavhs, come quickly down. 

And make a thousand hearts thine own ? ' 24 

XXVII |Bkvtk Ini] 

WELCOME TO THE TABLE 

Tins is the feast of heavbily wine, 

And Gon invites to sup ; 

The juices of the living vine 
Were press'd, to fill the cup. 

Oh, bless the Saviour, ye that eat, 

With royal dainties fed ; 

Notheav’n affords a costlier treat, 

For Jesus is the bread t 8 

The vile, the lost, he calls to them, 

Ye trembling souls appear I 
The righteous, in their own esteem, 

Have no acceptance hero ■ 

1 ha. Kv. 

20 bc*hd bhm'iatcr edltwm. 
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y e P oor , nor dare refuse 
1 he banquet spread for von • 

Dear Saviour, this is welcome news 
Then 1 may venture too. ’ 

If guilt and sin afford a plea 
And may obtain a place • ’ 

Surely the Lord will welcome me 
And 1 shall see his face l ’ 

XXVIII. [Bk. n .lv.] 
JESUS HASTING TO SUPPER 

Th S°® •' v hat a noble flame 
Was kindled in his breast, 
when hasting to Jerusalem 
He march’d before the rest r 
Good-will to men, and zeal for God 
H ®J s e J Y thought engross ; ’ 

He longs to be baptiz’d with blood i 
He pants to reach the cross " ’ 

W Sd a w2f fuIi “ view, 

And woes, to us unknown, 

the task his spirit flew, 

Twas love that urg'd him on. 

L OmS fe ? ^ ee what we can ! 

Oui hearts shall sound abroad 
Salvation, to the dying Man, 

And to the rising God ! 

A f„Z Me thy bleeding glories here 
Engage our wond’ring eyes * 

We learn our lighter cross to bear 
And hasten to the skies. 

XXIX. [Be. ii. lx.] 
EXHORTATION TO PRATER 

What various hindrances we meet 
iii coming to a mercy-seat l 
Yet who that knows the worth of prav’r 
But wishes to he often there ? V 7 ’ 

Bray ¥ makes the darkened cloud withdraw 
Pray r climbs the ladder Jacob saw • 
gives exercise to faith and love, ’ 
Brings ©V-ry blessing from above. 

1 Luke xil 50 , 
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Restraining pray r, we cease to fight : 

Pray’r makes the Christians armour bright ; 
And Satan trembles, when he sees 
The weakest shut upon his knees. 

While Moses stood with arms spread wide. 
Success was found on Israel's side 1 ; 

But when thro- weariness they fail'd, 

That moment Amaiek prevail'd. IS 

Have you no words ! Ah, think again, 

Words flow apace when you complain ; 

And fill your fellow -creature s ear 
With the sad tale of all your care. 

Were half the breath thus vainly spent, 

To heavn in supplication sent ; * 

Your cheerful song would oft her be, 

“Hear what the Lord has done for me ? 24 


XXX, [Bk. xl bdl] 

THE LIGHT AND GLORY OF THE WORD 

Thk Spirit breathes upon the wort!, 

And brings the truth to sight ; 

Precepts and promises afford 
A 'Sanctifying light. 

A glory gilds the sacred page, 

Majestic like the sun ; 

It gives a light to ev’rv age,, 

It gives, but 1;>oitows none, 8 

The hand that gave it, still supplies 
The gracious light and heat ; 

His truths upon, the nations rise. 

They rise, but never set. 

Let everlasting thanks he thine*? 

For such a bright display, 

As makes a world of darkness shine 
With beams of heavhdy day, 18 

My soul rejoices to pursue 
The steps of him I love ; 

Till glory breaks upon my view 
In blighter worlds above, 

1 Kxotl, xvn. 11. 

XXX---19 hrenkn] break South t a. 
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XXXI. [Bk. ii. lxxiii.] 

ON THE DEATH OP A MINISTER 

H PiSf er head - 

Elisha saw linn go ; 

And, in desponding accents said, 

Ah, what must Israel do f’ 

Bn * be forgot the Lord, who lifts 
The beggar to the throne ; 

N or knew, that all Elijah's gifts 
vV ould soon be made his own. 

What .' when a Paul has run his course 
Or when Apollos dies ; 0Urb6 ’ 

Is Israel left without resource 'i 
And have we no supplies ? 

Yes white the dear- Redeemer lives 
. behave a boundless store : 

A: x\n Sbl v 1 be fed what he gives 
Who lives tor evermore. *’ 


a.ajlu. [Bk. hi. viii.J 
THE SHINING- LIGHT 
My former hopes are fled, 

My terror now begins ; 

I tool, alas ! that I am dead 
in trespasses and sins. 

Ah, whither shall I fly ? 

Ihear the thunder roar ; 

Ihe_ law proclaims destruction nigh 
And vengeance at the door. ’ 

When I review my ways, 

I dread impending doom ; 

u a f li en diy Whisper says, 

Flee from the wrath to come.” 

I see, or think I see, 

A glimm’ring from afar ; 

A beam of day that shines for me 
To save me from despair. ’ 

Fore-runner of the sun \ 

It marks the Pilgrim’s way ; 

\ U gaze upon it while I run 
And watch the rising day. 

v v 1 Ps. cxxx. 6. 

AAAI-S Slmuld A. XXXll-1 lied] dead J} 
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XXXIIL [Bk. hi, X',] 

THE WAITING SOUL 

Breathe from the gentle South, O Loud, 

And cheer me from the North ; 

Blow on the treasures of thy weird, 

And call the spices forth f 

I wish, thou know st, to be resign'd,. 

And wait with patient hope ; ’ 

But hope delay'd fatigues the mind. 

And drinks the spirit up, $ 

Help me to reach the 1 distant goal, 

Confirm my feeble knee ; 

Pity the sickness of a soul 
That faints for love of thee. 

Cold as I feel this heart of mine. 

Yet since I feel it so- 
ft yields some hope of life divine 
Within, however low. Iff 

I seem forsaken and alone, 

I hear the lion roar ; 

And. ev’ry door is shut but one, 

And that is mercy's 1 door. 

There, till the clem* Deliverer come, 

III wait with ' humble pray'r ; 

And when he calls Ms exile ’home. 

The Lord shall find me there, 24, 


XXXIV. [Bk, hi. xiii.J 
SEEKING ■ THE BELOVED 

To those who know the Lord I speak, 

Is my beloved near ? 

The bridegroom, of my soul I seek, 

Oh ! when will he appear ! 

Tho* once a man of grief and shame, 

Yet now’ he fills a throne : 

And bears the greatest, sweetest name, 

That earth or heav'n have known. " S, 

Grace flies before, and love attends' 

His steps wherever he goes ; 

Tho' none earn see him but his friends. 

Ami they - were . once his foes, 

.54 iujfSh 
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He speaks — obedient to bis call 
farm affections move: 

Hid be but shine alike on all 
Then all alike would love.’ 

Then love in ev'ry heart would reign 
And war would cease to roar ; b ' 

And crael and blood-thirsty men, 

Y ould thirst for blood no more. 

Jesus is, and such his grace 
Oh may he shine on you 1 ! 

And tell him, when you see his face, 
i long to see him too. 


XXXY. [Bn. III. XV.] 

LIGHT SHINING OUT OF DARKNESS 

Gob moves in a mysterious wa v. 

His wonders to perform - 
He plants his footsteps in the sea. 

And rides upon the storm. 

Deep in unfathomable min es 
Of never failing skill ; 

He treasures up his bright designs. 

And works Iris sovereign w il l, 

Ye fearful saints fresh courage take 
The clouds ye so much dread 
Are big with mercy, and shall break 
In blessings on your head. 

Judge not the Lord by feeble sense, 

But trust him for his grace ; 

Behind a frowning providence 
He hides a smiling face. 

His purposes will ripen fast. 

Unfolding ev’ry horn* ; 

The hud may have a bitter taste. 

But sweet will be the flow’r. 

Blind unbelief is sure to err 
And scan his work in vain ; 

Gob is his own interpreter, 

And he will make it plain. 

„ Song of Sol. r. & John sin. 7. 

-WA.V-20 sweet will be] wait to smell MS. quoted by 
J. i>. Mayor. 
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XXXVI. [Bk. in, xvi.] 
WELCOME CROSS 
Tis my happiness below 
Not to live without the cross ; 

But the Saviour’s pow’r to know. 
Sanctifying ev'ry loss : 

Trials must and will befall : 

But with humble faith to see 
Love .inscrib'd upon them all’. 

This is happiness to me. 

God, in Israel, sows the seeds 
Of affliction, pain, and toil ; 

These spring up. and choke the weeds 
Vv Inch would else o’erspread the soil : 
Trials make the promise sweet, 

Trials give new life to pray'r : 

Trials bring me to his feet 
Lay me low, and keep me there. 

Bid I meet no trials here. 

No chastisement by the way : 

Slight I not. with reason, fear 
1 should prove a east -away ? 

Bastards may escape the rod 
bunk in earthly, vain delight : 

But the true-born child of Goil, 

Must not, would not, if he might. 


XXXVII. rBK.ni.xvii.] 
AFFLICTIONS SANCTIFIED BY TTIE WORD 

0 how I love thy holy word. 

Ihy gracious covenant, O Lord * 

It guides me in the peaceful wav. 

1 thmk upon it ail the day. 


What are the mines of shining wealth, 

youtil ’ t5le Woom of health ! 
\Vhat are all joys compar'd with those 
Thme everlasting word bestows ! 

Long unafflicted, undismay’d. 

In pleasure’s path secure I stray'd : 

Aud TI Jr.fn iK nw f?* 1 th > T chast’idng rod’. 
Ana snnit I turn cl unto my (Jon. 

'll* xii.*, ’ P-. nmx. n, 

, bni ‘" m «>« at m. quoted £. fl, Mouor. 
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What though it pierc'd my fainting heart 
I bless thine hand that caus'd the smart; ’ 
taught my tears awhile to flow 
But savd me from eternal woe. ’ 

Oh ! hadst thou left me unchastiz’d, 

Thy precept 1 had still despis’d ; 

And still the snare in secret laid. 

Had my unwary feet betray’d. 

I lo\ e thee therefore O my God 
A nd breathe towards thy dear abode ; 
Where m thy presence fully blest, 

Thy chosen saints for ever rest. 

XXXVIII. [Bk. in. xviii.J 
TEMPTATION 

The billows swell, the winds are high 
Uouds overcast my wintry sty : 

Out of the depths to thee i call. 

My fears are great, my strength is small 

0 Lord, the pilot’s part perform. 

And guide and guard me thro’ the storm- 
Defend me trom each threat’ning ill 
Control the waves, say, » Peace, be still.” 
Amidst the roaring of the sea, 

My soul still hangs her hope on thee : 

1 hy constant love, thy faithful care, 
is all that saves, me from despair. 

Dangers of ev’ry shape and name 
Attend the followers of the Lamb 
Who leave the world's deceitful shore. 

And leave it to return no more;, 

Tho’ tempest- toss'd and half a wreck. 

My Saviour thro’ the floods I seek • 

Let neither winds nor stormy main 
Force back my shatter’d bark again. 


XXXIX. [BE.rn.xix.] 
LOOKING UPWARDS IN A STORM 
God of my life, to thee I call , 

Afflicted at thy feet If all 1 : 

When the great water-floods prevail. 
Leave not my trembling heart to fail ! 

' t v ^ ^ 1 Bs. lxix. Id. 

XXXVII— IS precepts Sonthiy. 
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Friend of the friendless, anil the faint I 
Where should I lodge my deep complaint ? 
Where 'hut with thee, whose open door 
Invites the helpless and the poor ! 8 

Did ever mourner plead with thee. 

And thou refuse that mourner's plea? 

Does not the word still fix'd remain, 

That none shall seek thy face in vain ? 

That were a grief I could not bear. 

Didst thou not hear and answer prayer : 

But a prayrihearmg. miswring Goo. 

Supports me under ev'ry load, 16 

Fair is the lot that H s cast for me ! 

I have an advocate with thee : 

They whom the world caresses most. 

Have no such privilege to boast. 

Poor tho* I am, despis'd, forgot % 

Yet God, my God, forgets me not : 

And he is safe and must succeed, 

For whom the Lord vouchsafes to plead. 24 

XL, [Bk. ill xx,] 

THE VALLEY OF THE SHADOW 0,F DEATH 

My soul is sad and much dismay'd ; 

See, Lord, what legions of my foes, 

With fierce Apollyon at their head,’ 

My heaviily pilgrimage, oppose ! 

See, from the ever burning 'hike* 

How like a smoky cloud they riw ! 

With horrid blasts my soul they shake, 

With storms of blasphemies and lies.' $ 

Their fiery arrows reach the mark". 

My throbbing heart with anguish tear ; 

Each lights upon a kindred spark. 

And finds abundant fuel there. 

I hate the thought- that wrongs the Lord ; 

Oh, I would drive it from my breast. 

With thy own sharp two-edged sword. 

Far as the east is from the west, 16 

Come then, and chase the cruel host, 

Heal the deep wounds 1 have receiv'd ! 

Nor let the pow'rs of darkness boast 
That I am foil'd, and thou art griev'd ! 

1 IV. xl, 17.'. ■ . “ Eph. vi. fit 
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XLi. [Bk. m. xxiii.J 
PEACE AFTER a storm 

Whex darkness Jong has veil'd mv mind 
And smiling day once more appears ; ’ 

Then, my Redeemer, then I find 
The tolly ol my doubts and fears. 

Strait I upbraid my wandering heart 
And blush that I. should ever be 1 
Thus prone to act so base a, part. 

Or harbour one hard thought of thee ! 

SmLif me at tength be taught 

TwV s ? dI 80 slow to team ; 

indt Guo is love and changes not 

Nor knows the shadow of a turn : 

Sweet truth, and easy to repeat ! 

But when my faith is sharply try'd, 

I find myself a learner yet, 

Unskilful, weak, and apt to slide. 

Lo P> OH e look from thee 
Subdues the disobedient will • 

Drives doubt and discontent away, 

And thy rebellious worm is still. 

Ihou art as ready to forgive. 

As I am ready to repine ; 

Ihou, therefore, all the praise receive 
Be shame, and self -abhorrence, mine. ’ 

XLII. [Be. in. xxiv.J 
MOURNING AND LONGING 

The Saviour hides his face ! 

My spirit thirsts to prove 
Renew d supplies of pardming grace, 

And never-fading love. ’ 

The favor’d souls who know 
What glories shine in him, 

Pant for his presence, as the roe 
irants for the living stream I 

What trifles tease me now ! 

They swarm like summer flies, 
ihey cleave to ev’ry thing I do. 

And swim before my eyes. 
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H< w thill the sabbath day. 

Without the sabbath's Lomu ! 

How toilsome then to sing and pray, 
And wait upon the word ; 

Of all the truths I hear 
How few delight my taste ‘ 

1 glean a berry here and there. 

But mourn the vintage past.' 

Yet let me (as I ought! 

Still hope to be supply "d : 

No pleasure else is worth a thought. 

Nor shall I be deny VI, b ' 

Tho I am but a worm, 

Unworthy of his care ; 

The Lord will my desire perform. 

And grant me all my pray’r. 

XLIII. [ar.m. xxvL] 
SELF-ACQUAINTANCE 

HoRi'. accept a sinful heart, 

Which of itself complains 
And mourns, with much and frequent smart 
The evil, it contains. 

Tlxera fiery seals of auger lurk. 

Which often hurt my frame; 

And wait but for the tempters work, 

To tan them to a flame. 

Legality holds out a bribe 
To purchase life from thee ; 

And discontent would fain prescribe 
How thou shalt deal with me. 

While unbelief withstands thy grace, 

And puts the mercy by ; 

Presumption, with a brow of brass, 

Says, "Give me, or X die. !1 ■ 

How eager are my thoughts to roam 
In quest ot what they love ! 

•’ w hen duty calls them home, 

How heavily they move ! 

Oh, cleanse me in a Saviour’s blood. 

Transfom me by thy powY. 

Anil make me thy l>ejtov\l abode, ; 

■ And let me, rove' no more. 

XLin : ^2tx6ye3. tmm ttmitke*/* ' 
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XLIY, [Bk. hi. xxv Hi.] 
PRAYER FOR PATIENCE 
Lord, who hast suffer'd all for me 
My peace and pardon to procure: ’ 

The lighter cross I bear for thee 
Help me with patience to endure. 

The storm of loud repining hush 
I would m humble silence mourn ; 

^ tho ’ burning bush. 

Be angi y tlie crackling thorn ? 

*x r t i .. . 
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r™ , CTU ® t . tbill £ «»t Achau took. 

Bi ought Israel into just disgrace. 

Perhaps some golden wedge suppress’d 
home secret sin offends my God ■ ’ 

Perhaps that Babylonish vest 
belt-righteousness, provokes the rod. ie 
Ah ! were I buffeted all day, 

4 lock <1, crown'd with thorns, and spit upon 

1 yet should have no right to say, 1 P ’ 

My great distress is mine alone.' 

Let me not angrily declare 
No pain was ever sharp like mine; 

Nor murmur at the cross I bear, 

But rather weep, rememb'ring thine. 24 


XLy. [Bk*. m. xxixj 
SUBMISSION 

O Lord, my best desire fulfil, 

And help me to resign 

Life, health, and comfort to thy will 
And make tliy pleasure mine. 

1 sbrink afc thy command, 
Whose love forbids my fears » 

0l ‘ tremble at the gracious band 
That wipes away my tears? 

No, rather let me freely yield 
What most I prize to thee ; 

Who never hast a good withheld 
Or wilt withhold from me. 

1 Joshua vii, 10, 1.1, 
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Thy favor, all my journey thro'. 

Thou art engag'd to grant ; 

What else I want, or think I do. 

'Tis better still to want. 

Wisdom and mercy guide my way. 

Shall I resist them both ? 

A poor blind creature of a day. 

And crush'd before the moth ! 

But ah ! my inward spirit cries. 

Still bind me to thy sway : 

Else the next eloud that vails my skies. 
Drives all these thoughts away. 


XL VI. [Bk. m. xih-.j 

the happy change 

Hotv blest thy creature is, O God. 
When with a single eve. 

He views the lustre of thy word. 

The day-spring from on high : 

Thro’ all the storms that veil the skies 

_,A-nd frown on earthly things; 

1 he Sun of righteousness he eves, 

\v ith. healing on his wings. * 

Struck by that light, the human heart \ 
A barren soil no more : 

Sends the sweet smell of grace abroad 
Where serpents lurk'd before. 

Thewil, a dreary province once 
Ut Satan’s dark domain ; 

feels a new empire form'd within. 

Ami owns a heav'nly reign. 

The giorious orb, whose golden beams 
I he fruitful year control ; 

Since first, obedient to thy word 
He started from the goal : 

Hig cheer’d the nations, with the jovs 
His orient rays impart ; 

But Jesus, ’tis thy light alone. 

Can shine upon the heart, 

1 Isa* xxxv* V, 

XLV—Sft my] /« /&*& 
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XLYIT. [Bk. in, xlv.] 
RETIREMENT 

Far from the world, O Lord, I flee, 

1 mm strife and tumult far ; 

From scenes, where Satan wages still 
His most successful war. 

The calm retreat, the silent shade, 
With pray’r and praise agree ; 

And seem by thy sweet bounty made. 
For those who follow thee. 

There if thy Spirit touch the soul, 

And grace her mean abode ; 

Oh with what peace, and joy. and love, 
biie communes with her God r 

There like the nightingale she pours 
Her solitary lays ; 

Nor asks a witness of her song. 

Nor thirsts for human praise. 

Author and Guardian of my life. 

Sweet source of light divine ; 

And fall harmonious’ names in one) 

My Saviour ; thou art mine ! 

What thanks 1 owe thee, and what love 
A boundless, endless store ; 

Shall echo thro' the realms above, 

When time shall be no more, 

XL VIII. [Bk. hi. xlvij.] 

THE HIDDEN LIFE 

To tell the Saviour all my wants. 

How pleasing is the task ! 

Nor less to praise him when he grants 
Beyond what I can ask. 

My lab’ring spirit vainly seeks 
To tell but half the joy ; 

With how much tenderness he speaks. 
And helps me to reply. 

Nor were it wise, nor should I choose 
Such secrets to declare ; 

like precious wines their' taste they lose 
Expos'd to open air. 
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But this with, boldness X, proclaim. 

Nor care if thousands hear ; 

Sweet is the oin.tm.ent of Ms name. 

Not life is half so clear, ' . ' . if) 

And can you frown, my former friends, ; 

Who knew what once I was ; 

And blame the song that thus commends 
The man who bore the cross ? 

Trust me, 1 draw the likeness true. 

And not as fancy paints ; 

Such honour may he give to you, 

For such have all his saints, 24 

XLIX. [Bk. hi. xlviii] 

JOY AND PEACE IN BELIEVING 

Sometimes a light surprises 
The Christian while he sings : 

It is the Loed who rises 
With healing in his wings i 
When comforts are declining, 

He grants the soul again 
A season of clear shining 
To cheer it after rain. * 8 

In holy contemplation. 

We sweetly then pursue 
The theme of God's salvation, 

And, find it ever new ; 

Set free- from present sorrow, 

We cheerfully can say, 

E'en let th" unknown to-morrow f . 

Bring with it what It may. 10 

It can bring with it nothing 
But he will bear ns tlm/; 

Who gives the lilies clothing 
Will clothe his people tori': 

Beneath the spreading heavens. 

No creature but is fed : 

And he who feeds the ravens, 

Will give his children bread. 24 

Though vine, nor fig-tree neither \ 

Their wonted fruit should bear, ' 

The' all the fields should withe*, 

Nor .flocks, nor herds, be there i 
1 'Malt* vi *14, , 2 tilth iii, 17, IS, 

Though) The 1779. Sti *kmkl j shall- ha'rr altti&na. 27 &M«i 
M<X€nlut.m7. 
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Yet God the same abiding, ; 

His praise shall time my voice * 
for while in Mm confiding, * ? 
I cannot but rejoice. 


L. £Bk. m, xlix,} 
TRUE PLEASURES 


Lord, my soul with pleasure springs. 
When Jesus’ name I hear ; 

And when Gob the Spirit brings 
The word of promise near .* 
Beauties too, in holiness, 

Still delighted. I perceive ; 

For have words that can expre 
The joys thy precepts give. 


Cloth’d in sanctity and grace, 

How sweet it is to see 
Those who love thee as they pass, 
Or when they wait on thee ; 
Pleasant too, to sit and tell 
What we owe to love divine ; 

Till our grateful bosoms swell, 
And eyes begin to shine. 

Those the comforts I possess, 
Which Gob shall still increase 1 ; 
All his ways are pleasantness. 

And all his paths are peace ': 
Nothing Jesus did or spoke, 
Henceforth let me ever slight ; 

For 1 love his easy yoke 1 , 

And find his burden light. 


LI. [Bk. iii. L] 

THE CHRISTIAN 

Honour and happiness unite 
To make' the Christian's name a praise ; 
How fair the scene, how clear the light, 
That fills the remnant of his days ! 

A kingly character lie bears, 

No change his priestly office knows ; 
Unfading is the crown he wears, 

His joys can never reach a close. 

1 Frov, iii. 17. ~ Matt, xi. 30. 
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Adorn'd with glory from on high, 
guvatioa slimes upon Ms face f 
His robe is of tif etherial tire. 

His steps are dignity anti grace* 

Inferior honours lie disdains, 
m ? * | £?fP s |° 1 J ake applause from earth * 
k2 p£* tS himself, maintains 
Hr expenses of Ms heav’nly birth. 

The noblest creature seen below 
Ordain’d to fill a throne above - ’ 

God gives him all he can bestow, 

Mm kingdom of eternal love ! 

My semi is ravish'd at the thought I 
Metmnks from earth 1 see him rise* : 
Angels congratulate his lot. 

And shout him welcome to the skies ? 


LII. [Bk. in. lit] 

lively hope, and gracious fea: 

I was a groveling creature once, 

Ana basely deavrl to earth 1 
1 wfited spirit to renounce 
I he dot! that gave me birth. 

But God has breath’d upon a worm, 

_ And sent me. from above, 
mgs, such as clothe an angels form. 
Jhe mugs of joy and love. 

With these to Pisgahs top I Hr, 

And there delighted stand ; ’ 

ItjVHnv. beneath a shining sky, 
l he spacious promis'd land.' 

The Lord of all the vast domain 
Has promis'd it to me ; 

The length and breadth of all the plain 
As tar as iaith can see. * ' ? 

How glorious is mv privilege 1 
To thee for help I call; *° ' 
i stand upon a mountain’s edge 
Oh save me, lest I fall : 

Tho much exalted in the Lord, 

My strength is not mv own ■ 

Then let me tremble at his word 
And none shall east me down. ' 
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MIL [Bk. hi. lvii.] 

FOR THE POOR 

When Hagar found the bottle spent 1 * 
And wept o'er Ishmael ; 

A message from the Lord was sent 
To guide her to a well. 

Should not Elijah's cake and erase 3 
Convince us at this dav, 

A gracious God will not refuse 
Provisions by the way? 

His saints and servants shall he fed. 

The promise is secure ; 

” Bread shall be giv'n them” he has said. 
Their water shall he sure V 

Bepasts far richer they shall prove. 

Than all earth’s dainties are : 

*Tis sweet to taste a Saviours love, 
rlio f in the meanest fare. 

To Jesus then your trouble bring, 

Nor murmur at your lot ; 

While you are poor, and he is King*, 

1 cm shall not be forgot. 


LIT. [BK.rn.kiJ 
MY SOUL THIRSTETH FOR GOD 

I THIRST, but not as once I did, 

The vain delights of earth to share ; 

Thy wounds, Emmanuel, all forbid, 

That I should seek my pleasures there. 

It was the sight of thy clear cross, 

First wean’d my soul from earthly things ; 
And taught me to esteem as dross, 

The mirth of fools and pomp of kings. S 

I want that grace that springs from thee. 

That quickens all things where it flows ; 

And makes a wretched thorn, like me, 

Bloom as the myrtle, or the rose. 


1 ^Gen. xxi. 151 - I King* xvii. 14. 3 Da. xxxiu. 16. 

- 1 LIII— 3 A message f ’roni ] An angel of A* 8 provision A, 

B 1^ fe&B - It *9,2782, A, ; as ■ he later edct 13 Repasts] Delights 
A* 1 i troubles *4, HI \\ lule . , . and] Supply in sure wh ile A . 
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Dear fountain of delight unknown 
longer sink. Mow the brim ; 

But overflow, anc! pour me clown' 

A living, and life-giving stream ! 

For sure, of all the plants that share 
The notice of thy Father’s eye ; 

Xone proves less grateful to his cave, 

Or yields him meaner fruit than I. 

LV. [Bit. in. Ixii.j 

LOVE CON STRAININ' G TO OBEDIENCE 
No strength of Nature can suffice 
To serve the Lord aright : 

And what she has. she misapplies. 

For want of clearer light. 

How long beneath the law I lav 
In bondage and distress ! 

I toil’d the precept to oliey. 

But toil’d without success. 

Then to abstain from outward .sin 
Was more than I could do : 

rl' J f I , feel its PoWr within. 

1 feel I hate it too. 

Then all my servile works were done 
A righteousness to raise : 

Amv, freely chosen in the Son, 

I freely choose his ways, j 

What shall I do, was then the word 
That I may worthier grow ? 
what shall I render to the Lmm ? 

Is my enquiry now. 

To see the Law by Christ fulfill’d. 

And hear Ms pard'ning voice i 
Changes a slave into a child 1 
And duty into choice. <> 


THE HEART HEALED AND 
CHANGED BY MERCY 
Sis enslav’d me many yeans, 

And led me boundand blind - 
TUI at length a thousand fears 
t-ame swarming o’er my mind. 

. 1 .Korn,. ' 


1.V titii iiw, 




OLXEY HYMNS 

^ * sa *d } 11 distress, ' 
will these sinful pleasures end? ■ 
How shall 1 secure my peace. 

And make the Lord my friend ? 

Fiiencls and ministers said much 
The gospel to enforce; 

Biit my blindness still was such, 

I chose, a legal course : 

Much I fasted, watch’d and strove 
Scarce would shew my face abroad, 
Fear cl, almost, to speak or move 
A stranger still to God. 


I bus afraid to trust his grace 
r Long time did I rebel ; 

Till, despairing of my case, 

Down at his feet I fell ; 

Then my stubborn heart he broke 
And subdu’d me to his sway : 

By a simple word he spoke." ■ 

Thy sins are done away.”' 


LVII. [Be. m. Ixiv.J 
HATRED OF SIN 


Holy Loud God j I love thy truth. 

Is or dare thy least commandment slight - 
\ et pierc’d by sin, the serpent’s tooth! 

I mourn the anguish of the bite. 

But the*' the poison lurks within. 

bids me still with patience wait: 
iill death shall set me free from sin 
Free from the only thing I hate. 

Had I a throne above the rest, 

Where angels and archangels dwell ; 

One sin, unslain, within my breast. 

Would make that heav’n as dark as hell. 

The pris’ner, sent to breathe fresh air. 
And bless ’d with liberty again, 

Would mourn, were he condemn'd to wear 
One link of all his former chain. 


But oh 1 no foe invades the bliss. 

When glory crowns the Christian’s head ; 
One view of Jesus as he is, 

Will strike all sin for ever dead. 
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LV1II. [Bk. ui. jxviti.J 

the sew convert 

chiM of Sospel-Rmm 
tee , whe “ summers nish, 
Beneatt Ehmaxcel’s shining face ’ 
«rt$ up bis blooming branch on high. 

No fears he feels, he sees no foe* 

No conflict yet his faith employs. 

A or has lie learnt to whom he owes 
Ihe strength and peace his soul enjoys. 
But sin soon darts its cruel sting. 

And, comforts sinking day by dav. 
v\ hat seem’d his own. a self -fed sprin" 
P !° VeS ** a broHk tIiaf glides away. °* 

3, hen Gideon arm’d his numerous host. 

Anri ***™*A*U» numbers less/ 
:y Kl fcSait ^ Israel vainly boast \ 
ily arm procur'd me this success, 

Thus will he bring our spirits clown, 
ebbing comforts low ; 
imt mv a by grace, but not our own 
* ■ & ma y not claim tin? praise we owe’ 


UX. (Bk. m. ixix.'j 

true and false comforts 

(.) Gon, whose favourable eye 
the sm-siek soul revives*; 

and heav’nly is the joy 
Jhy shining presence gives. 

Not; such as hypocrites suppose*. 

'? tb « graceless heart, 
taste not oi thee, but drink a dose 
Piepard by Satan’s art. 
Intoxicating joys are theirs, 

Ar N bo wbile they boast their light. 
And seem to soar above the stars 
Are plunging into night.” 

Mra in a soft and fatal sleep, 
ey s»,.and yet rejoice: 

\ ere they j n( feed the Saviour’s m 
ould they not hear his voice i 

, ! Jutfeiivl.t, Z 


m 
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B< L* u i ue Cm comforts, that reclaim 
The soul from Satan's pow'r • 
That make me blush for what i am 
And hate my sin the more. ’ 

’Tis joy enough, my All in All, 

At thy dear feet to lie ; 

Thou wilt not let me lower fall, 

And none can higher fly. 


LX, [ Bs. hi. Ixxi.J 
A LIVING AND A DEAD FAITH 
The Lord receives his highest praise, 
kmnlfle m inds and hearts sincere: 
VTule all the loud professor says 
Oftends the righteous Judge's ear. 
do walk as children of the day ; 

To mark the precepts’ holv light : 

To wage the warfare, watch and pray, 
bhew who are pleasing in his sigh t. 

Not words alone it cost the Lord, 

Fo purchase pardon for his own ; 

X or will a soul, l>y grace restor'd. 

Return the Saviour words alone. 

With golden hells, the priestly vest *, 

Ana rich pomegranates border'd round, 
Ihe need of holiness express’d. 

And call'd for fruit, as well as sound. 
Easy, indeed, it were to reach 
A mansion in the courts above. 

If swelling words, and fluent speech 
.Might serve, instead of faith and love. 

But none shall gain the blissful place, 

Or God s unclouded glory see ; 

J 1 } ™ talks of free and sovereign grace 
unless tli at grace lias made him free, ? 


LXI, [Be:* iil Ixxii.] 

abuse of the gospel 

Too many, Lord, abuse thy grace, 

In this licentious clay ; 

while they boast they see thv face, 
They turn their own away. 

, , w ^ ■ ■ ■ 1 Exod. xxviii. S3. 

LX— 0 precepts 1779, LXI — Untitled Autinomiaus in 
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Thy Book' displays a gracious light 
That can the blind restore ; 

But these are dazzled by the sight;. 

And blinded still the more. ‘ ,8 

The pardon, such presume upon, 1 
They do not beg, but steal ; ■ 

And when they plead it at thy throne, 

Oh, where's the Spirit's seal ? 

Was it for this, ye lawless tribe. 

The dear Redeemer bled ; 

Is this the grace the saints imbibe 
From Christ the living head ' 18 

Ah Lord, we know thy chosen few 
Are fed with heav’nly fare ; 

But these, the wretched husks they chew, 
Proclaim them what they are. 

The liberty our hearts implore 
. Is not to live in sin ; 

But still to wait at Wisdom's door, 

Till Mercy calls us in. 24 


LX IX [Bk* in. kxiiL] 

THE NARROW WAY 

What thousands never knew the road ? 

What thousands hate it when Tis known : 
None but the chosen tribes of G-oix 
Will seek or choose it for their own, 

A thousand ways in ruin end. 

One only leads to joys on high ; 

By that my willing steps ascend, 

Pleas' VI with a journey to the sky, 8 

No more I ask, or hope to finch 
Delight or happiness below'; 

Sorrow may well possess the mind 
That feeds where thorns and thistles grow. 

The joy that fades is not for me, 

I mek immortal joys above ; 

There, glory without end shall be 

The bright reward of faith and love. 16 

Cleave to the world ye sordid worms, 
Contented lie* your native dust.; 

But Gon. shall -fight, with all his storms, 
Against the idol of your trust* , 

JLXi'r'12 Shiriifc] Gubar! J, 
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LXIII. [Bk. m. Ixxiv*] 

.DEPENDANT-! 

To keep the lamp alive 
' Witli oil we fill, the bowl ; 

*Tis water make* the willow thrive, 

And grace that feeds the soul. 

The Lord's unsparing hand 
Supplies the living stream ; 

It is not at our own command, 

But still deriv'd from him. 8 

Beware of Peters word % 

Nor confidently say, 

“ I never will deny thee, Lord,” ■ 

But “grant I never may."* 

Man's wisdom is to seek . 

His strength in Crop alone ; 

And e'en an angel wouldbe weak, 

Who trusted in Ms own, 18 

Retreat beneath his wings, 

And in his grace confide ; 

TMs more exalts the King of kings 3 
Than all your works beside. 

In Jksus is our store, ■ 

Grace issues from his throne ; 

Whoever says, I. want no more,” 

Confesses he has none, 24 

LX IV. [Bk, m, Ixxv.] 

NOT OF WORKS 

Grace, triumphant in the throne, 

Scorns a rival, reigns alone ; 

Gome and how beneath her sway, 

Cast your idol -works away : 

Works of man, when made Ms plea, 

Never shall accepted be ; 

Fruits of pride (vain-glorious worm) 

Are the best he can perform. " 8 

Self, the god his soul adores, 

Influences all his pow’rs ; 

Jesus is a slighted name, 

Self-advancement all his aim : 

■ ■ 1 Matt, xx vi. 33. 5 John vi. 29. 
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But when Gob the' Judge shall come. 

To pronounce the final doom, 

Then for rocks and. bills to hide 

All his works and all his pride,! , If* 

Still the toasting heart replies. 

What ! ' the worthy and the wise, 

Friends to temperance and peace. 

Have not these a righteousness ? 

Banish ev'ry 'vain pretence 
Built on human excellence ; 

Perish evTy thing in man. 

But the grace that never can. 24 

LXV. [Bk. iii. Ixxx.j 
PRAISE FOR FAITH 

Op all the gifts thine hand bestows, 

Thou Giver of all good ! 

Not; heaven itself a richer knows. 

Than my Redeemers Mood, 

Faith too, the blocxl-receivmg grace,, 

From the same hand we gain ; 

Else, sweetly as it suits our case. 

That, gift had been in vain, 8,, 

Till thou thy teaching potvT* apply, 

Our hearts refuse to me ; 

And weak, as a distemper’d eye, 

Shut out the view of thee. *' 

Blind to the merits of thy Son, 

What mis ry we endure ! 

Yet fly that hand,, from which alone 
We could expect a cure. 16 

We praise thee, and would praise thee more, 

To thee our all we owe ; 

The precious Saviour, and the powr 
That makes him precious too. 

LX.VL [Bk. iii. kxxi] 

GRACE AND PROVIDENCE 

Amna.UTV King! whose wondVous hand, 
Supports the weight of mu and land; 

Whose grace is such a toumlfes store. 1 , ■ 

No heart shall break that sigh* for more; 
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Tby Providence supplies -my food ' 

And ’tis thy blessing makes it good : 

My eon! is nourish'd by thy word, 

• Let son! and body praise the Lord. 

My streams of outward comfort came 
From him, who built this earthly frame: 
Whate er I want his bounty gives 
By whom my soul for ever lives. ’ 


hither his hand preserves from pain, 
Or, if I feel it, heals again ; 
from Satan's malice shields my breast, 
Or overrules it for the best. 

Forgive the song that falls so low 
Beneath the gratitude I owe ! 

It means thy praise, however poor, 

An angel’s song can do no more. 


LXVH. [Bk. hi. Ixxxiii.] 

I WILL PRAISE THE LORD AT ALL TIME S 
Winter, Las a joy for me, 
vv Me the Saviour's charms I read. 

Lowly, meek, from blemish free, 
in the snow-drop’s pensive head. 

Spring returns, and brings along 
Life-mvigorating suns : 

Hark ! the turtle’s plaintive song, 

Seems to speak his dying grones! 8 

Summer has a thousand charms, 

All expressive of his worth ; 

"Tis his sun that lights and warms, 

His the air that cools the earth. 

What ! has autumn left to say 
Nothing, of a Saviour’s grace ? 

Yes, the beams of milder day 

Tell me of his smiling face. 16 

appears with early dawn, 

While the sun makes haste to rise, 
bee his bleeding beauties, drawn 
'■ On tlxe blushes of the skies. 

Ev’ning, with a silent pace. 

Slowly moving in the west, 

Shews an emblem of his grace, 

Points -to an eternal rest. 24 





ffir <w 

t: ' lt ' e !t iis il»? prodat.-t.iuii of Cwvpi-r."]'' ‘ " U J ' ,tI ’° MJt! «di- 

To Jkscs , the Crown of my Hope 
My sou) is m haste to be gone ; 
u “ ht f r »», ye cherubiins. "up. 

Ana watt me away to his throne ' 

MySaviour. whom absent 1 love. 
ww° m not having: seen I adore ; 

\ hose name is exalted above 
Ail glory, dominion, and power ; s 

“vKlw" 1 th f b03Kl ‘ thllt detains 

My fcoui from her portion in thee 
And strike off the adamant chains." ’ 

And make me eternally free. 

^ hen that happy iera begins. 

\*«r«f Uam ‘ ? ’ d iu tb y h - ;mt y I Shine 

aoy 1111 Tr hy ray sins. ’ 

the bosom on which I recline : lf? 

be remov'd. 

T ¥ ie thy brightness be pour'd 

1 itiiln et hl ? 3 w hom absent I lov’d. 

I shall see whom unseen I ador’d. ’ 

A Wi?Wni^* Cr "IT * haI1 the fears, 
wi w, r r teraptation.s. and woes. 

TnS, t rk ; en thi * vallf 'y <> f «***< 

Intrude on my blissful repose • u 

Oi\ if yet remember’d above. 

1*SSte°° sad . ness shall raise. 

wSSuH^V™^^ sm md from paiD 

l l Ah * 1 vham V/r iV?»fc * * detain Gnmlwwc* 
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HYMN 

FOR THE t'SE OF THE SUNDAY SCHOOL AT OLYEY 
Written Aug., i m Published ISOS. 3 

thy dwflSil pU e “ d pray ’ r ’ 

And teught^^thy^fece 

T And S i^f by Wor ?’ and for thy day • 

Abo, grant ns, we implore 4 * 

^l! er £° was te in sinful play 
Tliy holy sabbaths more. 

o 

Thanks that we hear,— but Oh miiiart 
To each desires sincere ’ P&rt 
That we may listen with our heart 
And learn, as well as hear. 

For if vain thoiights the minds engage 
Of older tar than we, b ° 

What- hope that, at our heedless age 
Our minds should e'er be free ? ** * 

*&&& if tho F oul ‘ spirits take 
Imder thy gracious sway, 

Y-ho const, the wisest wiser make, 

And babes as wise as they. 

Wisdom and bliss thy word bestows. 

A sun that ne'er declines, 

And be tby mercies show’r'd on those 
w ho plac d us where it shines. 

5 thy day] this day ISOS, 


Hi 


24 
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THE NATIVITY 

POEME HEBOIQUE.-Vol. 4, § 4. 

CTli©'. translations -from Madame' Guion were written during- the 
first six months of 1782, at the request of William Bull, They 
. ■ , were 1 first published by Bull in 1801, from a fair copy presented 
to him by Gowper (see notes at the end of the volume for Bull’s 
. preface). The Ash MSS. contain copies of all the translations 
except Living Water, and Acquiescence of Pure Love ; hut the 
readings of the' 1801 edition, except where misprinted, must 
almost always be preferred to those of the MSS., which are 
all earlier drafts, many being full of interlineations and erasures. 
The most' interesting verbal variants are given in the foot- 
notes. A MS, of Scenes Favourable to Meditation , enclosed in 
a letter to Unwin, is in the British Museum.] 

’Tis Folly all — let me no more be told 
Of Parian porticos, and roofs of gold ; 

Delightful views of Nature dress’d by Art, 
Enchant no longer this indiffrent heart ; 

The Lord of all things, in his humble birth, 

Makes mean the proud magnificence of Earth ; 

The straw, the manger, and the mouldering wall, 
Eclipse its lustre ; and I scorn it all. 

Canals, and fountains, and delicious vales, 

Green slopes, and plains whose plenty never fails ; 
Deep-rooted groves, whose heads sublimely rise, 11 
Earth-born, and yet, ambitious of the skies ; 

TV abundant foliage of whose gloomy shades, 
Vainly the sun in all its pow’r invades; 

Where warbled airs of sprightly birds resound ; 
Whose verdure lives while winter scowls, around ; 
Rocks, lofty mountains, caverns dark and deep, 
And torrents raving down the rugged steep; 
Smooth downs, whose fragrant herbs the spirits 
cheer; 

Meads, crown’d with flow’rs ; streams musical and 
clear, 20 

Whose silver waters, and whose murmurs, join 
Then: artless charms, to make the scene divine ; 

The fruitful vineyard, and the furrow’d plain. 

That seems a rolling sea of golden grain ; 

All, all have lost the charms they once possess’d ; 
An infant God reigns sovereign in my breast ; 

From Bethl’em’s bosom I no more will rove ; 

There dwells the Saviour, and there rests my love. 

Ye mightier rivers, that with sounding force 
Urge down the valleys your impetuous course ! SO 

' ; . 3 views .. . . Art] scenes where nature' vies with Art A . 8 proud] 

vain A. 12 Affect the clouds, and push into the skies A* 
13 The plenteous A. M The sun, in all his pow’r, in vain 
Invades A,, 
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Winds, clouds, and lightnings: and ve waves 

whose heads ' ’ 

Curl'd into monstrous forma, the seaman dreads * 
Horrid abyss, where all experience fails, 
bpread with the wreck of planks and shatter'd sails ■ 

WV ;T h n , br ? 1K 2 bacb #»“ Death triumphant rides’ 
Vhile havoek floats on all thy swelling tides ’’ 
t hy shores a scene of ruin, strew'd around 
Wrth vessels bulged, and bodies of the drown'd ’ 

\e Fish, that sport beneath the boundless waves 
And rest, secure from man, in rockv caves : m 

bvnft darting sharks, and whales of hideous size 
yi 15 ? 8 II th.auuatic world with terror eves’ ’ 
Meu. 1 but Faith immov e&hlB and true, 

I might clef;- the fiercest storm, like yon : 
rhe world, a more disturb'd and boist'rous sea 
When Jesus shows a smile, affrights not me • 

He hides me. and in vain the billows roar. ' ’ 

..d^eah harmless at my feet, and leave the shore, ' 

^ night 16 Vi!Ult Where ’ tIm >ugb gloom of 

KJCh C0UntJeSS WOrl(ls ^ light! 
iloon whose car, encompassing the skies" si 
Restores lost nature to our wondring eves' 1 

Agam retiring,' when the blighter Sun ‘ 

.Begins the mxwse he $eutng in haste to run 1 
Behold him where he shines ! His rapid m VS 
Themselves unmeasured, measure all ,mr days . 
Nothing impedes the racy be would pursue." 

A 'it es,: "H*‘ s his penetrating view. ’ 

An^fin 1 , 1 ! 1 i an ‘ ls cont!( f* ? lis *|riick’nihg heat, 

A r! aI 3 bt! <hl V*\ im ' fruitful fair, and sweet CO 
t F*t 2 rom , eil 3 o ymg what these scenes disclose 

att ra ' hnt ,,iLss roZr 

l<xi well I know fins aching heart re, mires 
More solid good to fill its vast desdres • 
ww? .®fyjeprreent his matchless might 

Theh- fom primaeval night ; 

l y but augment my woe : 

iyffllr* .5 s °£ those ebanns tliev show • 

t he w '>rW he made, 

1 Infinite fi.tl' IV f 11 1 T1 ? lst *? r cu «* or aid. 70 
WtoSe H u ^ at unnvall'd Oxk ! 
w hose glorj- makes a blot of yonder smi * 

'^<M^|iiBe,liiwr dim his beauty seems, 

H quench d the radiance of his golden teams ! 

JLi T 1 * 


44 1 My miml would foravt 


J;* r* * M WUI« wrJiVL* A\ 1 1 1 1 : 

ital A. tlii oat ut dwpl forth hx>ui »rf ; 


;h . , 3 uuittk’ttttigl 



FROM MADAME GUION 


481 


80 


90 


^iou art my bliss, the light by which I move 
In thee alone dwells all that I can love ‘ 

All darkness flies when thoxi art pleal’d farmer 
A sndden spnng renews the fading ' year . PP 
Whei e e er I turn, I see thy power and ^race 
The watchful guardians of our heedless race 
Ihy vanous creatures in one strain agree ’ 

Ev ’n m T al H« ' 3S + and P^ces, speak of th ee ^ 

E torjS Cm il1g beart and stammering 

Attempt thy praise, and join the een’ral snncf 
Almighty Former of this wondroifs nla^ g * 
Faintly refleeted in thine imageS Z ’ 

Holy and just, — the greatness of whose name 
thi% ^iversal feme ^ 

wJ^art SS th ’ infinitude of sP^e, 

who an thyself thine own vast dwellin^-nl^A • 

» -«?S“ ’ 

x^iscerns, eluding our most active now’rs • 

Tint vlKS eS att ?? tbine throne, 
imt \eil thy lace, and keep thee still unknown * 

Lo^ n Zl’JT gh ^ Wellin ^ il1 °ur inmost S ’ 
p ot the thoughts, and Sovereign of the heart > 

^God^Hke^ 5h??? n f truth that nerer fires.‘ t ' 
ctou is like the God my soul desires • 

Great « hfi7^° e hB Y a tremMes - evek He, 

7 nl X s , h V \ b nows h °w to stoop to me ; ' IOC 
smiling Infant laid, ° ' 
iieavn, Eaifch, and Sea, exist!”— and the vobpvvi 

£boi5o^ OSe Bei f- g sweIls heyond the skies? 3 ' 
°‘- woman, lives, and mourns, and dies- 
S™ a J and Immortal, seems to cast " ’ 

iiiat glory from his brows, and breathes Im 

JS* !*? ™w«-t S5atS3» 

and vanish at the thought 2 
faweet Solitude, and scene of my renose * 
B® r "j 10 ^ght assuages all my woes— ' 
th e hord whom I adore • 

He isnrr « S a Shade ’ tIiat 1 Pursue no more. 
firm support, my rock, my tow’r 
beneath his shelfring pow’r 
tIus mean retrea * f °r ever dear, ’ 

T tv ?L sonl ’ s flight, is here, 
i see th’ Almighty swath’d ™ ,v,hw 


110 



And i f e dimeter-bearer’s hands ! 
WhlX v^ shed , tbat “ystery discern, 1 19 

h ch Faith and Love, and they alone, can learn. 

84 Attempt] Aim at A. 87 whose] thy A..' 

K 
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Ye tempests. spare the slumbers of your Lord I 
Ye zephyrs, all your whisper'd sweets afford ! 
Confess the God that guides the rolling year,: 
Heav'n, do him homage : and thou Earth, revere! 
Ye Shepherds, Monarchy Sages, hither bring 
Your hearts an off Ting, and' adore your King ! 

Pure be those hearts, and rich in Faith and Love ; 
Join in his praise, tlF harmonious worlds alcove ; 

To BethTem haste, rejoice in his repose. 

And praise him there for all that ho bestows? 130 
'Mam busy Man, alas ! can ill afford 
T obey the summons, and attend the Lord ; 
Perverted reason revels and runs wild. 

By glittering shows of pomp and wealth beguil'd ; 
And, blind to genuine excellence and grace, 

Finds not her Author in so mean a place, 

Ye unbelieving ! learn a wiser part, 

Distrust your erring sense, and search your heart ; 
There, soon ye shall perceive a kindling flame 
Glow for that Infant God from whom if came ; 1,40 
Resist’ not, quench not that divine desire, 

Melt all your adamant in heavenly lire ! 

Not so will I requite thee, gentle Love ! 

Yielding and soft this heart shall ever prove ; 

And evT y heart beneath thy power should fall. 
Glad to submit, could mine contain them all 
But I am poor, oblation t have none, 

None for a Saviour, but Himself .alone : 

WhateVr I render thee, from time it v.ame i 
And if I give my body to the flame, 150 

My patience, love* and energy divine 
Of heart and soul and spirit, all are thine. 

Ah vain attempt V expunge the mighty score ! 

The more I pay. I owe thee still the more, 

Upon my meanness, poverty, and guilt, 

The trophy of thy glory shall he built ; 

My self -disdain shall be tlr unshaken base. 

And my deformity its fairest grace : 

For destitute of Good and rich in 111, 

Must he my state and my description still. 160 
And do I grieve at such a humbling lot ? 

Nay, hut I cherish and enjoy the thought— 

Vain pageantry and pomp of Earth, adieu ? 

I have no wish., no memory for you ;■ 

,129, 180 rejoice in. . , there] that scene of hin repose. There yield 
hi m thanks A , 136 Author] Sov’wm pn A , 1,45 evYy heart] 
all that are A . Wswcl yield. a. 100 

pfchu* A* 
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The more I feel my mis'ry, I adore 
The sacred Inmate of my soul the more • 

Rich m his Love, I feel my noblest pride 
Spring from the sense of having nought beside 
In thee I find wealth . r e - 
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M iwtiTv • ‘ v "“ suom mnnite 
that I have, I give thee ; and then see 
aii contrarieties unite in thee ; 
h or thou hast join’d them, taking up our woe 
And pourrng out thy bliss on worms below ’ 

By filling with thy grace and love divine ' 

A gulph of Evil in this heart of mine. 

T* 1 !? i? to ^ the valleys rise, 

And the hills sink— ’tis matching' earth and 
I feel my weakness, thank thee, and deplore L 

The a S!?e g I h W at T h «° bs to thank tkee more ? 
ine moie i lo\e thee, I th© more renravpi iqi 

A soul so lifeless, and so slow to love ; 

Till, on a deluge of thy mercy toss’d, 

I plunge into that sea, and there am lost. 

GOD NEITHER KNOWN NOR LOVED 
BY THE WORLD 
Vol. 2, Cantiqde 11 

try, beneath this grove. 

Which shall be loudest in our Maker’s praise 1 
In quest ot some forlorn retreat I rove 
l or all theworld is blind, and wanders fromhiswavs. 
That God alone should prop the sinking soul 
Iifis them with rage against his empire now • 
l traverse earth in vain from pole to pole 
io seek one simple heart, set free from all below. 8 

They speak of Love, yet little feel its swav. 

While m their bosoms many an idol lurks';’ 

I heir base desires well satisfied obey 
Leave the Creator’s hand, and lean upon his works. 
Yis therefore I can dwell with man no more • 
your fellowship, ye warblers ! suits me best •’ 

TW™S % i e haS ! ost i i s P riCe > though priz’d of yore, 
Profan d by modern tongues, and slighted as a jest. 

^4, who form’d you for his praise alone, 17 
Beholds his purpose well fulfill’d in you : 

Come, let us join the Choir before Ms throne 
artakmg m his praise with spirits just and true ! 

Title on. A. « our] his A . 20 just] pure A. 



484 TRANSLATIONS 

Yes, I will always love ; and, as I ought, 

Ttuae to the praise of Love my ceaseless voice ; 
Preferring Love too vast for human thought, ' 

In spite of erring men, who' cavil at my choice, 24 

Why have I not a thousand thousand hearts, ■ 

Lord of my soul l that they might all he thine i 
If thou approve — the zeal thy smile imparts, 

How. should it ever fail : Can such a lire decline? 

Love, pure and holy, is a deathless fire ; 

Its object heav’nly, it must ever blaze ; 

Eternal Love a God must needs inspire, 

When once he wins the heart, and fits’ it for his praise. 

Self-love dismiss'd — "tis then we live indeed— 33 
In her embrace, death, only death, is found ; 

Come them, one noble effort, and succeed, 

Cast off the chain of Self with which thy soul is 

bound J 

Oh ! I would cry that all the world might hear. 

Ye self-tonnaitors, love your God alone ; 

Let his uaequiiird Excellence be dear, 

Bear to 'your inmost souls, and make him all your 
. own ! * 40 ' 

They hear me not— alas! how fond to rove 
In endless chase of Polly s specious lure ! 

‘Tis here alone, beneath this shady grove, 

I taste the sweets of Truth—* here only am secure, 

THE SWALLOW , 

Voi, 2, CAXTtyci: or 

I am fond of the Swallow -I learn from her flight, 

Had I skill to improve it, a lesson of Love : 

How seldom on earth do we see her alight ! 

She dwells in the skies, she is ever above. 

It is on the wing that she takes her repose. 
Suspended, andjpoicftl in the regions of air, 

’Tis not in our fields that her sustenance grows, 

It is wing'd like herself, Tis ethereal fare. 8 

She comes in the Spring, all the Summer she stavs* 
And dreading the cold, still follows the sun— * " 
So, true to our Love, we should covet his rays. 

And theplacewherehe shines not, immediatelV^hun; 
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Om be Love, and our nourishment 

It is dangerous food that we find upon earth • 

SfteSa'i " sr* • 

in itseit it is hurtful, as vile m its birth. 16 

Tis rarely, if ever, she settles below, 

And only when building a nest for her voinw 
P ere it not for her brood, she would never bestow 
A thought upon any thing filthy as dung 

ourselves (’tis a mortal abode) 

Let*us ? 10 ? ien . t ' in infi nite Love ; 

Thlt lefds hf S Wmter< and follow the road 
ihat leads to the day-spring appearing above. 24 

THE TRIUMPH OP HEAVENLY LOVE 
DESIRED 

You 2 , Gaxtkji’e 2ai> 

Ah: reign, wherever Man is found. 

My Spouse, beloved and divine ! 

^ am I'ich, and I abound, 

When ev’ry human heart is thin e. 

A thousand sorrows pierce my soul, 

ali are uot thine own : 

• be a< ? 01 ' d from pole to pole ; 

Where is thy zeal f arise, be known 1 § 

All hearts are cold, in ev’ry place, 
i et earthly good with warmth pursue • 
Dissoive them with a flash of grace, ’ 

Thaw these of ice, and give us new ! 

A j 1SH r ATIVE description op the 

PROCEDURE OP DIVINE LOVE 
BRIN G IN O A SOUL TO ■ THE POT'VT rvi? qx^t 

renunciation and absolute acquiescence 

Vol. 2, Caktiqub 110 
Twas my purpose, on a day, 

To embark and sail away • 

As I climb’d the vessel’s side, 

Love was sporting in the tide; 

Come, ” he said— “ ascend— make haste, 

Eatrncn into tlie Boundless waste. ” $ 

. IW "’*7 T Sai ** »■*«! 

- 1 « i *»^3ar4- - **• *» 



TR A N fs LA TI OX r$ 

Many mariners were there. 

Having each his sep'rate care ; 

I hey that row'd us, held their eyes 
Fixt upon the starry skies ; 

Others steer’d, or turn'd the sails 
To receive the shifting gales. 

Love, with pow’r divine supplied, 
{suddenly my courage tried ; 

In a moment it was night. 

Ship, and skies, were out of sight - 
On the briny wave I lay, 

Floating rushes all my stay. 

Did I with resentment burn 
At this unexpected turn ? 

Did I wish myself on shore, 

Never to forsake it more ? 

No— “ my soul,” I cried, “ be still : 

If I must be lost. I will,” 

Next, he hasten'd to convey 
Born my frail supports away ; 
geixxl my rushes ; bade the waves 
lawn into a thousand graves : 

Down I went and sunk” as lead, 
.Ocean dosing o'er my head, 

. Hti.ll, however, life was safe'; 

And i saw him turn and laugh ; 
USW’ b* eried,, “adieu ! lie low, 
liile the wintry storms shall blow ; 
when the spring has ealnrd the main, 
lou shall rise and float again/’ 

Boon I saw Mm, with dismay, 

Spread his plumes, and, soar&wav ; 
Jt ow I mark his rapid flight, 

Aow he leaves my aching sight : 

S? l f ^ on . e whom I adore',, 

’Txs m vain to seek' Mm more,, 


Hfev I trembled then, and fear’d, 
Dove had disappeared I 
^Wiltthoii leave me thus/' I cried, 
whelm d beneath the roiling tide V s 
Vain attempt to reach his ear’!' 

Dove was gone, and would not hear, 


18 


IS 


24 


m 


8G 


42 


48 
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Ah ! return, and love me still ; 
bee me subject to thy will ; 

Irown with, wrath, or smile with grace 
Only let me see thy face ! ’ 

Evil I have none to fear, 

All is good, if thou art near. 


Yet he leaves me —cruel fate ! 

Leaves me in my lost estate— 

Have I sinn’d ? Oh. say wherein : 

Tell me, and forgive rny sin ! 

King, and Lord, whom I adore 
Shall I see thy face no more ? ’ 

Be not angry ; I resign. 

Henceforth, all my Will to thine ; 

I consent that thou depart, 

Though thine absence breaks my heart ; 
Go then, and. for ever too : 

AH is right that thou wilt do. 

This was just what Love intended 
He -was now no more offended • 

Soon as I became a child, 

Love return’d to me and smil’d • 

Aever strife shall more betide 
Twixt the Bridegroom and his Bride. 


A CHILD OF GOD LONGING TO SEE 
HIM BELOVED 

Vol. 2, C ANTIQUE 144 

Thebe's not an Eccho round me, 

But I am glad should learn 
How pure a fire has found me, 

The Love with which I burn. 

For none attends with pleasure 
To what I would reveal ; 

They slight me out of measure. 

And laugh at all I feel. 

The rocks receive less proudly 
The story of my flame ; 

When I approach, they loudly 
Reverberate my name. 

Title] The desire of a new born soul to see God beloved I 
, 10 story] tidings A. 



translations 

I speak to them of sadness. 
rm An< ! f^taforte at a stand ; 

•they bid me look for gladness. 
And better days at band. ’ 

Far from all habitation, 

I heard a happy sound ; 

Big with the consolation 
That I have often found : 

I said, “iiiy lot is sorrow, 
r My .grief has no alloy;" 

T3ie rocks replied— “ to-morrow. 
To-morrow brings thee ,iuy." 


These sweet and secret tidings, 
\v hat bliss it is to hear ! 

For spite of all my (hidings. 

ily weakness and mv fear. 
iN ««*««■ 1 receive them. 

Than I forget my pain. 

And happy to believe them. 

I love as much again, 

I fly to scenes romantic, 
where never men resort ; 
tor m an age so frantic, 

, hnpiefcy is sjjon ; 
tor riot «nrl confusion. 

They barter things above . 
Lundemning. as delusion, 
the joy of perfect Love. 


* o. 1 1 1 js rs 


None hears what I express ; 
leaver <1 from the monwv, 
What peat’ll do I possess 1 
Beneath the boughs reclining. 

Or roving o'er the* wild. 

■* as tmdesigmisg, 

Aacl harmless <is a child . 

troubles here surprise me 
I innocently play, ' 

\ liile providence supplies me. 
And guards me all the dav : 
■My.ckmr ami kind defender* 
Preserves me safe Iv here. 
From men of pomp and sptendo 
W ho filial child with fear. 



MADAME GUIOJST 4 S: 

aspirations of the soul after god 

„ „ Yoh * 2 » Cantique 95 

My Spouse I in whose presence T 
Sole object of all my^lshes ^ 

Who know’st what a flame I conceive 
And canst easily double its fires - ’ 

How pleasant is all that J meet - ’ 

T W? m fear ° f adversity ±“e 

1 B^i e ,I en v® orrow made sweet, 

Because tis assign’d me by Thee. s 

Transported I see thee display 

I havn and glory divine ; 

I have only my life to repay 

Th? Silt « 1 7 0uW gladly ’resign. 

A wL « s the Measure I seek 

There le^mp 1 "* > S /P^fr-il as strong * 

J-ueie let me, obedient and meek 

Repose myself all the daybng.’ , , 

My spmt and faculties fail ; 

On finish what Love has beerm * 

De i tr ?y whf t is sinful and fraf ' 

Dear twfi 1 ? the soul thou bast won ' 
fLf e T <* m y wonder and praise ' 

I can onfrH !*-7 ' as T bou ? 

0 „ 5 ', be slIeQ t and gaze • 

Tis all that is left to me now. 


JUUVV 

°^ r gl °^, in Which I am lost, 

Ah C « aimt i to tbe P rais a of my ftTint r . 
And though overwhelm’d by the theme 
Am happy whenever I sing. ™ ’ 

GRATITUDE AND LOVE TO GOD 

Voi,. 2 , Cantiqce 96 

Ann are indebted much to thee, 

But I far more than all, 

A^f/i^- deadIy snare set ^e, 
rwi v a , 1& d from many a fall. 
Overwhelm me, from above 
Daily, with thy boundless Love. 

sick of love A, 

ns 


24 


33 
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What bonds of Gratitude I feel. 

No language can declare ; 

Beneath th v oppressive weight: I reel, 

’Tis move than.' I van hear : 

When shall. I that 'blessing prove. 

To return thee Love for Love ; ] 

. Spirit of Charity, dlspeiee 
'Thy grace to'evYy bran : 

Expeil all other spirits thence. 

Drive self from eery part ; 

Charity divine, draw nigh. 

Break the chains in which we lie ! IS 

All selfish souls, whatever they feign. 

Have still. a slavish lot ; 

They boast- of Liberty in vain, 

Of Love, and feel it not. 

He whose bosom glows with Thee. 

He, and he alone, is free, 2-1 

O blessedness, all bliss above, 

Wien thy pure fires -prevail ! 

Love only teaches what is Love ; 

All other lessons fail ; 

We learn its name, but not: its powrs. 
Experience only makes it ours. ' SO 

HAPPY SOLITUDE — UNHAPPY MEN' 

Von 2, CvxTiQrr. sa 

Mv heart is easy, and my burthen light ; 

I smile, though sad, when thou art iti my sight i 
•The more my woes in secret I deplore, 
i taste thy goodness, ami 1 love, the more. 

There, while a solemn stillness reigns around. 
Faith, Love, and Hope, within my soul abound : 
And while the world suppose me lost in care, 

The joys of angels, tuipereeivkl, 1 share. S 

Thy creatures wrong thee, 0 thou sovereign Good I 
Thou art- not lov’d, because not, understood ; 

This grieves me most, that vain pursuits beguile 
Ungrateful men, regardless of thy smile. 

Frail beauty, and false honour, are adfbr'd ; 

While thee they scorn, and trifle with thy' word ; ' 
Pass, imconceiuriL a Saviour"® sorrows by ; 

And hunt their ruin, with a zeal to die, ' . 16 

jVpay 'A. H t, - ■ S5 bosom 1 ■ 

■ ■ glvAvs with] heart m w&rmW hy A. 
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FROM MADAME GUI ON 

LIVING WATER 
Vox.. *4, Caxtiquk81 ■ 

The fountain in its source, 

No drought of summer fears ; 
The farther it pursues its course, 
liie nobler it appears. 

But shallo w cisterns yield 
A scanty, short supply ; 

lh At^v^ 8 ^ eS tliem «“P*y 

At ev nmg they are dry. 


TRUTH AND DIVINE LOVE REJECTED BY 
THE WORLD " 

Vox*. 2, Oantique 22 

O Love, of pure and heav'nly birth » 

f on earth ! 
rA om men least with stubborn will ■ 

And more perverse and daring still ’ 

xe xarely find a list rung ear, 

Or heart that makes yon welcome here ? ■ 
-Because ye bring reproach and pain ' 
fheve er ye visit, in your train 1 


12 


18 


xeproacn an* 

w here er ye visit, in your train. 

The world is proud, and cannot bear 
The scorn and calumny ye share : 

TW flt « 0t T tiU % mark the V mean, 
vwJ tke $, ace wkere V e are seen ; 

Pu re Love with scandal in the rear 

teuits not the vain ; it costs too dear. 

Then, let the price be what it may, 

Though poor, I am prepar'd to pay- 
^ome shame, come sorrow ; spite of tears 
Weakness, and heart-oppressing fears • ‘ ! ' 
One soul, at least, shall not repine ’ 
i.o give yon room ; come, reign in mine ! 24 

.fff e3 3 T ^| t fStei^ ve w* l >y r h ™ 

gnuf and win Aw sure tofollow l 1 ' 5 as Sei* nd 



m TKAXSLATIONS 

DIVINE JUSTICE AMIABLE 
• VC&..2, C,mi'«13C 

Thou hast no lighting#* O thou ,Tn*t. : 

' 'Or I their force should know; 

And If thou strike me into dust , 

My sou! approv'es the: blow,. 

The heart; that 'values lt?>s ii> ea,o:\ 

Than it adores thy ways ; 

In thine avenging- anger* se*,*? 

A subject of its praise, s 

Pleas'd, I could lie conceal'd, and Jo»t 
Jn shades of centra! night ; 

Not to avoid thy wrath, thou knowVt, 

But lest I grieve thy sight. 

Smite me, O thou whom 1 provoke : 

^ And I will love thee still ; 

The well deserv'd and right, eons stroke 
SliaE please me, though it kill, 16 

Am I .not worthy, to sustain 
The worst tliou emsf dmi.se ; 

And dare I seek thy throne again. 

And meet thy sacral eyes : * 

Far from afflicting, them art kind ; 

And in my saddest hours,,' 

An unction of. thy grace I find. 

Pervading all my prorts. 1 yj 

Alas! thou, spur st me yet again ; 

And when thy wrath should move. 

Too gentle to endure my pain, 

Thou south Vt me with thy Is we, 

.1 have, no punishment to four ; 

But Ah! that smile from thee. 

Imparts a pang, far more severe 
Than woe itself would be, ;;•* 


THE SOUL THAT LOVES GOD FINDS HIM 
EVERY WHERE 

Tor, 2, C„\s JUiVE ICS 
Oh thou, by long experience tried r 
N ear whom no grief can long abide : 

My Love ! ■ how full of sweet content 
I pass my years of banishment ! 

Wiado- : i,^vtrK .,{, • frum ? . i ; v„J 

Sun*', kniii lu 
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VFi^JZ^ wes f a sacred love » 

Jv i.ez e er they dwell, they dwell in i-w 
In heav’n, in earth, or onthesea 66 5 

ains nor place nor time ; 
t „ country 1S 3n ev’ry clime • 

Chtar^of 11 * 1 a ? d fre « from care 
^ n any shore, since God is there. 

TK h . ile P* ace we seek, or place we shim 

S® s™***# happiness in noS ’ 

'T?s Z\^i a - God to *“ide our way, 
ls e ^ ual .loy to go or stay. i 

J^ould I be cast where thou art not 

ISttllf 6 indeed a <freadftd St ; ’ 

£*}„ regl 2°? n °ne remote I call 
•Secure ot finding God in all. ’ 

VorSS; I '? r ‘ i , ! art thoa aloae; 

~rhl ° • F C! P 1 eIaim or own ; 

Mv ffST 6 311 wishes meet; 

‘ * • m y liove; life’s only sweet. 1 

nothing here below; 

Appoint my journey, and I go ■ 

Plough men and devils both condemn 
' No ^oomy days arise for them ’ 

4!l thea i to embrace repair; 

soiil thou art no stranger there • 

There Love divine shall blthy guard 
And peace and safety thy reward . 

the testimony oh divine adoption 

■ Voiu 2, Caxtique 78 

How liappy are the new-born race 
of adopting 1 gTaee ; 

How pure the bliss they share t 
f T ld f . roia the world and all its eves 

\\ "I fit TT» 4*1"* £**■** T-iy* A **4. XT_ - ri . /y 2 *? 



Title ow.. *4 


3 joy A. 
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The moment we believe* Tis ours j 
And if we love with all ourpow’rs 
. The God from whom it came, 

And if we serve with hearts sincere, 

•Tis still discernible and dear. 

An undisputed claim, ; 12 

But ab ! if foul ami wilful mi 
Stain and dishonour us within. 

Farewell the joy we knew ; 

Again the slaves of .Nature's sway, 

In labyrinths of our own we stray* 

Without a guide or due, * 1 $ 

The chaste and pure, who fear to grieve 
The gracious Spirit they receive* 

’ „«s work distinctly trace ; 

And strong in undissembling love, 

Boldly assert., am! dearly prove,, . 

Their hearts his dwelling place. 24 

O messenger of dear delight, 

Whose. voice dispells the deepest night. 

Sweet peace-pr^laiming Dove ! 

With thee, at hand, to' sooth our pains, 

' No wish unsatisfied remains, 

No task, hut that of Love. $0 

'Tis Love unites what Sin divides : 

The centre where all bliss resides ; 1 ■ ■ 

To which the soul once brought. 

Reclining on the first great Cause, 

From his abounding sweetness draws 
'Peace passing human thought,.. 36 

Sorrow foregoes its nature there. 

And life. assumes a tranquil air, 

Divested of its woes ; 

Them, sov reign goodness sooths the breast. 

Till then incapable of rest. 

In sacred sure repose. 42 

11 Tis still discernible] Ir still is visible A. 31 unites* 
connects 4, 

' #-39 ' There mm : and sorrow t<m ilw sting, ' 1 
And. toil bxwwN a trivia! thin* 

**wws worthy of a tlrvudit. , 1 , 
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DIVINE LOVE ENDURES NO .RIVAL 
Von & Caxtique 155 
Love is the Lord whom I obey, 
whose will transported I perform 
The centre of my rest, my stay. 

Love all in all to me, myself a worm. 

For uncreated charms I burn 
Oppress'd by slavish fear no more; 

I or one, m whom I may discern. ' 

Lv a when he frowns, a sweetness I adore. S 

He little loves him, who complains, 

Aik! finds him rig'rous and severe : 

His heart is sordid, and he feigns, 

Though loud in boasting of a soul sincere. 

Love causes grief, but ’tis to move 
And stimulate the slmnb’rmg mind * 

And he has never tasted Love, 
w ho shuns a pang so graciously design’d. 18 

Sweet is the cross, above all sweets, 

To souls enamour’d with thy smiles: 

I. lie keenest woe life ever meets, 

Love strips of all its terrors, and beguiles. 

51 s -1 ust - ®od should not he dear, 

Where Self engrosses all the thought. 

And groans and murmurs make it dear, 
Whatever else is lov’d, the Lord is not. 24 

The love ot Thee flows just as much 
As that of ebbing Self subsides ; 

Our hearts, their scantiness is such, 

Bear not the conflict of two rival tides. 

Both cannot govern in one soul ; 

Then let self-love be dispossess’d ; 

The Love of God deserves the whole, 

And will not dwell with so despis'd a guest. 32 


SELF-DIFFIDENCE 

Von 2, Ca-NTIqce 123 
Source of love, and light of day, 
Tear me from myself away ; 

Ev’ry view and thought of mine, 
Cast into the mould of thine ; 

Tales Love nil in all A. 20 ebbing] sordid A, 
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Teach, Oh teach this faithless heart 
A consistent, constant part ; 

Or, if it must live to grow 
More rebellious,, break it; now ! 

Is it thus, that 1 requite 
Grace and goodness infinite '( 

Ev’ry trace of ev’ry boon, 

CancelFd. and eras'd, so soon ; 

Can I grieve thee, whom 1 love ; 
Thee, in whom I live and move? 

If my sorrow touch thee still. 

Save me from so great an ill ! 

Oh ! th‘ oppressive, irksome weight. 
Felt in an uncertain state.; 

Comfort, peace, and rest, adieu. 
Should I prove at last- untrue .* 

Still I choose thee, follow still 
Ev’ry notice of thy will ; 

But unstable, strangely weak. 

Still let slip the good I seek. 

Self-confiding wretch. I thought, 

I could serve thee ms I ought ,* 
mu thee, and deserve to feel 
All the Love thou eanst reveal ! 
Trusting self, a bruised reed. 

Is to be deceiv’d indeed : 

Save me from this harm and loss, 
Lest my gold tarn all to dross ’ 

Self is earthly — Faith alone 
Makes an unseen world our own • 
Faith relinquish’d, how we roam 
Feel our way. and leave our home : 
Spurious gems our hojjes entice. 
While we scorn the pearl of price ; 
And preferring servant’s pav. 

Cast the children’s bread awav ’ 


THE ACQUIESCENCE OF PURE LOU 
' , Wot, a caxtwe ins 
Love I if thy destin’d sacrifice am I, 

Come, slay thy victim, and prepare thv fire 

Tbf 1 ****&* <* it m IV 

III*-* death, which every will that lives dosjr 



FROM MADAME GUIOX 497 

1 wati' li my hours and see them fleet awav- 
The time is long, that I have languish’d here • 

1 »>* thoughts thy purposes obey ’ 

w nil no reluctance, cheerful and sincere. g 
To tne ’tis equal, whether Love ordain 
My life or death, appoint me pain or ease- 
My soul perceives no real 111 in pain ; ' 

In ease, or health, no real Good, she sees. 

One Good she covets, and that Good alone- 
To choose thy will, from selfish bias free- 
And to prefer a cottage to a throne 
And grief to comfort, if it pleases thee. 15 

That we should bear the cross, is thy command. 
to world, and live to self no more • 
beneath the rudest hand. ’ 
ea.s d when shipwreck'd as when safeon shore. 


REPOSE IN GOD 


Vot. 2 , Cantwb'J? 

Bi.est who far from all mankind, 
ibis world's shadows left behind 
Heai-s from heavn a gentle strain 
U hi spring Love, and loves again. 

Blest ! who free from self-esteem. 
Dives into the Great Supreme, 

All desire besides discards, 

•toys inferior none regards. 

Blest : who in thy bosom seeks 
Rest that nothing earthly breaks. 
Dead to self and worldly things. 
Lost in thee, thou King of kings ! 

Ye that know my secret fire. 

Softly speak and soon retire ; 
Favour my divine repose. 

Spare the sleep a God bestows. 


GLORY TO GOD ALONE 
' You 2 , Cantiqce 15 

Oh Iot d I but not enough — though dearer far 
iiifm self and its most lov’d enjoyments are; 
^ one loves thee, hut who. nobly free 
Irom sensual objects! finds Ms all hi thee. 

,.o , f&'ptse t ’n (hid— TsMeoiw. 

~ *l'f- . * „• ♦atjoyiiiKtitaj ;tll tht* joys covets# JL 
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Glory of God ! thou stranger here below; 

Whom man nor knows,, nor- feels -a wish, to know ; 
C)ns* Faith and Reason are- both shock'd to find : 
Man; in the post of' honour— Thee 'behind,. ''' \ g 

Reason exclaims— 14 Let ev'ry creature fall, 

" AsbamkL aim’d, before the Lord of all : ” 

And Faith, oerwlielm’d with such a dazzling blaze, 
Feebly describes the beauty she surveys,, 

Yet man, dim-sighted man, and, rash as blind. 

Deaf to the dictates of his better mind. 

In frantic competition dares the skies, 

And claims precedence of the only wise, U» 

Oh lost in vanity till once 1 self -known ! 

Nothing is great, or. good, but God alone ; 

When thou' shalt stand before his awful face, 

Then, at the last thy pride shall know his place. 

Glorious, Almighty, First, and without end : 

When wilt thou melt- the’ mountains, and descend?' 
When wilt, thou shoot abroad thy conqn'ring rays. 
And teach these; atoms, thou hast made, thy pmfse? 

Thy Glory is the sweetest heavn I feel : 2U 

And if I seek it: with too fierce a zeal. 

Thy Love, triumphant o’er a selfish will. 

Taught me the passion, and inspires it still 


My Reason, all my faculties, unites, 

To make thy Glory their supreme ’delight ; 

Forbid it. Fountain of my brightest days. 

That I should rob thee, ami. usurp thy praise I 32 

My soul l rest happy in thy low estate*, 

Nor hope,, nor wish, to be esteem’d or great $ 

To take tlf impression of a will divine', 

Be that thy glory, and those riches thine. 


Confess him rignteons in his just decrees. 

Love what he loves, and let his pleasure please; 
Die daily ; from. the- touch. of Sin recede ; ’ 39 

Then thou hast crown’d him. and lie reigns Indeed 


*« 8. How are cnir faith, and mmm shm-kVI to find 
Man.marcliiiw* hi the. front* anti- God hriimti, ./!. ■ 
f iwawm uxdatnw.nicmd : s-I<»t vtmlntm fall J, 11 ctelmC 
kmndte A . , 12 But Polity sjwukH J , 20 u \}w last ] thi*.» 

-at. leant A t , hid Hts ftoth it h A. • 
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SELF-LOVE AND TRUTH INCOMPATIBLE 

V©U 2; CAXWqt'E 21 

From thorny wilds a Monster came 
That fill'd my soul with fear and shame • 

Ths* lards, forgetful of their mirth. 

Droop’d at the sight, and fell to earth : 

V hen thus a sage address’d mine ear ' 

Himself unconscious of a fear 
•• Whence all this terror and surprise. 
Detracted looks, and streaming eyes ? 

Far from the world and its affairs, 

The Joy it boasts, the pain it shares 10 

Surrender, without guile or art, 

To God, an undivided heart; 

The savage form, so fear'd before 
Shall scare your trembling soul no more- 
For loathsome as the sight; mav be. ’ 

"Tis but tlie Lor e-of -self you see. ’ 

Fix all your love on. God alone. 

Choose but His will, and hate your own ; 

No tear shall in your path be found. 

The dreary waste shall bloom around, 20 
And yob, through all your happy days, 
shall bless his name, and sing his praise.” 

Oh lovely solitude, how sweet 
The silence of this calm retreat ! 

Here Truth, the fair whom I pursue, 

Gives all her beauty to my view • 

The simple, unadorn'd display, 

Charms every pain and fear away. 

G Froth, whom millions proudly’ slight, 

01 with, my treasure and delight! 30 

Accept this tribute to thy name, 

And this poor heart, from which it came ! 


THE LOVE OF GOD THE END OF LIFE 
Voi , ", Caxtique 165 

Since life in sorrow must be spent, 

So be it— I am well content, 

And meekly wait my last remove, 

. Seeking only, growth in Love. 

Self-lovr—l tiwrn.vi .yonder A. 3 forgetful of] forgetting all A. 

' „ . , 30 A. t mn. RvU* 

' ' * Live to Love A. 

, hxmx we.ti'mst sorrow, and why not? ' 

I; or mo { wish no gentler lot 
. Ihti . , , J, 
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No bliss I seek, but to fulfil 
In life, in death, thy lovely wilt : 

No succours in my woes I want. 

Save what thou .art pleas'd to grant- 1 S 

Our days are number'd, let us spare 
Our anxious hearts a needless care : 

Tis thine, to number out our days ; 

Ours, to give them to thy praise* 

Love is our only business 'here* 

Love* simple, constant, and sincere : 

O blessed days, thy servants see. 

Spent, O Lord ! iiT pi easing Thee, 10 


LOVE FAITHFUL IN THE ABSENCE 
OF THE BELOVED 
Vox,. 4, Cantiqh: 40 

Ik vain ye woo me to your harmless joys. 

Ye pleasant bow’rs, remote from strife and noise ; 
Your shades, the witnesses of many a vow, 
Breath'd forth in happier days, are Irksome now : 
Denied that smile *f\vas once my heuVn to see. 
Such scenes; such pleasures, are all past with rne. 0 

In vain he leaves me, 1 shall love him still ; 

And though I mourn, not murmur at Ills will : 

I have no mn.se — an object all divine 
Might well grow weary of a. soul like mine ; 

Yet pity me, great God 1 forlorn, alone, 

Heartless and hopeless, Life and Love all gone, 12 


LOVE PURE AND FERVENT 

Vox., 4, Caxtiqce 31 

Jealous, and with Love overflowing, 

God demands a fervent heart ; 

Grace and bounty still bestowing; 

Calls. us to a grateful part; 

Oh, then, with supreme affection. 

His paternal Will regard ! 

If it cost' us some dejection, 

Ev>y sigh has its- reward, H 

The. fate* iff <>W • -7 'MiKreiir ,A', 

Liuy >uc. a.' VsduCi ;■ vdlt J., 
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Perfect Dave has powr to soften 
Cares that might our peace destroy. 
Xay. does more— transforms them often 
Changing sorrow into joy. 

Srtv'ragn Love appoints the measure. 

Ami the number of our pains • 

And is pleas'd when we find pleasure 
In the trials he ordains. 

THE ENTIRE SURRENDER 

Nol. -i, O.w sQn; 77 


Peace lias unveil'd her smiling face 
And woos thy soul to her embrace ; 

.Liijoy d with cast?,, if thou rofraiu 
From earthly Love, else sought in vain; 
She dwells with all who Truth prefer. 

But seeks not them who seek not Her. 

Yield to the Lord, with simple heart. 

All that thou, hast* and all thou art ; 
Renounce all strength hut strength 'dime. 

And peace shall be for ever thine .- 

Behold the path which I have trod. 

My path, 'till 1 go home to Hod. 


THE PERFECT SACRIFICE 

Von 4 , C ANTIQUE 74 

1 PEACH an off ring at thy shrine, 
from taint and blemish clear. 

Simple and pure in its design. 

Of all that 1 hold dear. 

I yield thee back thy gifts again, 

Thy gifts which most I prize ; 

Desirous only to retain 
The notice of thine eyes. 8 

But if. by thine, ador'd decree, 

That blessing be denied, 

Resign'd, and unreluetant, see 
My ev'ry wish subside. 

Thy will in all things I approve ; 

Exalted or cast down ! 

Thy will in ev’ry state I love, 

And even in thy frown. 18 


&** w-tider* 1 lovely J, 

I it e perfect X place , , .■ at] Win: 


t> them] those A . . 
y . . . to A. 



TRANSLATIONS 

GOD HIDES HIS PEOPLE 
, Yol, & CASTiatzac 42 ; 

To' lay the. goal that loves Mia low, ^ 
Bt;come».the OriIy-\vifre.; 

To • hide. beiieath a- -vei 1 of woe 
The children of the skies, 

Man* though a; worm, would yet' Ihj grea 
Though feeble, would seem .strong': 
Assumes an independent state. 

By sacrilege and wrong, 

Strange the reverse, which, once abash!. 
The - haughty creature prove* : 

He feels Ms soul a barren waste. 

Nor dares affirm he loves. 

Scorn'd by the thoughtless and the vain 
To God 'he presses ’near ; 

Superior to the worlds disdain, 

And happy in its sneer.,, 

Oh welcome, in his heart he says. 

Humility and shame ! 

Farewell the wish for human praise, ' 

' The 'music . of a name I 

But will not scandal mar the good 

■That I might else perform i 

And mn God work it. if he would. 

By so despis’d a worm ; 

Ah. vainly anxious ! leave' the Lord 

To rule thee, and dispose : 

Sweet is the mandate of Id* word, 

And gracious all lie does. 

He draws from human littleness 
His grandeur and renown. 

Ami gen Tons hearts with joy confess 
The triumph all his own, * 

Down, then with self-exalting thought* ! 

Thy faith and hope employ 
To welcome all that he allots. 

And suffer shame with joy. 

No i longer, them thou wilt encroach. 

On his eternal, right ;• ' , , 

And he shall smile at thy approach, 

And’ make then. his delight. 
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THE SECRETS OF DIVIDE LOVE ARE TO 
BE KEPT 

. /Voi* a; CMs'rmx 4$ 

' Styy Kt^y thy coiimi, this moment star— 
Suspend f-1i ‘ owing title of day. 

Divnl ire riot such a. Love as mine* 

Ah ! hide the mystery divine. 

Lest man, who deems nay glory shame, 

Should learn the secret of my flame* 6 

Oh nm’ht ; propitioxis to my views. 

Thy sable awning wide diffuse: 

Conceal alike my joy ami pain. 

Nor draw thy cumin buck again. 

Though muniing. by the tears she shows, 

^eerns to participate my woes. 12 

' Ye stars ! whose faint and "feeble fires 
Express my .languishing desires. 

Whose slender "beams pervade the skies 
' As silent as my secret sighs.,. 

' Those emanations of a soul 
■ That darts her fires beyond the Pole : 18. 

Your rays, that rw assist' the sight. ' 

' That pierce, but not displace the night, 

That shine indeed, but nothing show 
Of all those various scenes below. 

Bring no disturbance, rather prove 
Incentives of a sacred Love. ' ^ 24 

Thou Moon I whose never* failing course 
Bespeaks a providential force, 

Co,, tell the tidings of my flame 
To him who calls the stars by name ; 

Whose absence kills* whose presence cheers : 
Who blots, or brightens, all my- years, 30 

While, in the blue abyss of space, 

■ Thine orb performs its rapid race; 

Still ’Whisper in his listening ears 
. The language, of my sighs and tears ; 

Tell biai, I seek him, far below, 

Lost in a wilderness of woe. , 36 

Ye' thought-composing* silent hours* 

Diffusing peace o'er all my powers ; 

■ ■ Title . « . are to. Im kepfcj . . . not to be divulged A. *> Fear 

f:y divulge this Lew of mine J, • 17 emanatioim or scintilla- 

tions A, W her I its A, 
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Friends of the pensive ! who conceal 
'In darkest shades, the flattie I fee! ; 

To you 1 trust, and safely may, 

The Love that wastes my strength away, 4.2 

In sylvan scenes, and caverns ruder 
I taste the sweets of solitude ; 

Retir'd indeed, but not- alone,, 

I share them with a Spouse imknown, 

"Who hides me here, from envious eyes, 

■From all intrusion and surprise. 4S 

Iralxnv ring shades, 'and dens profound ! 

Where 'echo rolls the voice arumul ; 

.Mountains ! whose elevated heads 
A moist and misty veil o Vrspreads ; 

Disclose a solitary Bride 

To Him I love— to none beside. 54 

Ye rills! that inuriif ring all the way. 

Among the polish'd pebbles stray ; 

Creep silently along the ground, 

Lest, drawn, by that harmonious sound 
Some wandVer, whom 1 would not" meet, 

Should stumble on my lov’d retreat, 60 

Ena, meld meads, and hillocks green, 

And streams, that water all the seem? ! 

Ye torrents, loud in distant oars! 

Ye fountains, that, receive my tear* J 
Ah! still conceal, with caution due, . 

A charge, i trust with nom ;> hut you.. 66 

If when my pain ami grief increase, 

I seem f enjoy the sweetest peace, 

It is because I find so fair 
The charming 'object of my care. 

That I can sport and pleasure, make 
Of torment suffer’d for his sake,, #2 

Ye meads and groves, unconscious things ! 

Ye know not whence my pleasure springs. 

Ye know not, and ye cannot , know., * 

The source from which my sorrows .flow : 

The dear sole Cause of all I feel.— 

He knows, and understands them well, 7B 

Ye deserts ! where, the wild, beasts rove. 

Scenes sacred to my hours of love ; 

lUthiihtitw'O . to tliv.j your .1. 
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¥e forests ? in whom shades I stray, 

Benightwl under burning day ;■■ 

All !■ whisper not how blest am L 
' Nor win lo 1 lino nur when 1 die, 

^ Ye limbs 1 that sport beneath these shades, 

•' And bound along the mossy glades: 

He taught a salutary fear. 

Ami cease to bleat when I am near; 

1 he woll may hear your harmless cry, 
whom ye should dread, as much as L 90 

How calm, amid those scones, my mind l 
How perfect is the peace 1 find ! ‘ 

Oh bush, be still rny evry part, 

My tongue, my pulse, my beating heart! 

That: .Lore, aspiring to its cause,. . 

May suffer not a, moments pause. . 

Ye swifefiimM nations, that abide 

Is seas, as fathomless m- wide ; 

And tmsnspirions of a snare, 

Pursue at large your pleasures there : ' 

, Poor sportive fords t bow soon does man 
Vour heedless ignorance trepan ! io.^ 

■ Away ‘ dive deep into the brine. 

Where never yet sunk plummet line ; 

Trust me* the vast 'Leviathan 
Is merciful mmimv xl with man ; 

Avoid his arts, forsake the beach, 

And never play within his reach ! ' ' 108 

My soul her bondage ill endures; 

1 pant for libm.y .like yours: 

I long for that, immense Profound, 

That, knows no bottom, and no bound ; 

Losfrin, Infinity, to prove 

Tlii Iiufomprehensilde of Love. 114 

Ye birds l that lessen as ye fly, 

And vanish in the distant sky 
To whom yon air}" waste belongs. 

Resounding with your cheerful” songs ; 

Haste to escape from human sight ; 

.. Fear Jess the vulture, and the kite.' 120 

.How blest and how secure am I. 

When quitting earth, 1 soar on high ; 

^ Wmmih'j. tvanilcr'in A, 1*0 plummet} fathom An 
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When lost, like 'you I disappear. 

And float in a subl.im.er sphere ! 

Whence falling, within human view, 

1 am ensnar’d, and caught like you, 1213 

Omniscient 'God* whose notice deigns 
To try the heart and search the reins ; 
CompWionafe the num’xvms woes, 

I dare not, ev hi to thee, discing ; 

Oh save me from the cruel hands 

Of men, who fear not thy commands ! 132- 

Love, all-subduing and divine, 

Care for a creature truly thine ; 

Reign in a heart, dispos'd to own 
No sov’reigiu but thyself alone; 

Cherish a. Bride, who cannot rove. 

Nor quit thee for a meaner Love : 13S 


THE VICISSITUDES EXPERIENCED IN THE 
CHRISTIAN LIFE 

VOL, Si, Ca S7WV. w 

1 suF-FBK fruitless anguish day by day. 

Each moment as ft passes, marks my pain : 

Scarce knowing whither, doubtfully I stray. 

And see no end of all that I sustain, 

The more 1 strive, the more 1 am withstood : 
Anxiety eu* Teasing ovTy hour,, 

My spirit, finds un rest, performs no good. 

And, nought remains ut all my former pow’r. e 

My peace of heart is fled, 1. know not where ; 

My happy hours, like shadows, pass'd away : 

Their sweet remembrance doubles all my care* 
Night darker seems, succeeding such a day. 

Dear faded joys, and impotent -regret, 

What profit is there in incessant 'tears ? 

Oh Thou, whom, once beheld, we ne’er forget. 
Reveal thy Love, and banish all my fears I 10 

Alas ! lie flies me— treats me as his foe. 

Views not my sorrows, hears not when 1 plead, 

Woe such as mine, despis'd, neglected woe. 

Unless it- shorten life, is vain indeed. 

2 tn&rtal point* A , , . Anwetri For. Mr A, 

ISCowitt Tlion, yith <4)1 xhy ■.-urT^d chinas. ,yet. 4. 
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Pierc'd with a thousand wounds. I vet, survive • 

My pangs are keen, but no complaint transpires- 
And while m terrors of thy wrath i live 1 

Dell seems to low; its less m.uaeiidous firas. 

Has Hell a pain I would not gladly bear. 

So thy severe displeasure might subside? 

Hopeless ot ease, 1 seem already There. 

My lift,!' i‘Xtii|guish d, uxitl yet death denied. 

<rn l , ht; i°7 promis'd— this the love, 

Ih unchanging love, so sworn in better days? 

Ah dang roiis glories ! shown me, but to prove 
Hew lot cij thou, and 1 how rash to gaze. 32 

Why did 1 see them ? had I still remain'd 
Untaught still ignorant how fair thou art 
My humbler wishes 1 had soon obtain'd, * 

A 03* known the torments of a doubting heart, 

Dt-priv d of all. yet feeling no desires, 

VV hirnce then. I cuy. the pangs that I sustain ? 
Dubious hq* I tutmform d, my soul inquires, 

Ought she it * cherish, or shake off her pain. -iq 


Suit ring l suffer not — sincerely love, 

^ ^ &®1 ®o touch of that enliv'ning flame ; 

As chance inclines, me, uiieoneern'd I move, 

All times, and all events, to me the same. 

1 search my heart, and not; a wish is there. 

But burns with seal that hated self may fall j 
bueb is the- sad inquietude I share, 

A sea of doubts, and self the source of all. 48 


1 ask. not life, nor do I wish to die; 

And if thine hand accomplish not my cure, 
1 would not purchase, with a single sigh, 

A free discharge from all that I endure. 


I groan in chains, yet want not a release; 

Am sick, and know not the distemper’d part ; 

Am just as void of purpose, as of peace ; 55 

Have neither plan, nor fear, nor hope, nor heart. 


-<> 25:4 A|1 is ajfhetion, all is blank despair, 

mfe at its lowest ebb yet death denied. A. 

:S ™»«Uies .4. fU Untaught, still] Stupid, and A. 

i " a telv^"/ CWM ?/f - 4 I Ifraoly A. 42 celestial 

d' «,#. 4 f * wish tor life nor yet for death, A . 

dfJthimi hand] thyself .4, 51 ash] breath A. m Captive I 

o5An)*bi-*'T ■'r'u”'}''' ’ ' * ^ !S! * im Pwdl cannot, find the ailing.!. 
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.Wltfit cun haw caus'd ■ theckanjje that I deplore! 

I» it to prove me* if my heaift'lje.trtief ' . *. : 
Permit ;me then, white' prastrate'I adore, ■ ■ 

To' draw k ami place its pktnwin thy, view. V 

Tis thine w ifbon t- merve, ' most, dimply .thine ' 

So ,gi v ii to thee that it if? hot my own* ■ " 

A willing Capihv of thy grace divine : 

Ami loves, and thee, for thyself alone. 

Pa in cannot move it. danger cannot scare: 
Pliwi.ua-, and wealth, in its esteem, are dust; 

It lows iheo, e.vii when Fust inclin’d to spare 
Its teticrivht filings, and avows thee just. 104 

Tis all thine own : my spirit is m too, 

An undivided off 'ring at thv shrine; 

It seeks thy glory with no double, view, 

Thy glory, with no secret bent to mine. 

■Love, holy Love.? and art thou not severe* 

To slight I®, thus devoted, and thus fixti, 

.Mine is mi ev«?rk$ti»g ardour, dear 

From all self- -Idas,,, gen rons ’and unraivt ■ 112 

.But I am mhmt, seeing what 1 see—. 

, Ami fear,, with cause; that' I urn self-deeeiv’d ; 

• Xof'.evln my faith is from suspicion £x*ee, 

•And*. that 1 Jove, *wm* not to he believ'd. 

Live thou,, and reign, .forever, glorious Lord! . 

My last., least, otFriug, I pres*?nt thee now— • 

, Heiimmoe me, leave, me, andbe still ador’d , 
Slay me, my God, and I applaud the blow, 120 

WATCHING UNTO GOD IN THE 
NIG HT* SEASON 
Voi, A Oa.vt.ique 71 

Sleep at tot has fled these eyes, 

Nor 'do 1 regret Ms flight,. 

' More alert my spirits rise. 

And my heart is free and light. 

Nature silent all around. 

Not a single witness near;" , 

God, as soon as .sought, is found; 

' ; ' • And' the flame of Love; burns clear, ' 1 , 8 

aA.priBtraW] humbly vf.'' ' 97 without . . . most] explicitly and A . 

*M So strictly that if in mi mw my own A. ltoftu thine .own 3 
'wholly thiim A. ' 1 .Oft holy] motpd A. 118 tastiest A, 

"IMi&l&fr mi*, my C*ck.!; 1 TIP innl is jtiat A. 
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Interruption, all day lorn;. 

. Checks the current of my jov> : 
Creatures press in« with a throng. 
And perplex me with their 110l£C*b 

EndtefcurhYl 1 all night, 

' Ob the first. Eternal Fair ; 

Nothing there obstructs delight 
Love is renovated 


Life, with its ]>erp?tua! stir, 

Prove# n foe to Love and mo n 
Fresh vnfciTiglemvm*» occur -- 
Comes the night, and sets me tree, 

Never more, sweet sleep, suspend 
My enjoyments always new : 

Leave me to }Kwee&*.my Friend : 

Other eyes and hearts subdue* 24 , 

Hush the world, that- 1 may wake 
To the taste of pure delights : 

Ob the p! ensures I partake * ' 

Ood the Partner of my nights ! 

David,, for the self-same eam\ 

Night preierr'd tu hmv dav : 

Hearts, whom hmv'uly beau ty draw* 

Wish the glaring smi away. ’ tYi 

Hleep, Stdidmmrs, is tar ym 

►SOtlls that Jo Vi.* r’V/ f '-fifirtf know 
Fairer seenes by night, can view. 

1 han fla..* sun could ever sh < >w . 


ON THE 8AM E 
Von a Camt^ce 7iJ 
Season of my purest pleasure. 

Sealer of observing eyes ! 

Wh(?a. in larger freer measure. 

1 can commune with the skies; 

While, beneath thy shade extended 
Weary man forgets his m»s ■ 

I. my daily trouble ended. 

Find, in Watching, my Repose, 8 

1" l*»prtu.lj busy A. 1W 

i^vau. A . M buss! •** A . 38 «i»ro« -.ml !,uur* nf 
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Silence all around prevailing 
Nature hash'd in slumber sweet 
.\onnle noise mine ears assailing. 

Atm* my God and 1 can meet : 
l nmvsal nature slumbers, 

,, And my soul partakes the calm, 

Breathes her ardour oat in numbers 
Plaintive song. or lofty psalm, ' 

Sawtay passion, pure anti holy, 

^.nues, ami burns, without restraint : 
Which the tiny s fatigue, and folly. 

taus d to languish, dim and faint • 
t harming hours of relaxation ! 

.. Umx I dread th* ascending sun 2 
Suit-ly, idle conversation 
Is an evil, match'd by none. 

Worldly prate, and babble, hurt me; 

Unintelligible prove ; 

Neither teach me. nor divert me; 

I have earn for none but Love. 

Me. they rude .esteem, and foolish. 

Hearing my absurd replies ; ' 

I have neither art’s fine polish, 

Nor the knowledge of the wise. 82 

Simple souls, and unpolluted 
By conversing with the Great. 

Ha ve a mind and taste, ill suited 
lo their dignity and state; 

All their talking, reading, writing. 

Are hut talents misapplied; 

Infants’ prattle I delight in, 

.Nothing human choose beside. 40 

’Tis the. secret fear of sinning. 

Cheeks my tongue, or I should say. 
when I see the night beginning, 

I am glad of parting day : 

Love, this gentle admonition 
Whispers soft, within my breast ; 

' 1 Choice befits not thy condition, 
Acquiescence suits thee best.” 48 



... , , h> lofty J sprightly A. 

** low ihs* .peaceful season, 
J'imr I. dread tlr ascending Sun, 
* or to me the world with reason 


*25 Its if mom 
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ncttinat jtnavt! match'd by none-. ««f . 4 
m grieve and hurt me A , 22 rude] coarse A, 

Ihitmt durnityl formality A. ■ SB Tn« 
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Henceforth, the -repose -and pleasure 
Night affords me, 1 resign/; , • 

'' And thy Will shall he the measure, 

Wisdom infinite! of mine: U 
Wishing, is hut Inclination , 

Quarrelling with thy decrees ; ' 1 

Wayward nature finds tlfi occasion. 

Tis her folly and disease. §6, 

Night, with its sublime enjoyments, 

Now no longer will I choose : 

Nor the day, with its employments, 

Irksome as they seem, refuse ; 

Lessons of a God’s inspiring 
Neither time nor place impedes ; 

From our wishing and desiring, 

Our Unhappiness proceeds. 64 

ON THE SAME 
Vol. 3, Caxtiqvk 73 

Night! how I love thy silent shades, 

My spirits they compose ; 

The bliss of heavii my soul pervades. 

In spite of all my woes. 

. While sleep instills her poppy dews 
In ev’ry slmnb’ring eye, 

I watch, to meditate and muse. 

In blest tranquillity. ■$ 

And when I feel a God immense 
Familiarly impart. 

With ev^ry proof he can dispense, ' 

His favour to my heart, 

My native meanness I lament, 

Though most divinely fill'd 
With all th’ ineffable content, 

That Deity can yield. ' 16 

His purpose, and his course, he keeps ; 

Treads all my reasonings down ; . 

Commands me out of Nature’s deeps, 

And hides me in ■ his own. 

When in the dust, its proper place, 

Our pride of heart we lay ; 

’Tis then, a deluge' of Ms grace 
Bears all our sins away. ' ■ ' M ' 

55. Wayward nature] Nature always A ■■ . fU aQocftd the' . ; 

... Lord*/!. 
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Thon, whom I serve, ami whose I am, 

\\ hose influence from on high 
Refines, and stall refines my flame 
And makes my fetters fly ; ” ’ 

is , tIlu 'nature’s state 
Who thwarts thy gracious powV; 

Crush d under sin’s enormous weicht 
Increasing evry hour! ! 3 , 

The night, when pass’d entire with thee 
How luminous and clear » 

Tlien sleep has no delights for me, 

Lest J mm shouldst disappear. 

My Saviour ? occupy me still 
In this secure recess ; 

Let Reason slumber if she will 
My joy shall not be less: ’ 40 

Let Reason slumber out the night : 

But it Hi ou deign to make 
Sly soiil th’ abode of truth and light. 

Ah, keep my heart awake ! 


THE JOY OP THE CROSS 
von a c.iNTKjcBsr 

Lo,vo plung'd in sorrow. I resign 
M y«™l *o that dear hand of thine, 
t without reserve or fear ; 

That hand shall wipe my streaming eves • 
Or into smiles of glad surprise 
Transform the falling tear. 

My sole possession is thy Love ; 

In earth beneath, or heav’n above, 

I have no other store; . 

And though with fervent suit I prav 
And importune thee night and daw * 

I ask thee nothing more. 

My rapid hours pursue the course 
; rrescrib d them by love's sweetest force * 
I » sovVeign Will, 

Without a wish t 5 escape my doom ; 
Though still a sufferer from 'the womb 
Am doom VI to suffer still. 


12 


18 
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By thy command, where’er I stray, 
Sorrow attends me all my way, 

A never-failing friend ; 

And if my sufferings may augment 
Thy praise, behold’ me well content— 

. Let sorrow still attend ! 

It costs me no regret, that she. 

Who follow’d Christ, should follow me 
And though, where’er she goes, 
Thorns spring spontaneous at her feet, 
I love her, and extract a sweet 
From all my bitter woes. 

Adieu ! ye vain delights of earth ; 
Insipid sports, and childish mirth, 

I taste no sweets in. you ; 

Unknown delights are in the Cross, 

All joy beside, to me is dross : 

And Jesus thought so too. 

The Cross ! Oh ravishment and oliss— 
How grateful ev’n its anguish is ; 

Its bitterness, how sweet ! 

There evTy sense, and all the mind, 

In all her" faculties refin’d. 

Tastes happiness complete* 

Souls once enabled to disdain 
Base sublunary joys, maintain 
Their dignity secure ; 

The fever of desire is pass’d. 

And Love has all its genuine taste, 

Is delicate and pure. 


Self dove no grace in sorrow sees, 
Consults her own peculiar ease ; 

’Tis all the bliss she knows : 

But nobler amis true Love employ ; 

In self-denial is her joy, 

In suffering her repose. 

Sorrow, and Love, go side by side ; 
Nor height, nor depth, can e’er divide 
Their heav'n-appointed bands ; 
Those dear associates still are one, 
Nor, till the race of life is run, 

Disjoin their wedded hands, 

35 And oil A, id ore A* ' 41 hor] its A. 
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Jesus, avenger of mir Fall, 

Thou faithful Lover, alxm* all 
The Cross has ever bom* I 
Oh tell me,— Life is in thy voice-^- 
How much aSIietioEs were thy .choice, 

And sloth and ease thy scorn ! 60 

Thy choice, and mine, Khali he the same: 
luspirer of that holy Home, 

Which must forever blaze ! 

To hike the Cross, and follow thee, 

Where love and. duty lead, shall he 
My portion, and my praise. 72 


• JOY IX MARTYRDOM 

Von .% Caxtiqck Si ' 

Sweet tenants of this grove f 
Who sing without; design, 

A song of artless, love, 

In unison with mine ; 

These echoing shades return 
Full many a note of ours, 

That wise ones cannot learn, 

With all their boasted pow’rs. 8 

Oli thou ! whose sacred charms 
These hearts so seldom love, 

Although thy beauty warms 
And blesses all above ; 

How slow are human things 
To choose their happiest lot ! 

All-glorious King of Kings, 

Say, why we love thee not ? 16 

This heart, that cannot rest. 

Shall thine forever prove ; 

Though bleeding and distress'd, 

Yet joyful in thy Love : 

’Tie happy, though it breaks 
Beneath thy chast’ning hand ; 

And speechless, yet it speaks 
What thou canst understand, 24 

68 holy] doafchlm A * 09 must . . , blaze] thou inspir’st 

alone A, 72 portion . praise] pleasure . . . crown A. 

Joy in Martyrdom— All-glorious] Ah tell me A. 
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SIMPLE ' TRUST 

■ ■' VOL, 3, CaKTIQPESXS. " ; 

Still, still, without ceasing, 

I feel it increasing, 

This fervour of holy desire ; 

And often exclaim, 

Let me die in the flame 
Of a Love that can never expire l f> 

Had I words to explain, 

What she must sustain, 

Who dies to the world and its ways ; 

How joy and affright, 

Distress and delight, 

Alternately chequer her days ; 12 

Thou, sweetly severe l 
1 would make thee appear, 

In all thou art pleas’d to award, 

Not more in the sweet, 

Than the hitter I meet, 

My tender and merciful Lord. 1.8 

This Faith, in the dark 
Pursuing its mark, 

Through many sharp trials of Love, 

Is the sorrowful waste, 

That is to he pass'd, 

In the way to the Canaan above. 24 

THE NECESSITY OF SELF-ABASEMENT 

VOL. 3, CAXTiqtJK 92 

Source of Love, my brighter Sun, 

Thou alone my comfort art ; 

See my race is almost run • 

Hast thou left this trembling heart ? 

In my youth, thy charming eyes 
Drew me from the ways of men ; , 

Then I drank unmingled joys ; 

Frown of thine, saw never then. 8 

Spouse of Christ was then my name ; 

And, devoted all to thee, 

Strangely jealous I became, 

Jealous of this Self, in me. 

5Trt<srjC — Titlo urn. A. , . 

rhe alone ray] my only A. 
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Thee to love, ami none Isvside, 

' Waa my darling,' sole employ-; ■ 

' 'While .alternately I died, 

• , • Now of grief t and now of joy. 

' Through the dark and silent night, 

On thy radiant smiles 1 dwelt ; 

Anri to see the dawning light, 

Wm the keenest pain 1 felt. 

Them my gracious teacher werfc ; 

And thine eye, so close applied, 

While it watch'd thy pupil's heart, 
Seem'd to look at none beside). 

Conscious of no evil drift, 

This, I cried, is Love indeed— 

"Tis the Giver, not the Gift, 

Whence the joys I feel proceed. 

But soon humbled, and laid low, 

Sfcript of all thou hadst conferred,- 
Nothing left, but Sin and. woe,- 
I perceiv'd how 1 had err'd. 

• Oh, the vain' conceit of man, 

Dreaming of n good bits own 
Arrogating all he can, 

Though the Lord, .is good alone ! 

He. the graces Thou hast wrought, 
Males, siibservient to his pride ?' 

Ignorant, that one such thought 
Passes all his sin beside. 

Sueli his folly — proved, at last, 

By the loss of that repose 
Self-complacence cannot taste, 

Only ‘Love divine bestows, 

Tis by this reproof severe, 

And by this reproof alone, 

; His defects at last appear,' 

Man is to himself made known. 

Learn, all Earth f that. feeble Man, 
Sprung from this terrestrial clod, ' 
Nothing is, and nothing can ; 

. . -Life, and powT, are all in God. 

U my darling] hteume my A* 21 look at none] watch 
no heart A, iO mm A* 
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LOVE INCREASED BY SUFFERING 
■ You 3, Cantxqve OS 

4 1 love the Lord,*' is still the strain 
This heart delights to sing : 

But I reply — your thoughts are vain. 
Perhaps *tis no such thing. 

Before the power of Love divine, 

Creation fades away ; 

Till only God is seen to shine 
In all that we survey. S 

In gulphs of awful night we find 
The God of our desires ; 

‘Tis there he stamps the yielding mind, 

And doubles all its fires. 

Flames of encircling Love invest, 

And pierce it sweetly through ; 

’Tis fill'd with sacred joy, yet press'd 
With sacred sorrow too. :i 6 

Ah Love ! my heart is in the right— 

Amidst a thousand woes, 

To thee, its ever new delight, 

And all its peace, if owes. 

Fresh causes of distress occur, 

Where'er I look, or move ; 

The comforts, I to all prefer, 

Are solitude ami love. ' ^ 24 

Nor exile I, nor prison fear ;; 

Love makes my courage great ; 

I find a Saviour ev'ry where. 

His grace, in ev'ry state. 

Nor castle walls, nor dungeons deep. 

Exclude his quickening beams ; 

There I can sit, and sing, and weep. 

And dwell on heav’nly themes. 

There, sorrow, for Ms sake, is found 
A joy beyond compare : 

There, no presumptuous thoughts abound, 

No pride can enter there. 

A Saviour doubles all my joys, 

And sweetens all my pains, " 

His strength' in my defence employs, 

Consoles me, and sustains. 


40 
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FROM MADAME CiU-IOX 

1 fear no ill, rm*n% no wrong ; 

Nor feel a paasion move. 

When, malice whets her slantFrcms tongue ; 

Bucix patience is in how. 


SCENES FAVOURABLE TO MEDITATION 

Vox., a, CAxvmiT sa 

Wilbs horrid and dark with obrshadowing trees, 
Rocks that ivy and briars infold. 

Scenes nature with dread and astonishment sees, 
But I with, a pleasure untold, 

Though awfully silent and shaggy and rude, 

^ I am eharxn u with the peace ye afford, 

Your shades are a temple where none will intrude, 
The abode of my Lover and Lord. 8 

I am sick of thy splendour, 0 fountain of day, 

And here I am hid from its teams, 

Here 'safely contemplate a brighter display 
Of the noblest and holiest themes. ' 

Ye forests that yield me my sweetest repose, 
Where stillness and solitude reign, 

To you I securely and boldly disclose 
The dear anguish of which I complain. 10 

Here sweetly forgetting and wholly forgot 
By the world and its turbulent throng, 

Tin:* birds and the streams lend me many a' note 
That aids meditation and songs 

Here wandYing in scenes that are sacred to night, 
Love weai*s me and wastes me away, 

And often the sun has spent much of his light. 

Ere yet I perceive it is day. " 24 

While a mantle' of darkness invelopes the sphere, 
My sorrow's are sadly rehears'd. 

To me the dark hours are all equally dear, 

And the last is as sweet as the first. 


Here I and the beasts- of the desert agree, 

, Mankind are the. wolves that I fear, 

They grudge me my natural right to be free, 

But nobody questions it here. 82 


Tide 1 ] The wonderful! rontrarieticii 
IX safety] freely BM, 20 aid*} helps 
im liJL 
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Though little is found in this dreary abode 
That appetite wishes to find, , 

My spirit is sooth’d by the 'presence of God* 

And appetite wholly resign’d 

Ye desolate scenes, to your solitude led, 

My life I in praises employ. 

And scarce know the source of the tears that I shed, 
Proceed they from sorrow or joy. 40 

There is nothing I seem, to have skill to discern, 

I feel out my way in the dark. 

Love reigns in ray bosom, I constantly bum, 

Yet hardly distinguish the spark. 

I live, yet I seem to myself to be dead, 

Such a riddle is not to be found, 

I am nourish’d without knowing how 1 am fed. 

I have nothing and yet I abound. 46 

Oh Love I who in darkness art pleas’d to abide, 
Though dimly yet surely I see, 

That these contrarieties only reside 
In the soul that is chosen of thee. 

Ah send me not back to the race of mankind, 
Perversely by folly beguil'd, 

For where in the crowds I have left, shall I find 
The spirit and heart of a Child ? ' m 

Here let me, though fix! in a desert, be free, 

A Little one whom they despise, 

Though lost to the world*’ if in union with thee. 
Shall be holy and happy and wise. 

hi b® .40 Proceed they from] Whether owing to A . 

41 LV* *’ eak % ere M nothing I seem to discern ML 44 the] 
5vi 4\ 4a yet? I] and yet BM, 55 in the crowds] among 
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r l KAN SLAT IONS PROM 
THE LATIN CLASSICS 

THE I IF TH SATIRE OF THE FIRST BOOK 
OF HORACE 

A OF THE AUTHOR'S 

JOIK.MA I; ROM ROME TO BBUXDUSIUM 

®“ ro - ->*. - 

Twas a long journey lay before us. 

■St, n , * honest Heliodorus, 
vt ho tar m point of rhetoric 
surpasses every living Greek. 

Meh leaving our respective home, 
logether sallied forth from Rome. 

r list at Azicia we alight, 

And there refresh and pass the night 
Our entertainment \ rather coarse 

1 m?* mu L tao “ s ' hut I Ve met with worse. 10 
Xhtncf o er the causeway soft and fair 
io Appn Forma we repair. 

But as this road is well supplied 
II.? 1 ?!. ttiou strong !) on either side 
with inns commodious, snug, and warm 
\Ve split the journey, and perform ’ 
in. t wo clays" time what's often done 
By brisker travellers in one. 

Here rather chusing not to sup 
than with bad water mix my cup, 9 n 

After a warm debate, in spite 
Of a provoking appetite, 

I sturdily resolve at last 
lo balk it, and pronounce a fast, 

And in a moody humour wait, 

While my less dainty comrades bait. 

,°*? r ^ ie spangled hemisphere 
•• .*5“ us '« the starry train appear, 

When there arose -a desperate brawl ; 
i he. slaves and bargemen, one and all, 30 
Kenclmg their throats (have mercy on us !) 

As if i they were resolv'd to stun us, 

' hteer the barge this way to the shore ! ” 

/ ■ f tell you 'Well admit no more l M 

■ ■ s 3' 
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u Plague ! will you never be content I ” 
Thus a whole hour at least is spent, 

While they receive the 'several fares, 

And hick the mule into ' his gears. 

Sappy; these difficulties past. 

Could we have fall'll asleep at last,! 

But, what with humming, croaking, biting, 
Gnats, frogs, and all their plagues uniting, 
■These tuneful natives of the lake 
Conspir’d to keep us broad awake. 

Besides, to make the concert full, 

Two maudlin wights, exceeding dull, 

The bargeman and a passenger, 

Each in his turn essay’d an air 
In honour of his absent fair. 

At length the passenger, opprest 
With wine, left off, and snor'd the rest. 

' The weary bargeman too gave o'er, 

And hearing his companion snore, 

Seiz’d the occasion, fix’d the barge, 

Turn’d out his mule to graze at large, 

And slept, forgetful of his charge. 

And now the sun, o’er eastern hill, 
Discover’d that our barge stood still ; 

When one, whose anger vex’d him sore, 
With malice fraught, leaps quick on shore, 
' Plucks up a stake ; with many a thwack 
Assails the mule and driver’s back. 

Then slowly moving on, with pain, 

At ten Peroma’s stream we gain, 

And in her pure and glassy wave 
Our hands and faces gladly lave. 

Climbing three miles, fair Anxiiris height 
We reach, with stony quarries white. 

While here, as was agreed, we wait, 

Till, charg'd with business of the state, 

Maecenas and Coceeius come 

(The messengers of peace) from Rome; 

My eyes, by wat’ry humours blear 
And sore, I with black balsam smear. 

At length they join us, and with them 
Our worthy friend Fonteius came ; 

A man of such complete desert, 

Antony lov’d him at Ms heart. 

At Fundi we refus’d to bait, 

And laugh’d at vain Aulidius’ state ; 

A praetor now, a scribe before, 

The purple-border’d robe he wore. 

His slave the smoking censer bore* 



FROM HORACE 

Tix’ d, at Mums s wo repose 
Atfprmia,sup at Capito's. 

. .With smiles the rising mom we greet • 

Ai bmuessa pleas'd to meet g ' ’ 
Mith Plotius, Varius, ami the bard 
Mhom Mantua first with wonder heard. 

The world no purer spirits knows, 
t or none my heart more warmly slows 
Oh ! what embraces we bestow’d, 

And with what joy our breasts overflow'd » 
j Hre- w Me my sense is sound and clear. 
Long as I live. I shall prefer 
^ good- Matur'd, tasy friend 
To ev ry blessing Heaven can send. 

® ’’tillage, the next night, 

A e*ii the \ ulturmis. we alight ; 

Where, as employ'd on state affairs 
)} e were supplied by the purvey’rs 
iranMy at once, and without hire, 

With food for man and horse, and fire 
t. apuanexfc day betimes we reach. 

itw re }, 1V ^X and myself, who each ' 

Labour <1 with different maladies. 

His such a stomach, mine such eves. 

As would not bear strong exercise 
In drowsy mood to sleep resort ; ’ 

Mtecenas to the tennis-court. 

Next at Cocceiust’ farm we're treated 
Above the Candian tavern seated ; 

Hi_s kind and hospitable board 

\lt?nv,v' vh( ' l8S ® ie fare w as stor'd. 
Now, O ye Niue, inspire my lays! 

To nobler themes my fancy raise ! 

I wo combatants, who scorn to yield 

I he noisy, tongue-disputed field, 

barmentus and Cicirrus, claim 
A poet's tribute to their fame : i s 

Cicirrus of true Oscian breed, 
barmentus, who was never freed, 

But ran away; we don’t defame him ; 

His lady lives, and still may claim him. 
lhus dignified, in hardy fray 
These champions their keen wit display • 

And first Sarmentus led the way. 

“so rough and coarse 
Look like the mane ot some wild horse.” 


1M fart., food Hayloj. 


125 hardy] harder Hunky. 
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We laugh. Cieirrus, imdismay'd, ISO' 

u Have at you ! ” cries, and shakes Ills head. 

>h Tis well/’ Sarmentus says, 44 you've lost 
That horn your forehead oneeeould boast; . 
Since, maim’d and mangled 'as you are, 

You seem to butt.” A hideous scar 
Improv’d, ’tis true, with double grace 
The native horrors of his face. 

Well, after much jocosely said 
Of his grim front, so fiery red, 

(For carbuncles had blotch’d it o’er. 140 

As usual on Campania s shore) 

4 4 Give us,” he cried, u since you're so big, 

A sample of the Cyclops’ jig ! 

Your shanks, methinks, no buskins ask, 

Nor does your phyz require a mask.” 

To this Cieirrus : 4 4 In return, 

Of you, Sir, now I fain would learn 
When 'twas, no longer deem’d a, slave, 

Your chains you to the Lares gave 1 

For though a scriveners right you claim, 150 

Your lady’s title is the same. 

But what could make you run away, 

Since, pygmy as you are, each day" 

A single pound of bread would quite 
O'erpower your puny appetite?” 

Thus jok’d the champions, while we laugh'd, 
And many a cheerful bumper quaff tl. 

To Beneventum next we steer, 

Where our good host by over-care 
In roasting thrushes lean as mice 160 

Had almost fall'll a sacrifice. 

The kitchen soon was all on fire. 

And to the roof the flames aspire. 

There might you see each man and master 
Striving, amidst this sad disaster, 

To save the supper— then they came 
With speed enough to quench the flame. 

From hence we first at distance see 
TIf Apulian hills, well known to me. 

Parch’d by the sultry western Mast,' 170 

And which we never should have 'past, 

Had not Trivieus, by the way, 

Receiv’d us at the close of day. 

But each was forc’d at entering here 
To pay the tribute of a tear, 

For more of smoke than fire was seen, ' 

The hearth was pil’d with logs so green. 
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From hence in chaises we were carried 
Miles twenty-four, and gladly tarried 
At a small town, whose name my verse ISO 
(So barbarous is it I) can’t rehearse. 

Know it you may by many a sign ; 

Water is dearer far than wine • 

There bread is deem'd such dainty fare, 

That every prudent traveller 
His wallet loads with many a crust ; 

For, at Canusium, you might just 
As well attempt to gnaw a stone 
As think to get one morsel down. 

That too with scanty streams is fed : 190 

Its founder was brave Diomed. 

Hood Varius (ah, that friends must part!) 

Here left us all with aching heart. 

At Rubi we arriv'd that day, 

Well jaded by the length of way, 

And sure poor mortals ne’er were wetter. 

Next day, no weather could be better, 

No roads so bad ; we scarce could crawl 
Along to fishy Barium’s wall. 

Th’ Egnatians next, who by the rules 200 
Of common-sense are knaves or fools, 

Made all our sides with laughter heave. 

Since we with them must needs believe 
That incense in their temples burns, 

And without fire to ashes turns. 

To circumcision’s bigots tell 
Such tales I for me, I know full well, 

That in high heaven, unmov’d by care, 

The Gods eternal quiet share : 

Nor can I deem their spleen the cause 210 
Why fickle Nature breaks her laws. 

Bruudusium last we reach : and there 
Stop short the Muse and Traveller. 

THE NINTH SATIRE OF THE FIRST BOOK OF 
HORACE 

ADAPTED TO THE PRESENT TIMES. 

THE DESCRIPTION OP AN IMPERTINENT 

[Written 1757. Published 1759, in Dunoonabe’s edition 
of Horace, vol. ii.j 

Saust’kino along the street one day, 

On trifles musing by the way, 

' Up steps a free familiar wight * 

' (I scarcely knew the man by sight) 

' 184 Their Ihrm-mnhL\ 1814 one] a Hay fey. 
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4 4 Carlos, ” lie cried, 1 4 your hand, my clear. 

Gad, I rejoice to meet yon here. ! 1 . 

Pray Heaven I see yon well !■”— So, so ; 

E'en 'Well enough, as times' now go, : 

The same good wishes, sir, to you. 

Finding he still pursu’d me close, ' 10 

Sir, you have business, I suppose : 

“My business, Sir, is quickly done, 

’Tis but to make my merit known ; 

Sir, I have read”*— O learned Sir, 

You and your reading I revere. 

Then, sweating with anxiety, 

And sadly longing to get free, 

Gods ! how I scamper’d, scuffl’d for’t, 

Ban, halted, ran again, stopp’d short, 

Beckon’d my boy, and pull’d him near, 20 
And whisper’d— nothing in his ear, 

Teaz’d with Ms loose unjointed chat, 
u What street is this? Whose house, is that ? ” 
O' Harlow ! how I envied thee 
Thy unabash’d effrontery, 

Who dar’st a foe with freedom blame, 

And call a coxcomb by his name ! 

When I return’d Mm answer none, 

• Obligingly the fool ran on, 

“ I see you’re dismally distress’d, 30 

Would give the world to be releas’d, 

But, by your leave, Sir, I shall still 
Stick to your skirts, do what you will 
Pray which way does your journey tend ? ” 

O ! ’tis a tedious way, my friend, 

Across the Thames, the Lord knows where; 

I would not trouble you so far. 

44 Well, I’m at leisure to attend you.” 

Are yon? thought I, the De’il befriend you ! 

No ass with double panniers rack’d, 40 
Oppress’d, o’erladen, broken-hack’d. 

E’er look’d a thousandth part so dull 
As I, nor half so like a fool ■ 

4 4 Sir, I know little of myself,” 

Proceeds the pert conceited elf, 

44 If Gray or Mason you will deem 
Than me more worthy your esteem. 

Poems I write by folios, 

As fast as other men write prose. 

Then I can sing so loud, so clear, 50 

That Beard cannot with me compare. 

■ 15 reading] learning Hayky, 23 Whose] What Huyky. 
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In dancing too I all surpass, 

Not Cooke can move with such a grace." 

Here I made shift, with much ado. 

To. interpose a word or two,— * 

Have you no parents, Sir? no friends, 

Whose welfare on your own depends? 

“ Parents, relations, say you ? No • 

They're all dispos'd of long ago.” 

Happy to Ik? no more perplex’d : 60 

My fate too threatens, I go next. 

Dispatch me, Sir. ’tis now too late, 

Alas : to struggle with my fate ! 

Well, I'm convinc'd my time is come ; 

When young, a gipsy told my doom ; 

The beldam shook her palsied head, 

As she perus'd my palm, and said, 

“ Of poison, pestilence, or war, 

Gout, stone, defluxion, or catarrh. 

You have no reason to beware. 70 

Beware the coxcomb’s idle prate, 

Chiefly, my son, beware of that ; 

Be sure, when you behold him, fly 
Out of all ear-shot, or you die !— " 

To Rufus’ Hall we now drew near. 

Where he was summon’d to appear, ' 

Refute the charge the plaintiff brought, 

Or suffer judgment by default. 

“For Heav'n's sake, if you love me, wait 
One moment ! I’ll attend you strait.” SO 
Glad of a plausible pretence— 

Sir, I must beg you to dispense 
With my attendance in the court. 

My legs will surely suffer for’t,— 

‘ 1 Nay, pr’y thee Carlos, stop awhile ! ” 

Faith, Sir, in law I have no skill, 

Besides, I have no time to spare, 

I must be going you know where — 

“ Well, I protest, I’m doubtful now, 

Whether to leave my suit or you ! — ” 90 

Me, without scruple ! I reply, 

Me, by all means, Sir ! — “ No, not I ! 

Alton.% Monsieur! ” ’Twere vain, you know. 

To strive with a victorious foe. 

So I reluctantly obey, 

And follow where he leads the way. 

“You and Newcastle are so close; 

Still hand and glove, sir, I suppose ? 

80 attend] lw with Hanley, 97, 99 Newcastle ffayley : 

JV- — tie Buncombe. 
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Newcastle (let me tell you, Sir,) 

Has not his equal every where. 100 

Well ! There indeed, your fortune's made ! 
Faith, Sir, you understand your trade. 

Would you hut give me your, good word, 

• Just introduce me to any lord. 

I should serve charmingly, by way 
Of second fiddle, as. they say ; 

What think you, Sir? twere a good jest ; 

’Slife * we should quickly scout’ the rest.*' 

Sir, you mistake the matter far, 

We have no second fiddles there. 110 

Bieher than I some folks may he ; 

More learned ; but it hurts not me. 

Friends though he has of different kind, 

Each has his proper place assign'd. 

4 4 Strange matters these, alledgd by you ! ” 
Strange they may be, but they are true. 

4 4 Well, then, I vow, ’tis mighty clever ; 

Now X long ten times more than ever 

To be advanc'd extremely near 

One of his shining character,’ 1 120 

Have but the will — there wants no more, 

'Tis plain enough you have the pow’r. 

His easy temper (that’s the worst) 

He knows, and so is shy at first,, 

But such a cavalier' as you— 

Lord, Sir, you’ll quickly bring him to ! 

4 4 Well, if I fail in my design, 

Sir, it shall he no fault of mine ; 

If by the saucy servile tribe 

Denied, what think you of a bribe? ISO 

Shut out to-day, not die with sorrow, 

But try my luck again to-morrow. 

Never attempt to visit him 
But at the most convenient time, 

Attend him on each Levee day, 

And there my humble duty pay. . 

Labour, like this, our want supplies ; 

And they must stoop, who mean to rise,” 
While thus he wittily harangu’d, 

For which you’ll guess I wish’d him liang'd, 140 
Campley, a friend of mine, came by, 

Who knew his humour more than I. 

We stop, salute, and— 44 Why so fast, 

Friend Carlos? whither all this haste ! ” 

. Fir’d at the thoughts of a /reprieve, 

I pinch Mm, pull him, twitch his sleeve, 

■ 124 is bo ffmjtey. 1B0 wittilvl , 
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Nod, beckon. bite my lips, wink, pout 
Do every tiling but speak plain out : 

■vi bile be, sad dog, from beginning 
Determin'd to mistake my meaning. 150 
Instead of pitying. my curse.. 

By jeering made it tea times worse. 

Carnpley. what secret, pray, was that 
Yon wanted to communicate ?. 

“ I recollect. But "tis no matter ; 

Carlos ! well talk of that berea'ter. 

E'en let the secret rest : 'twill tell 
Another time, Sir. just as well.” 

Was ever such a dismal day? 

Unlucky cur ! he steals away, 360 

And leaves me. half bereft of life. 

At mercy of the butcher's knife; 

When, sudden, shouting from afar. 

See his antagonist appear ,* 

The bailiff seiz'd Mm. quick as thought, 

1 ‘ Ho ! Mr. Scoundrel ! are you caught ! 

Sir, you are witness to th' arrest 

Aye, many. Sir. I’ll do my best. 

The mob huzzas ; away they trudge, 

Culprit and all, before the judge. 170 

Meanwhile I, luckily enough. 

(Thanks to Apollo) got dear off. 

HORACE. BOOK I, ODE IX 

Vidfia, ut alta stet nive caadidum 

■Soracte ; , . , , . * » 

[Written 1757 (?). Publislwdi by Johnson* 1S15.3 
»See’st tli du you mountain- laden with deep snow, 
The groves beneath their fleecy burthen bow, 

The streams congeal’d forget to flow ; 

Come, thaw the cold, and lay a cheerful pile 
Of fuel on the hearth ; 

Broach the best cash, and make old Winter smile 
With seasonable mirth. 7 

This he our part —let heaven dispose the rest ; 

If Jove command, the winds shall sleep, 

That now wage war upon the foamy deep, 

And gentle gales spring from the balmy west* 

E’en let tis shift to-morrow as we may, 

When tomorrow's past away, 

We at least shall have to say, 

_ We have liv'd another day { 

lour auburn locks will soon be silver’d o’er, 16 

Old age is at our heels, and youth returns no more. 
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HOBACE. BOOK I, ODE XXXVIII 
Fersicos odi, puer, apparatus. 

[Written {?), Published, by Johnson*' 1815, } 

: Boy, I hate their empty shows, 

Persian garlands I detest, 

' Bring not me the late-blown rose 
Lingering after all the rest : 

Plainer myrtle pleases me 
Thus out-stretch’d beneath my vine, 
Myrtle more becoming thee, 

Waiting with thy master’s wine, 8 

ANOTHER TRANSLATION OF THE SAME ODE 

[Written {?), Published by Johnson, 1815.] 

English Sapphics have been attempted, but with little 
success, because in our language we have no certain rules by 
which to determine the quantity. The following version was 
made merely in the way of experiment how far it might be 
possible to imitate a Latin Sapphic in English without any 
attention to that circumstance [J.J 

Boy ! I detest all Persian fopperies, 

Fillet-bound garlands are to ine disgusting, 

Task not thyself with any search, I" charge thee. 
Where latest roses ' linger ; 

Bring me alone (for thou, wilt find that readily) 
Plain myrtle. Myrtle neither will disparage 
Thee occupied to serve me, or me drinking 1 ' 

Beneath my vine’s cool shelter, , " 8 


HORACE, BOOK II, ODE XYI 
Odum Divos roj?afc in patent!. 

[Written (?), Published by Johnson, 1815.] 

Ease is the weary merchant’s pray’r, 

Who plows by night th’ iEgean flood, 

When neither moon nor stars appear, 

Or faintly glimmer through the cloud. 

For ease 1 the Mede with quiver grac’d, 

For ease the Thracian hero sighs, 

Delightful ease all pant to taste, 

■ A blessing which no treasure buys, ' 8 

For neither gold can lull to rest, 

Nor all a Consul’s guard beat off 
The tumults, of a troubled breast, . 

The cares that haunt a gilded roof. 



531 


FROM HORACE 

Happy the man, whose table shows 
A few clean ounces of old plate ; 

No fear intrudes on his repose, 

No sordid wishes to be great. 1(5 

Poor short-Mv’d things, what plans we lav ! 

Ah, why forsake our native home ! 

To distant climates speed away; 

For self sticks dose where'er we roam ! 

Care follows hard : and soon o’ertakes 
The well-rigg’d ship, the warlike steed. 

Her destin’d quarry ne’er forsakes, 

Not the wind flies with half her speed. 24 

From anxious fears of future ill 
Guard well the cheerful, happy Now ; 

Gild ev'n your sorrows with a smile, 

No blessing is unmix’d below. 

Thy neighing steeds and lowing herds, 

Thy numerous flocks around thee graze, 

And the best purple Tyre affords 
Thy robe magnificent displays, 32 

On me indulgent Heav’n bestow’d 
A rural mansion, neat and small ; 

This Lyre;— and as for yonder crowd, 

The happiness to hate them all. 

For the translation of Horute, Book II, Ode X, see p, 814 [Ed.* 

VIRGIL'S iENEID 

Book VITT, Link IS 
[Written {?). Published by Johnson, 1815.3 
Thus Italy was mov’d — nor did the chief 
-dSneaa in his mind less tumult feel. 

On ev’ry side his anxious thought he turns. 
Restless, unfixt, not knowing what to choose. 

And as a cistern that in brim of brass 
Confines the crystal flood, if chance the sun 
Smite on it, or the moon’s resplendent orb. 

The quiv’ring light now flashes on the walls 
Now leaps uncertain to the vaulted roof : 

Such were the wav’ring motions of his mind. 10 
’Twas night — and weary nature sunk to rest. 

The birds, the bleating flocks, were heard no more. 
At length, on the cold ground, beneath the damp 
And dewy vault, fast by the river’s brink, 

The Father of his country sought repose. 
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HORACE. BOOK I, ODE XXXVTH 

Persicoa odi, puer, apparatus. 

(Written (?}. Published by Johnson, 1815.} 

Boy,I hate their empty shows, 

Persian garlands 1 detest, 

Bring not me the late-blown rose 
Lingering after 'all the rest ; 

Plainer myrtle pleases me 
Thus out-stretch’d beneath my Tine, 
Myrtle more becoming thee, 

Waiting with thy master's wine. S 

ANOTHER TRANSLATION OF THE SAME ODE 

[Written {?). Published by Johnson, 1815,1 

• English Sapphics have been attempted, but with little 
success, because m our language we have no certain rules by 
which to determine the quantity. The following version was 
made merely in the way of experiment how, far it might be 
possible to imitate a Latin Sapphic in English without any 
attention to that circumstance [J.J. 

Boy ! I detest all Persian fopperies, 

Fillet-bound garlands are to me disgusting, 

Task not thyself with any search, I charge thee, 
Where latest roses linger ; 

Bring me alone (for thou wilt find that readily) 
‘Plain myrtle. Myrtle neither will disparage 
Thee occupied to serve me, or me drinking' 

Beneath my vine’s cool shelter, ' 8 


HORACE. BOOK II, ODE XVI 

Otiuxn Bivos rogafc in patent!. 

[Written {?}. Published by Johnson, 1815,] 

Ease is the weary merchant’s pray’r, 

Who plows by night th’ iEgean flood, 

When neither moon nor' stars appear, 

, Or faintly glimmer through the cloud. 

For ease the Mede with quiver grac’d, 

For ease the Thracian hero sighs, 

Delightful ease all pant to taste, 

A Messing which, no treasure buys, 8 

For neither gold can lull to rest, 

Nor all a Consul’s guard beat oft* 

The tumults of a troubled breast, 

The cares that haunt a gilded roof, ■ 
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Happy the man, whose table shows 
A few dean ounces of old plate ; ' 

Ho fear intrudes on his repose,, ' • •; 

Ho sordid wishes to lie great., ' ' i« 

Poor short-liv'd things, what plans we lay ! 

All, why forsake our native home! 

To distant climates speed away • 

For self sticks close where'er we roam ! 

Care follows hard : and soon o’ertakes 
The well-rigg'd ship, the warlike steed. 

Her destin'd quarry ne'er forsakes, 

Not the wind flies with half her speed. 24 

From anxious fears of future ill 
Guard well the cheerful, happy Now ; 

Gild ev’n your sorrows with a smile. 

No blessing is umnix’d below. 

Thy neighing steeds and lowing herds, 

Thy num’rous flocks around thee graze. 

And the best purple Tyre affords 
Thy robe magnificent displays, 82 

On me indulgent Heav’n bestow’d 
A rural mansion, neat and small : 

This Lyre ; — and as fox* yonder crowd, 

The happiness to hate them all. 

For the translation qfffaraw, Book II, OdcX. sap. 314 [Ed.]. 

VIRGIL’S iEXEID 

Tkwni VIII, Link is 
[Written (?), Published by Johnson, 1815.] 

Tires Italy was mov'd— nor did the chief 
JEneas in his mind less tumult feel. 

On ev’ry side his anxious thought he turns. 
Restless, unfixt, not knowing what to choose. 

And as a cistern that in brim of brass 
Confines the crystal flood, if chance the sun 
Smite on it, or the moon’s resplendent orb. 

The quiv'ring light now flashes on the walls 
Now leaps uncertain to the vaulted roof; 

Such were the wav’ring motions of his mind. 10 
Twas night — and weary nature sunk to rest. 

The birds, the bleating flocks, were heard no more. 
At length, on the cold ground, beneath the damp 
And dewy vault, fast by the river’s brink, 

The Father of Ms country sought repose. 
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When lo ! among the spreading poplar boughs. 
Forth from his pleasant stream, propitious rose 
The god of Tiber : clear transparent gauze 
Infolds Ms loins, Ills brows with reeds are crown’d, : 
And these his gracious words to sooth his care : 20 
a Heav'h-born, who bring’st our kindred home 
again, 

Rescued, and giv'st eternity to Troy, 

Long have Laurentmn and the Latian plains 
Expected thee ; behold thy fixt abode, 

Fear not the threats of war, the storm is pass'd. 
The gods appeas'd. For proof that what thou hear st 
Is no vain forgery or delusive clreani, 

Beneath the grove that borders my green bank, 

A milk-white swine, with thirty milk-white young 
Shall greet thy wondiing eyes* "Mark well the place ; 
For Ms thy place of rest, there end thy toils : 31 

There, twice ten years elaps'd, fair Alba’s 'walls ■ 
Shall rise, fair Alba, by Ascamus’ hand* 

Thus shall it be— now listen, while I teach 
The means t* accomplish these events at band, 

Th’ Arcadians here, a race from Pallas sprung. 
Following Evan&er’s standard, and his fate, 

High on these mountains, a well-chosen spot, 

Have built a city, for their Grandsire’s sake 
Named Pallanteuin. These, perpetual war 40 
Wage with the Latians : join'd in faithful league 
And arms confederate, add them to your camp. 
Myself between my winding banks, will speed 
Your well-oar'd barks to stem th’ opposing tide. 
Rise, goddess-born, arise ; and with the first , 
Declining stars, seek Juno in thy prayV, 

And vanquish all her wrath with suppliant vows. 
When conquest crowns thee, then remember Me, 

I am the Tiber, whose cerulean stream 
Heav'n favours ; I with copious flood divide 50 
These grassy banks, and cleave the fruitful meads* 
My mansion. This— and lofty cities crown 
My fountain-head/’ — He spoke, and sought the deep, 
And plung’d his form beneath the closing flood. 

JEneas at the morning dawn awoke. 

And rising, with uplifted eye beheld 
The orient sun, then clipp'd his palms, and scoop’d 
The brimming stream, and thus address'd the skies* 
u Ye nymphs, Laurentian nymphs, who feed the 
; , source 

Of many a stream/ and. thou, with thy blest flood, 
O , Tiber, hear, accept the,, and ' afford , , f] 1 
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At length afford, a shelter from my woes. 
Where’er in sqoret cavern under ground 
Thy waters sleep* where'er they spring to light, 

• Slnee thou hast pity for a wretch like me. 

My offerings and my vows shall wait thee’. still : 
Great horned Father of Hesperian floods, . 

Be gracious now, and ratify thy word," 

He said, and chose two gullies hum his fleet. 

Fits them with oars, and clothes the crew in arms. 
When lo ! astonishing and. pleasing sight, 71 
The milk-white dam, with her xmspotted brood. 
Lay stretch'd upon the hank, beneath the grove. 

To thee, the pious Prince*. Juno, to thee ■ 

Devotes them all, all on thine altar bleed. 

That live- long night old Tiber smooth'd his flood. 
And so restrain'd it, that it seem'd to stand 
Motionless as a pool, or silent lake, 

That not a billow might resist their oars, 

, With cheerful sound of exhortation soon SO 

Their voyage they begin : the pitchy keel 
Slides through the gentle deep, the quiet stream 
Admires tla' unwonted burthen that it bears, 

Well, polish'd arms, and vessels painted gay,’ 
Beneath the shade of various trees, between 
Tlr umbrageous branches of the spreading groves, 
They cut their liquid way, nor day, nor night 
Tliey^ slack their course, unwinding as they go 
The long meanders of the peaceful tide. 

The, glowing mn was in meridian height, 00 
When from afar they saw the humble walls, 

And the few scatter'd cottages, which now 
The Roman pow'r km equalled with the clouds : 

But such was then Evander’s scant domain. 

They steer to shore, and hasten to the town. 

It chanc'd tlT Arcadian monarch on that day. 
Before the walls, beneath a shady grove, 

Was celebrating high, in solemn feast, 

Aleicies and his' tutelary gods. 

Pallas, his son, was there, and there the chief 100 
Of all Ms youth ; with these, a worthy tribe, 

His poor but venerable senate, burnt 
Sweet incense, and their altars smok’d with blood. 
Boon as they saw the towering masts approach. 
Sliding between the trees, ■while the crew rest 
'Upon their silent oars, amaz'd they rose, 

Hot without fear, and all forsook the feast. 

But Pallas undismay’d his javlin seiz’d. 

Rush’d to the bank, and from a rising ground 
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When !o ! among the spreading poplar boughs. 
Forth Irom his pleasant stream, propitious rose 
The god of Tiber : clear transparent gauze 
Infolds his loins, his brows with reeds are crown'd : 
And these his gracious words "to sooth his care : 20 
“Heaven-bora, who bring’st our kindred home 
again. 

Rescued, and giv'sfc eternity to Troy, 

Long have Laurentum and the Latian plains 
Expected thee ; behold thy fixt abode, 

Fear not the threats of war, the storm is pass'd, 
The gods appeas'd. For proof that what thou hear'st 
Is no' vain forgery or delusive dream, 

Beneath the grove that borders my green bank, 

A milk-white swine, with thirty milk-white young 
Shall greet thy wond’ring eyes. Mark well the place ; 
For ’tis thy place of rest, there end thy toils ; 81 

There, twice ten years elaps'd, fair Alba's walls 
Shall rise, fair Alba, by Ascanius’ hand. 

Thus shall it be— now listen, while I teach 
The means t’ accomplish these events at hand. 

TIT Arcadians here, a race from Pallas sprung., 
Following Evander's standard and his fate, 

High on these mountains, a well-chosen spot. 

Have built a city, for their Graudsire’s sake 
Named FaUantemn, These, perpetual war 40 
Wage with the Latians : join'd in faithful league 
And arms confederate, add them to your oamp. 
Myself between my winding banks, will speed 
Your well-oar'd barks to stem, tlr opposing tide. 
Rise, goddess-born, arise; and with' tin* first 
Declining stars, seek Juno in thy pray r, 

And vanquish all her wrath with suppliant vows. 
When conquest crowns thee, then remember Me, 

I am the Tiber, whose eanuiiean stream 
Heavn favours ; I with copious Hood divide 50 
These grassy banks,, and cleave the fruitful meads. 
My mansion, This— and lofty cities crown 
My fountain-head A— He spoke, and sought the deep, 
And plung'd his form beneath the closing flood. 

iliieas at the morning dawn awoke. 

And rising, with uplifted eye beheld 
The orient sun, then flipp'd Ms palms, and scoop’d 
trhe brimming stream, and thus address d the skies. 
“Ye nymphs, Laurentum nymphs, who feed the 
source 

Of many a stream, and thou, with thy blest flood, 

O Tiber, hear, accept me, and afford, * ' 01 
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Forbade them to disturb the sacred rites, 1 j o 
“ i e stranger youth ! what prompts you to explore 
■ This untried way f and whither do ye steer ? 

A\ hence, and who are ye ? Bring ye 'peace or war r 
AEueas from hns lofty deck holds forth 
The peaceful olive brunch, and thus replies * 
•Trojans and enemies to the Latum state, 

” horn they with unprovok'd hostilities 
Have dviv n away, thou see'st. We seek Evauder — 
bay this— and say beside, the Trojan chiefs 
Are come, and seek his friendship and his aid." I2u 
1 alias with wonder heard that awful name. 

And ‘‘ whosoe'er thou art," he cried, "come forth • 
Bear thine own tidings to my father's ear. 

And be a welcome guest beneath our roof." 

He said, and press'd the stranger to his breast ; 

ec ^ &' om the river to the grove, 
where, courteomj, thus -SEneas greets the king : 
•Best of the Grecian race, to whom I bow 
tbo wills my fortune, suppliant, and stretch forth 
la sign of auuty this peaceful branch. 13 o 

1 fear d thee not, altho’ I knew thee well 
A Grecian leader, horn in Aready, 

And kinsman of th‘ Atrid®. Me my virtue, 

1 hat means no wrong to thee— the Grades, 

9 m ‘ kmdrnl families allied of old, 

And thy renown diffus'd thro' ev'rv land, 

Have allconspiEd to bind in friendship to thee, 

And send me not unwilling to thy shores, 

Dardanus, author of the Trojan state.' 

m P e ^reeks) w ** bur Eleotra’s 'son ; 1 jo 

Lkc tia boasted Atlas tor her sire. 

Whoso shoulders high sustain tie mtliercal orbs. 
Your sire is Mercury, who Main bore, 
bweet Maia, on Cyllene’s hoary top. 

Her, if we credit aught tradition old. 

Atlas of yore, the selfsame Atlas, claim'd 

Thtltn^a lhuS united close u» blood, 
oars ? ne common sire confess. 

W xth these credentials fraught, I would not w>nd 

ffiSSb* ^ artful phrase to sound io 
Jy degrees— but came myself— 
me thou see'et; my life the stake : 

V who implore thine aid. 
pl^f, ?f uma > that now aims the blow at thee, 

$«»•..%>* think. 

ae a. 
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Taka then our friendship, and return us thine 
, We too 'have courage, we have noble minds 
'And youth well trial and exercis'd in anas.” 160 
Thus spoke iffineas— He with fixt regard 
Survey'd him sjeaking. -features, form and mien. 
Then briefly thus— “Thou noblest of thy name. 
How gladly do I take? thee to mv heart. 

How gladly thus confess thee for a friend ! 

In thee I trace Andrises i his thy speech. 

Thy voice, thy count 1 'nance. For I well remember, 
Many a day since, when Priam journey'd forth 
To Salamis. to see the land where dwelt 
Hado&e, his sister, he push'd on 170 

E’en to Arcadia's frozen bounds. Twas then 
The bloom of youth was glowing on my cheek ; 
Much I admir'd the Trojan chiefs, and much 
. Their king, the son of great Laomedon, 

But most Anchises, towering o'er them all, 

1 A youthful longing seiz'd me to accost 
The hero, and embrace him; I drew near, 

And gladly led him to the walls of Pheneus. 
Departing, he distinguish'd me with gifts, 

A costly quiver stor'd with Lycian darts, ' 180 

A robe inwove with gold, with gold imboss’d, 

Two bridles, those which Pallas uses now. 

The friendly league thou hast solicited 
1 give thee therefore, and to-morrow, all 
My chosen youth, shall wait on your return* 
Meanwhile, since thus in friendship ye are come, 
Rejoice with us, and join to celebrate 
These animal rites, which may not be delay'd, 

And bo at once familiar at our board." 

He said, and bade replace the feast remov'd ; 
Himself upon a grassy bank dispos’d ' 191 

The crew, but for JSneas order’d forth 
A couch, spread with a lion's tawny shag, 

And bad him share the honours of his throne. 

Th 1 appointed youth with glad alacrity 
Assist the lab ring priest to load the board 
With roasted entrails of the slaughter’d beeves. 
Well-kneaded bread and mantling bowls. Well 
. pleas'd 

iBneas and. the Trojan youth regale 
'' On the huge length of a well-pastur’d chine. 200 
' ' ' Hunger appeas'd, and tables all despatch’d, 

Thus spake Evander ; u Superstition here, 

Til this, our solemn feasting has no part. 

No, Trojan; friend, from utmost danger sav'd, 
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In gratitude this worshii* we renew. 

Behold that rock which nods above the vale. 

Those bulks of broken stone disperse! mmimb 
How desolate" the' shatter V!. cave appears. 

And what a ruin spreads Air incumber'd plain,. 
Within this pile, but far within, was once , 210 
The den of Cacus ; dire his hateful form. 

That shmmVl the day. half monster and half man. 
Blood newly shed stream. Yi ever on the ground 
Smoking, and many a. visage pale and wan 
Nail'd at his gate, hung hideous to the sight, 
Vulcan begot the brute ; vast was his size. 

And from his throat he helelrd. his fathers fires. 
But the clay came that brought ns what we wish'd, 
TIT assistance and the presence of a trod. 

Flush'd with his victory and the spoils he won 220 
From triple Aorm’d Geryon, lately slain. 

The great avenger Hercules appear’d. 

Hither he drove his stately bulls, and pour'd 
His herds along the vale. But' the sly tided' 

Cams, that nothing might escape his hand 
Of villany or fraud, drove from the stalls 
Four of the lordliest of his bulls, and four 
The fairest of his heifers ; by the tail 
He draggYl them to his ton that there conceal'd. 
No footsteps might fetruy the dark abode. 230 
And now. his herd with pro vended sutlieYi 
Alcides would be gone ; they m they went: 

Btill bellowing lotah made the dec}) echoing woods 
And distant hills resound : when, hark one ox. 
Imprison'd dose within the vast recess. 

Lows in return, and frustrates all his hope. 

Then fury seiz'd Al, aides, and his breast 
With indignation heav’d : grasping his club 
Of knotted oak. swift to the mountain* top 
He ram he few, Then first was Caen* seen . 24o 

To tremble, and his eyes bespoke his fears. 

Swift as an eastern blast he, sought his den. 

And dread increasing wing'd him as he went. 
Drawn up in iron slings above the gate 
A rock was hung enormous. Such his haste. 

He burst the chains, and dropp’d it at the door. 
Then grappled it with iron work within 
Of bolts and bars by Vulcan’s art contriv’d. 

Scarce whs he- fast* when panting for revenge 
Came Hercules : he gnash'd his teeth with rage, 
And quick as ligh.tni.ng glanc'd his eyes around 
In quest, of entrance. Fiery red and stung ' 252 
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Wiih indignation, thrice he wheel’d his course 
About the mountain : thrice, hut thrice in rain 
H« stwe to force the quarry 7°**’ 

And thrust* sat down oerweaHed in the rale 

Thari l kd?der!rK 1 W'?L f ‘ X:k ’ a,M * TOde 
that high o irlook d the rest, close at the back 

Of the fell monsters den, where birds obscene 

Of ommons note resorted, choughs and daws 260 

I ki^ an it lean d obliquely to the left 

Tkmitmng the stream Mow, he from the right 

' lLS utl H 0St; ^ength, and to and fro 
lie shook the mass, loosnmg its lowest base * 

Then shov d it from its seat; down fell the pile * 

Klrv +,1inrtr1«:«*71 +T»« 4V.li . it.* «. . 


_ t 1 "** V 7 ' * -HP*-. TT Vi l/U X. 

Behold the kennel of the brute expos’d 
The gloomy vault laid open. So, if chance 
harth yawmng to the centre should disclose 970 
The mansions, the pale mansions of the dead. 
Loath d by the Gods, such would the gulph appear 

And the ghosts tremble at the sight of day 11 ’ 

The monster braying with unusual din 
" Jthin Ins hollow lair, and sore amaz'd 
To see such sudden inroads of the light 
Alludes press'd him close with what at hand 

stumra of trees, and fragments huge 
Of millstone size. He, (for escape was none) 
ft end rous to tell! forth from his gorge discharg’d 
A smoky cloud, that; darken’d all the den : 281 

ft reath after wreath he vomited amain 
Ihc Kinoth'ring vapor, mixt with fiery sparks. 

Ao sight could penetrate the veil obscure. 

Ihe hero, more provok’d, endur’d not this, 

But with a headlong leap, he rush'd to where 
"he thickest cloud envelop’d his abode 
Ihere grasp'd he Cacus, spite of all his fires, 

Till crush d within his anus the monster shows 
His bloodless throat, now dry with panting hard 
And ms press’d eyeballs start. Soon he team down 
The barricade of rock, the dark abyss 232 

Lies open ; and th’ imprison’d bulls, the theft 
He had with oaths denied, are brought to light : 

By th heels the miscreant carcase is dragg’d forth 
His, face, Ms eyes, all terrible, liis breast 
Beset with bristles, and his sooty jaws 


,.38S grasp ISIS. 
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In gratitude this worship we renew. 

Behold that rock 'which nods above the vale, 

Those hulks .of .broken stone dispers'd around. 

How desolate the shatter'd eave appears. 

And what a ruin spreads tlT ineum bor'd plain. 
Within this pile, but far within, was once 21.0 
The den of Cacus ; dire his hateful form. 

That slraraul the day, half monster and half man. 
Blood newly shed stream'd ever on the ground 
Smoking, and many a visage pah* and wan 
Nail'd at his gate, hung hideous to the sight. 
Vulcan begot the brute : vast was his size. 

And from his throat he belch'd Ins father’s tires. 
But the day came that brought us what we wish'd, 
TIT assistance and the presence of a God, 

Flush’d with his victTy and the spoils he won 220 
From tHpie-forard Geryon. lately slain. 

The great avenger Hercules appear'd. 

Hither he drove his stately bulls, and pour'd 
His herds along the vale. But the sly thief 
Caeus, that nothing might escape his hand 
Of villany or fraud, drove from the stalls 
Four of the lordliest of his bulls, and four 
The fairest of his heifers : by the rail 
He draggd them to his dem that there conceal'd. 
No footsteps might betray the dark: alxda 2sn 
And now, his herd with provender sullied, 

Abides would be gone ; they as they went' 

Still bellowing loud, made the deep echoing woods 
And distant hills, resound ; when hark ! one ox. 
ImprfeouM dose within the vast recess. 

Lows '.in return, and frustrates all. his hope. 

Then fury seiz’d Alcid.es. and Ills breast 
With indignation heav'd: grasping his dub 
Of knotted oak, swift to the inr *imtain -tup 
He ran, he dew. Then first was Caeus seen 24u 
To tremble, and Ids eyes besjioke Ids fears. 

Swift as an eastern blast he sought Ids den. 

And dread increasing wing'd him as he went. 
Drawn, up in iron slings above the gate 
A rock was hung enormous, Such his haste. 

He burst the chains, and dropp'd it at the door. 
Then grappled it with iron work' within 
Of bolts and bars by Vulcan’s art contriv'd. 

Scarce was he fast, when panting for revenue 
Came Hercules:' he gnash'd his teeth, with nure, 
And quick as lightning glanc'd his eyes amine 1 ’ 
in quest of entrance. Fiery red aud slung 252 
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This festal clay. — Potitius first enjoin'd 300 

Posterity these solemn rites, he first 

With those who hear the great Pinarian name 

'To Hercules devoted, in the grove 

This, altar built, deem’d sacred in the highest 

By us, and sacred ever to be deem’d. 

Come then, my friends, and hind your youthful 
brows 

In praise of such deliv’rance, and hold forth 
The brimming cup ; your deities and ours 
Are now the same : then drink, and freely too." 

So saying, he twisted round his revTend locks 310 
A variegated poplar wreath, and fill'd 
His right hand with a consecrated bowl. 

At once all pour libations on the board, 

All offer pray'r. And now the radiant sphere 
Of day descending, eventide drew near. 

When first Potitius with the priests advanc’d, 
Begirt' with skins, and torches in their hands.* 

High piled with meats of sav’ry taste, they rang’d 
The chargers, and renew’d the grateful feast. 

Then came the Salii, crown’d with poplar too, 320 
Circling the blazing altars ; here the youth 
Advanc’d, a choir harmonious, there were heard 
The rev’rend seers responsive ; praise they sung, 
Much praise in honour of Aleides* deeds ; * 

How first with infant gripe two serpents huge 
He strangled, sent from Juno : next they sung 
How Troja and Oechalia he destroy’d, 

Pair cities both, and many a toilsome task 
Beneath Eurysthens, (so his step-dame will’d ) 
Achiev’d victorious. k 4 Thou, the cloud-bom pair, 330 
Hylseus fierce and Pholus, monstrous twins, 

Thou slew’st the imnotaur, the plague of Crete, 
And the vast lion of the Nemean rock. 

Thee Hell, and Cerberus. Hell’s porter, fear’ll 
Stretch'd in his den upon Ms liaif-gnaw’d bones. 
Thee no abhorred form, not ev’n the vast 
Typhosus could appal, tho’ clad in arms. 

Hail, true-born son of Jove, among the Gods 
At length enroll'd, nor least illustrious thou. 

Haste the© propitious, and approve our songs. — ” 340 
Thus hymn’d the chorus ; above all they sing 
The cave of Caeus, and the flames he breath’d. 

The whole grove echoes, and the hills rebound. 

The rites perform’d, all hasten to the town. 

The king, bending with age, held as he went 
JEneas. and his 'Pallas by the hand, 
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With much variety of pleasing talk 
Short ‘rang the way. iEneas, with a smile 
Lttoks round him , charm'd with the delightful scene 
Axii! manya <|XK->stion asks, ainl much lie teams 350 
■Of heroes tar rmavmxl in ancient times 
Then spake Evauder : “These extensive «roves 
Were once inhabited by fauns and nymphs 
A h.m1 ue u beneath their shades. 'and a. xaicie rare 
Of men, the progeny uncouth of elms 
And knotted oaks. They no refinement knew 
Of laws or manners civiliz'd, to yoke 
The steer, with forecast provident to store 
I lie hoarded grain, or manage what they had. 

But brows’d like beasts upon the leafy boughs, 360 
Or led voracious on their hunted prey 
An exile from Olympus, and expell'd" 

His native realm by thunder-hearing Jove, 
iirst baturn came. He from the mountains drew 
11ns herd of men untractable and fierce. 

And gave them laws ; and call d his hiding place. 

This growth of forests, Latium. Such the peace 

His land possess d, the golden age was then. 

feo fain d ill story : till by slow degrees 

Far other times, and of far diff’rent hue 370 

Succeeded, thirst of gold and thirst of blood. 

I hen came; Ausortiau bands, and armed hosts 
From Sicily, and Latium often chang'd 
Her master and her name. At length arose 
Jvmgs of whom Tybris of gigantic form 
Was duet ; and we Italians since have call’d 
I he ri ver by his name : thus Albula 
bSo was the country call’d in ancient davs) 
vV as quite forgot. Me from my native land 
An exile, thro' the dang'rous ocean driv'n, 380 
Resistless fortune and relentless fate 
Placed where thou see’st me. Phoebus, and 
The nymph Carmentis, with maternal care 
Attendant on my wand'rings, fix'd me here.” 

[2toi lines omitted, j 

He said, and shew’d him the Tarpeian rock, 

And the rude spot, where now the capitol 
Stands all magnificent and bright with gold. 

Then overgrown with thorns. And yetev’n then, 
The swains beheld that sacred scene with awe ; 
file grove, the rock, inspir'd religions fear. ' 390 
" XJ”? grove,” he said, “that crowns the lofty top 
Of this fair hill, some deity, we know, 
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Inhabits* but what deity we doubt, 

Th* Arcadians speak of Jupiter himself. 

That they have often seen Mm, shaking here 
His gloomy iEgis, while the thunder-storms 
Came rolling all around him. Turn thine eyes* 
Behold that ruin ; those dismantled walls, 

Were once two towns, lamculum — 

By Janus this, and that by Saturn built, 400 

Saturaia.” Such discourse brought them beneath 
The roof of poor Evander ; thence they saw, 

Where now the proud and stately forum stands, 
The grazing herds wide scatter’d o’er the field. 
Boon as he enter’d — 1 * Hercules, ” he said, 
u Victorious Hercules, on this threshold trod, 

These walls contain'd him, humble as they are. 
Bare to despise magnificence, my friend, 

Prove thy divine descent by worth divine, 

Nor view with haughty scorn this mean abode, M 
So saying, he led iEneas by the hand, 411 

And plac’d him on a cushion stuff’d with leaves, 
Spread with the skin of a Lybistian bear. 

[The Episode of Vetvns and Vidmn omitted,] 

While thus in Lemnos Vulcan was employ’d, 
Awaken’d by the gentle dawn of day, 

And the shrill song of 'birds beneath the eaves 
Of his low mansion, old Evander rose. 

His tunic, and the sandals on his feet, 

And his good sword' well-girded to his side, 

A panther’s skin dependent from his left ' 4,20 
And oven* his right shoulder thrown aslant. 

Thus was he; dad. Two mastiffs follow' \l him , 

His whole , retinue and his nightly guard, 

THE SALAD 1 

[Written June, .17®, .Published by Hayley, 1803,1 

The winter-night now well-nigh worn away, 

The wakeful cock proclaim’d approaching dar. 
When Simtilus, poor tenant of a farm 
Of narrowest limits, heard the shrill alarm. 
Yawn’d, stretch’d Ms limbs, and anxious to provide 
Against the pangs of hunger misapplied, 

1 This singular poem, which the learned and judicious Heyne 
seems inclined to think a translation of Virgil's, from the Greek 
of iarthemus, was translated into English by Cowper* during 
his depressive malady, June 17® [1L], 

, 3® Were Bailty : Where XSU> md ktkr did. 
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By slow degrees his tatter'd bed forsook. 

And poking in the dark explor'd the nook 
Where embers slept with ashes heap'd around 
And with burnt fingers-ends the treasure found 10 
It chanc'd that from a brand beneath his nose 
Sure proof of latent fire, some smoke arose ■ ‘ ’ 
When trimming with a pin th’ mcrusted tow. 

And stooping it toward the coals below, 

He toils, with cheeks distended, to excite 
The ling’ring flame, and gains at length a light 
With prudent heed he spreads his hand before 
The quivring lamp, and opes his gran’ry door. 
Small was his stock, but taking for the day 
A measur’d stint of twice eight pounds awav 20 
With these his mill he seeks A shelf at hand 
Fixt in the wall, affords his lamp a stand : 

Then baring both his arms — a sleeveless coat 
He girds, the rough exuviae of a goat ; 

And with a rubber, for that use design’d, 

Cleansing his mill within— begins to'grmd . 

Each hand has its employ-, lab’ring amain. 

This turns the wince, while that supplies the 
grain. 

The stone revolving rapidly, now glows, 

And the bruis'd corn a mealy current flows ; 30 

While he, to make Ms heavy labour light. 

Tasks oft his left hand to relieve his right ; 

And chants with rudest accent, to beguile 
His ceaseless toil, as rude a strain the while. 

And now, “ Dame Cybale, come forth ! ” he cries: 
But Cybale, still slumb’ring, nought replies. 

From Afric she, the swain's sole serving-maid. 
Whose face and form alike her birth betray’d. 

With woolly locks, lips tumid, sable skin, 

Wide bosom, udders flaccid, belly thin, 40 

Legs slender, broad and most misshapen feet, 
Chapp'd into chinks, and parch’d with solar heat. 
Such, summon’d oft, she came ; at his command 
Fresh fuel heap’d, the sleeping embers fann’d, 

And made in haste her simm’ring skillet steam. 
Replenish’d newly from the neighbouring stream. 

The labours of the mill perform’d, a sieve 
The mingled flour and bran must next receive, 
Which shaken oft, shoots Ceres through refin’d, 
And better dress’d, her husks all left behind. so 
This done, at once, his future plain repast. 
Unleaven’d, on a shaven board he cast, 

28 winch Hanky {ISIS). 
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Inhabits, but what , deity we doubt* ■ 

Th* Arcadians speak of Jupiter himself, , , 

That they have often seen Mm, shaking here 
His gloomy iEgis, while the thunder-storms 
Came rolling all around him. Turn thine eyes, 
Behold that ruin ; those dismantled walls, 

Were once two’ towns, laniculum — 

By Janus this, and that by Saturn built, 400 

Saturaia.” Such discourse brought them beneath 
The roof of poor E winder; thence they saw, 

Where now the proud and stately forum stands, 
The grazing herds wide scatter’d o'er the field. 
Soon as he enter’d — u Hercules,” he said, 
“Victorious Hercules, on this threshold trod, 

These walls contain'd him, humble as they are. 
Dare to despise magnificence, my friend, 

Prove thy divine descent by worth divine, 

Not view with haughty scorn this mean abode/’ 
So saying, he led JEneas by the hand, 411. 

And plac’d him on a cushion stuff’d with leaves. 
Spread with the skin of a Lybistian bear, 

■ [The Episode of Vernas and Vnkmt .mmttnL] 

WMle thus in Lemnos Vulcan was employ'd, 
Awaken’d by the gentle dawn of day, 

And the shrill song of birds beneath the eaves 
Of his low mansion, old Evander rose. 

His tunic, and the sandals on his feet, 

And his good sword well-girded to his side, 

A panther’s skin dependent from his left 420 
And over his right shoulder thrown aslant. 

Thus was he clad. Two mastiffs follow'd him, 

His whole retinue and his nightly guard. 


THE SALAD 1 


[Written June, 1799. Published byHayle.v, 18(6,] 

The winter-night now well-nigh worn away, 

The wakeful cock proclaim'd approaching day. 
When Simulus, poor tenant of a farm 
Of narrowest limits, heard the shrill alarm.. 
Yawn’d, stretch’d his limbs, and anxious to provide 
Against the pangs of hunger unsupplied, 


1 This singular poem, which the learned and judicious Kevin 
seems inclined to think a translation of Virgil’s, from the f-ireel 
of Parthemus, was translated into. English by Cowpcr, durint 
lus depressive malady, June 1791* U1.3. 

S® Were Ihiiky: Where ISIS <nul ,’ahr tiM, 
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With tepid lymph, first largely soaked it all, 

Then gather'd it with both hands to a ball. 

And spreading it again with both, hands wide, 

■With sprinkled salt the stiffen'd mass 'supplied ; 

At length, the stubborn substance, duly wrought, 
Takes from his pahns impress'd the shape it ought, 
Becomes an orb— and quarter'd into shares, 

The faithful mark of just division bears. 60 

Last, on Ms hearth it finds convenient space, 

For Cybale before had swept the place, 

And there, with tiles and embers overspread, 

She leaves it— reeking in its sultry bed. 

Nor Simulus, while Vulcan thus, alone, 

His part perform'd, proves heedless of his own, 

But sedulous, not merely to subdue 
His hunger, but to please Ms palate too. 

Prepares more savvy food. His chimney-side 
Gould boast no gammon, salted well, and dried, 70 
And hook'd behind him ; but sufficient store 
Of bundled annis, and a cheese it bore ; 

A broad round cheese, which, thro' its centre strung 
With a tough broom-twig, in the corner hung ; 

The prudent hero therefore with address. 

And quick dispatch, now seeks another mess. 

Close to Ms cottage lay a garden-ground, 

With reeds and osiers sparely girt around ; 

Small was the spot, but liberal to produce ; 

Nor wanted aught that serves a peasant’s use, 80 
And sometimes' e’en the rich would borrow hence, 
Although its tillage was his sole expense, 

For oft. as from Ills toils abroad he eettsY!, 
Home-bound by weather, or some stated feast. 

His debt of culture here he duly paid, 

And only left the plough, to wield the spade. 

He knew to give each plant the soil if needs, 

To drill the ground, and cover close the seeds ; 

And could with ease compel the wanton rill 
To turn, and wind, obedient to his will, 90 

There nourish’d star- wort, and the branching beet, 
The sorrel acid, and the mallow sweet, 

The skirret, and the leek’s aspiring Mud, 

The noxious poppy— quencher of the mind I 
Salubrious sequel of a sumptuous board, 

The lettuce, and the long huge4>eilied gourd ; 

But these (for none Ms appetite controilVt 
With stricter sway) the thrifty rustle sold ; 

With broom-twigs neatly bound, each kind apart, 
..He bore them ever to the public 'mart ; . 100 
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Whence, laden still, but with a lighter load 
Of cash well earn*d, he took his homeward road, 
Expending seldom, ere he quitted Rome, 

His gains, in flesh-meat for a feast at home 
There, at no cost, on onions, rank and red 
Or the curl'd endive's bitter leaf, he fed : 

On scallions slic'd, or with a sensual gust 
On rockets — foul provocatives of lust ! 

Nor even shunn'd, with smarting gums to press 
Nasturtium— pungent face-distorting mess ! 110 

home such resale .now also in bis thought, 

’Wifli hasty steps his garden-ground he sought : 

I here delving with his hands: lie first displac'd 
Four plants of garliek. large, and rooted fast, 

The. tender tops of parsley next he culls, 

Then the old rue-hush shudders as he pulls. 

And coriander last to these succeeds. 

That hangs on slightest threads her trembling 
seeds. 

Plac 'd near Ms sprightly fire he now demands 
rhe mortar at lus sable servant’s hands ; 120 

When stripping all his garliek first, he tore 
11 t extenor coat s. and cast them on the floor, 

Then cast away with like contempt the skin, 

1? muster concealment of the cloves within. 

These search'd, and perfect found, he one by one 
RmcVl, and dispos'd within the hollow stone. 

Salt added, and a Jump of salted cheese, 

With his injected herbs lie cover'd: these, 

Aral tucking with bis left Ms tunic tight, 

And seizing fast the pestle with his right, iso 
The garliek bruising first he soon express’d, 

And mix'd the various juices of the 'rest. 

He grinds, and by degrees his herbs below 
Lost in each other their own pow’rs forego, 

And with the cheese in compound, to the sight 
Nor wholly green appear, nor wholly white. 

His nostrils oft the forceful fume resent, 

He curs’d full oft his dinner for its scent, 

Or with wry faces, wiping as he spoke 
The trickling teal's, cried “vengeance on the 
smoke! 1 ' 140 

The work proceeds r not roughly turns he now 
The pestle, but in circles smooth and slow. 

With cautious hand that grudges what it spills, 
borne drops of olive-oil lie next instils ; 

Then vinegar with caution scarcely less. 

And gathering to the medley mess. 
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.Last, with two fingers frugally applied, 

Sweeps the small remnant from the mortar's side* 
And thus complete in figure and, in Mud, 

Obtains at length the Salad he 'design'd* , BO 
. And now black Cytale before him stands, 

The cake drawn newly flowing in her hands, 

He' glad receives it, chasing far away 
All fears of famine, for the passing day ; 

His legs enclos'd in buskins, and his head 
In its tough casque of leather, forth he led 
And yok'd his steers, a dull obedient pair, 

Then drove afield, and plung'd the pointed share. 


TRANSLATION FROM OVID 

TRISI. Lib. V. Elko, XII 
Seribis, ut oblectem. 

[Written {?}. Published by Johnson, 1815,3 

You bid me write tf amuse the tedious hours, 

And save from withering my poetic pow'rs. 

Hard is the task, my friend, for vers© should flow 
From the free mind, not fetter'd clown by woe ; 
Restless amidst unceasing tempests tost, 

Whoe'er has cause for sorrow, I have most. 

Would you bid Priam laugh, his sons all slain, 

Or childless Niche from tears refrain, 

Join the gay dance, and lead the festive train ? 
Does, grief or study most befit the mind, 10 

To this remote, this barbarous nook confin'd 1 
Could you impart to my unshaken breast 
The fortitude by Socrates possess'd, 

Soon would it sink beneath such woes as mine, 

For what is human, strength to wrath divine 'if 
Wise as he was, and Heav’n pronounc'd him so, 

My sufferings would have laid that wisdom low* 
Could I forget my country, thee and all, 

And ev'n th’ offence to which I owe my fall, 

Yet fear alone would freeze the poet's vein, 20 
While hostile troops swarm o'er the dreary plain. 
Add that the fatal rust of long disuse 
Unfits me for the service of the Muse* 

Thistles and weeds are all we can expect 
From the best soil impoverish'd by neglect ; 
IJnexercis'd and to his stall confin'd, 

The fleetest racer would be left behind ; 

The best built bark that cleaves the waf'ry way, 
Laid useless by, would moulder and' decays • 
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3To hope remains that time shall me restore, 30 
Mean as 1 was, to what I was before. 

Think how a series of desponding cares 
Benumbs the genius, and its force impairs. 

How oft, as now. on this devoted sheet, 

My verse constrain'd to move with measur’d feet 
Reluctant and laborious limps along. 

And proves itself a wretched exile's song. 

What is it tunes the most melodious lays? 

'Tis emulation and the thirst of praise, 

A noble thirst, and not unknown to me, 40 

While smoothly wafted on a calmer sea. 

But can a wretch like Ovid pant for fame ? 

No, rather let the world forget my name. 

Is it because that world approv’d my strain, 

You prompt me to the same pursuit again? 

No, let the Nine th" ungrateful truth excuse, 

I charge my hopeless ruin on the Muse, 

And, like Perillus, meet my just desert, 

The victim of my own pernicious art. 

Fool that I was to be so warn’d in vain, 50 

And shipwreck’d once, to tempt the deep again. 

Ill fares the bard in. this unletter’d land. 

None to consult, and none to understand. 

The purest verse has no admirers here, 

Their own rude language only suits their ear. 

Rude as it is, at length familiar grown, 

I learn it. and almost unlearn my own. 

Yet to say truth, ev’n here the Muse disdains 
Confinement, and attempts her former strains, 

But finds the strong desire is not the pow’r, 60 
And what her taste condemns, the flames devour. 

A part, perhaps, like this, escapes the doom, 

And tho' unworthy, finds a friend at Rome ; 

But 0 I 1 the cruel art, that could undo 
Its vot’ry thus, would that could perish too ! 


T 



TRANSLATIONS FROM VINCENT 
BOURNE 

[Written 1780 {?). The first four were published' in 1788*. the 
■ . remainder by Hayley in 1803, except On the Picture of a Seeping 
Child, which Croft published in 1825,] 

THE GLOW-WORM 

Beneath the hedge, or near the stream. 

A worm, is known to stray ; 

That shows by night a lucid beam, 

Which disappears by day. 

Disputes have been, and still prevail, 

From whence his rays proceed ; 

Some give that honour to his tail, 

And others to his head, 8 

But this is sure— the hand of might 
That kindles up the skies, 

Gives him a modicum of light 
Proportion'd to his size. 

Perhaps indulgent nature meant. 

By such a lamp bestow'd. 

To bid the travler, as he went.. 

Be careful where he trod : if] 

Nor crush a worm, whose useful light 
Might serve, however small. 

To shew a stumbling stone by night, 

And save him from a fall. " 

WbafAer she meant, this truth divine 
■ Is legible and plain, 

'Tis powV almighty bids him shine. 

Nor bids him shine in. vain. 24 

Ye proud and wealthy, let this theme 
Teach humbler thoughts to vcm. 

Since such a reptile lias its gem, 

And boasts its splendour too. 

THE JACKDAW 

There is a bird who, by his coat. 

And by the hoarseness of his note*, 

. Might be suppos'd a crow ; 

A^great frequenter of the church, 

Where, bishop-like, he finds a perch, 

• And dormitory too,, ' ' O' 
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Above the steeple shines a plate. 

That turns and turns, to indicate 
From what point blows the weather. 
Look up — your brains begin to swan,” 
Tis in the clouds— that pleases him, 

He chooses it the rather. 

Fond of the speculati ve height, 

Thither he wings his airy flight, 

And thence securely sees 
The bustle and the raree-show 
That occupy mankind below. 

Secure, and at his ease. 

You think, no doubt, he sits and muses 
On future broken bones and bruises, 

If he should chance to fall. 

No ; not a single thought like that 
Employs his philosophic pate, 

Or troubles it at all. 

He sees, that this great roundabout— 
The world, with all its motley rout, 
Church, army, physic, law. 

Its customs, and its Whesses.— 

Is no concern at all of his. 

And says— what says lie?— Caw. 

Thrice happy bird ! I too ha ve seen 
Much of the vanities of men ; 

And. sick of having seen ’em, 

Would cheerfully these limbs resign 
For such a pair of wings as thine, ~ 

And such a head between ’em. 


THE CRICKET 

Little inmate, full of mirth, 
Chirping on my kitchen hearth, 
Wheresoe'er lie thine abode, 
Always harbinger of good, 

Pay me for thy warm retreat 
With a song more soft and sweet ; 
In return thou shalt receive 
Such a strain as I can give. 

Thus thy praise shall be exprest, 
Inoffensive, welcome guest i 
While the rat is on the scout, 

And the mouse with curious snout, 
29 Is ms-mo : Are 17S3-17SS. 
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With what vermin else infest 
Ev'ry dish* and spoil the best ; 

Frisking thus before the fire, 

Thou hast all thine heart's desire* 

Though in voice and shape they he 
Form'd as if akin to theca 
Thou surpasses!', happier far. 

Happiest grasshoppers that are ; 
Theirs is but a summer’s song, 

Thine endures the winter long, 
Unimpaired and shrill and dear. 
Melody throughout the year. 

Neither night, nor dawn of day, 

Puts a period to thy play ; 

Sing then— and extend thy span 
Far" beyond the date of man. 

Wretched man, whose years are spent 
In repining discontent, 

Lives not, aged though he be, 

Half a span, compar'd with thee, 

THE PARROT 

lx painted plumes superbly cirest 
A native of the gorgeous east, 

By many a billow tost ; 

Poll gains at length the British shore, 
Part of the captain's precious store— 
A present to his toast. 

Belinda's maids are soon preferred 
To teach him now and then a word. 

As Poll can master it ; 

But Tis her own important charge 
To qualify him more at large. 

And make him quite a wit. 

Sweet Poll ! his dealing mistress cries, 
Sweet Poll ! the mimic bird replies, 
And calls aloud for sack. 

She next instructs Mm in the kiss ; 

’Tis now a little one, like Miss, 

And now a hearty smack. 

At first he aims at what he hears ; 
And, listening close with both his ears. 
Just catches at the sound ; 

But soon articulates aloud, 

Much to th 1 amusement of the crowd. 
And stuns the neighbours round. 
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A querulous old woman's voice 
Bis htuiTrous talent next employs— 

He scolds and gives the lie. 

And now he sings, and now 'is sick— 

Here' Sally. Susan, come, come quick ; 

Poor Poll 'is like to die ! BO 

Belinda and her bird t *tis rare 
To meet with such a well match’d pair, 

The language and the tone, 

Each character in eviy part 
Sustain’d with so much grace and art, 

And both in unison. B6 

When children first begin to spell, 

And stammer out a syllable, 

We think them tedious creatures; 

But difficulties soon abate, 

When birds are to be taught to prate, 

And women are the teachers. ' 42 


ON THE PICTURE OF A SLEEPING CHILD 

Sweet babe, whose image here express’d 
„ Does thy peaceful slumbers show ; 

Guilt or fear, to break thy rest, 

Never did thy spirit know. 

Soothing slumbers, soft repose, 

^ Such as mock the painter's skill, 

Sueli as innocence bestows. 

Harmless infant, lull thee, still'! 8 


THE THRACIAN 

Thracian parents, at his birth, 

Mourn their babe with many a tear. 

But with imdissembled mirth 
Place him breathless on his bier. 

Greece and Rome, with equal scorn 
O the savages P exclaim, 

4 1 Whether they rejoice or mourn, 

Well entitled to the name 1” 8 

But the cause of this concern 
And this pleasure, would they trace, 

Even they might somewhat learn 
, From the savages of Thrace. 
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RECIPROCAL KINDNESS THE PRIMARY 
LAW OF NATURE ■ 

AsmiooLm from his injur'd lord, in dread 
■ Of instant" death, to Lybia’s desert fled. 

Tir'd with, hk toilsome flight, and parch'd with heat/ 
He spied, at ’length, a cavern's cool retreat, 

But scarce had giv'n to rest his weary frame. 
When, hugest of his kind, a lion came : 

He roar'd approaching ; but the savage din 
To plaintive murmurs chang'd,— arriv'd within. 
And with expressive looks, his lifted paw 
Presenting, aid implor'd from whom he saw ; 1 10, 

The fugitive, through terror at a stand, 

Bar'd not awhile afford his trembling hand, 

But bolder grown at length, inherent found 
A pointed thorn, and drew it from the wound. 

The cure was wrought ; he wip'd the sanious blood, 
And firm and free from pain the lion stood. 

Again he seeks the wilds, and day by day 
Regales his inmate with the parted prey : 

Nor lie disdains the dole, though unprepar’d » 
Spread on the ground, and with a lion shar'd. 20 
But thus, to live — still lost, sequester'd still — 
Scarce seem'd his lord's revenge an heavier ill. 
Home, native home ! — Oh might lie but repair ! 

He must, he will, though, death attends him there. 
He goes, and doom'd to perish* on the sands 
Of the full theatre unpitied stands ! 

When lo ! the seif-same Hem from his cage 
Flies to devour him, famish'd into rage. 

He flies, but viewing in his purpos'd prey 
The man, his healer, pauses on his way, " '30 

And soften'd by remembrance into sweet 
And kind composure, crouches at his feet. 

Mute with astonishment tlr assembly gaze ; 

But why. ye Romans? Whence your mute amaze? 
All this is nat'ral : — nature bade him rend 
An enemy ; she bids him spare -a friend. 

A MANUAL 

MORE ANCIENT THAN THE ART OF PRINTING- ’ 

, AND NOT TO BE FOUND IN ANY CATALOGUE 
Thebe is a book, which we may call 
(Its excellence is such) 

Alone, a library, thcr small ; 

The ladies thumb it much* 

IN flood Hnytty U$Q$% 
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Words none, things tmmmrn it contains : 

And, tilings, with words compar'd, 

Who needs be told, that has Ms brains 
Which merits most, regard ? S 

Ofttim.es its leaves of scarlet hue 
A golden edging boast ; 

And open'd, it displays to view 
Twelve pages at the most. 

Nor name, nor title, stamp'd behind, 

Adorns its outer part ; 

But all within Tis richly lin'd, 

A. magazine of art. 16 

The whitest hands that secret hoard 
Oft visit ; and the fair 
Preserve it in their bosoms stor'd, 

As with a miser's care. 

Thence implements of ev'ry size, 

And form'd for various use, 

(They need but to consult their eyes) 

They readily, produce, 24 

The largest and the longest kind 
Possess the foremost page, 

A sort, most needed by the Mind, 

Or nearly such from age. 

The lulhehargxl leaf, which next ensues, ■ 
.Presents in bright array 
The smaller sort/ which matrons, use, ' 

Not quite so blind as they. 32 

The third, the fourth, the fifth supply 
What their occasions ask, 

Who with a more discerning eye 
Perform a nicer task. 

But still with regular decrease 
Prom size to size they fall, 

In ev'ry leaf grow less, and less ; 

The last are least of all. 40 ■ 

Oh ! what a fund of genius, pent 
In narrow space, is here I* 

This volume's method and intent 
How luminous and clear ! 

It; leaves no reader at a loss 
^ ^ Or pos’d, whoever reads ; 

N o commentator's tedious gloss, 

Nor , even index needs. 


48 
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Search Hadley's many thousands o'er! 

No book, is treasur'd there. 

Nor yet m Granta’s numrous store, . 
That may with this compare. 

No ! —Rival none in either host 
Of this was ever seen, 

Or that contents could justly boast, 

So brilliant and so keen, 


AN iENIGMA 

A needle small, as small can be, 

In bulk and use, surpasses me, 

Nor is my purchase dear ; 

For little, and almost for nought, 

As many of my kind are bought 
As clays are in the year, 

Yet though but little use we boast, 

And are procur'd at little cost. 

The labour Is not light, 

Nor few artificers it asks, 

All skilful in their several tasks, 

To fashion us aright. 

One fuses metal, o'er the fire, 

A second draws it into wire. 

The shears another plies, 

Who clips in lengths the hvimm thread 
For him. who, chafing every shred. 

Gives all an equal size. 

A fifth prepares, exact and round, 

The knob, with which it must be crown'd 
His follower makes it fast,. 

And with his mallet and his' file 
To shape the point, employs awhile 
The seventh and the last 

Now therefore, CEdipus ! declare 
What creature, wonderful anti rare, 

A process, that obtains 
Its purpose with so much ado, 

At last produces t— Tell me true, 

And take im for your pains ! 
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(SPARROWS SELF-DOMESTICATED 
IN TRINITY COLLEGE, CAMBRIDGE 
None ever shar'd 'the soda! feast, 

'• Or 'as. an Inmate, or a guest, ' 

Beneath the celebrated dome, 

Where once Sir Isaac had his home. 

Who saw not (and with some delight 
Perhaps be view'd the novel sight) 

How nnm rous, tit the tables there. 

The sparrows beg their daily fare. 

For there, in evry nook, and cell, 

Where such a family may dwell,’ 10 

Sure as the. vernal season comes 
Their nests they weave in hope of crumbs, 
Which kindly givh, may serve with food ' 
Convenient their unfeather'd brood ; 

And oft as with its summons clear 
The warning bell salutes their ear. 

Sagacious Esthers to the sound. 

They flock from all the Helds around, 

To reach the hospitable hall, 

None more attentive to the call. 20 

Arriv'd, the pensionary band. 

Hopping and chirping, dose at hand, 

Solicit what they soon receive, 

The sprinkled, plenteous donative. 

Thus is a multitude, though large. 

Supported at a trivial charge ; 

A single doit 'would overpay. 

Tib expenditure- of eviy day. 

And who can grudge so small a grace 
To suppliants, natives of the place ? 80. 

FAMILIARITY DANGEROUS 
As in her ancient mistress' lap, 

The youthful tabby lay. 

They gave each other many a tap. 

Alike dispos'd to play. 

But strife ensues. Puss waxes warm, 

And with protruded claws 
Ploughs all the length of Lydia's arm, 

Mere wantoimess the cause. 8 

At 'On.ee, resentful of the deed, 

. She shakes her to the ground 
With many a threat, that she shall bleed 
.With still a deeper wound, 

T3 
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But;, Lydia, bid thy fury rest I 
It. was a. venial stroke ; 

For she, that will with kittens jest, 

Should bear a kitten’s joke. ' , III 

INVITATION TO THE REDBREAST 

Sweet bird, whom the winter constrains— 
And seldom another it can — 

To seek a retreat, while he reigns, 

In the well-shelterd dwellings of man. 

Who never eanst seem to intrude, 

Tho % in all places equally free, 

Come, oft as the season is rude ! 

Thou art sure to he welcome to me. 8 

At sight of the first feeble ray. 

That pierces the clouds of the east, 

To inveigle thee every day 
My window shall show thee a feast ; 

For, taught by experience, I know 
Thee mindful of benefit long ; 

And that, thankful for all I bestow, 

Thou wilt pay me with many a song, 16 

Then, soon as the swell of the buds 
Bespeaks the renewal of spring, 

Fly hence, if thou wilt, to the woods, 

Or where it shall please thee to sing ; 

And shouldst thou, compellVI by a, frost, 

Come again to my window or door. 

Doubt not* an affectionate host ! 

Only .pay, as thou paylist me before. 24 

Thus music must needs be contest 
To flow from a fountain above ; 

Else how should it work, in the breast. 
Unchangeable friendship and love ? 

And who on the globes can be found. 

Save your generation and ours, 

That can be delighted by sound, 

. Or boast any xmisieal powTs ? 32 

STBADA’S NIGHTINGALE 

The shepherd touch'd his reed; sweet Philomel 
Essay'd, and oft- essay’d to catch the strain. 

And treasuring, as on her ear they fell. 

The numbers, echo'd note for note again, 

. S eanst Mayley {1S0J},; cm Haytey {Inter edit) ■ 
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TI 10 ptHwisli 3'" on ill, who 110 er had. found before 
A rival of km .skill, indignant heard . 

And soon^for various was his tuneful* store) 

In loftier .tones defied, the simple bird* ' ■ g 

^ ai1 ^. r ^hig* as he rose, 

_ ^ ith ail the force, that passion gives insnirVI 
Eediim d the sounds, awhile, but in the close 
Exhausted fell, and at Ms feet expir'd, 

kfrength, wot skill prevail'd. O fatal strife, 

» PP° r songstress, playfully begun; 

Anri O sad victory, which cost thy life* 

And he may wish, that he had never won ! lt» 


ODE ON THE DEATH OF A LADY 

UHO LllhD ONE HUNDRED YEARS, AND DIED 
OX HER BIRTHDAY, 1728 
Axciext dame, how wide and vast. 

to a race like ours appears. 

Rounded to an orb at last. 

All thy multitude of years! 

thu herd of human kind. 

Trailer and of feebler pow’rs: 
we, to narrow bounds confin’d,' 

Scion exhaust the sum of ours. £ 

Death’s delicious banquet — we 
Perish even from the womb, 
fewifter than a shadow flee, 

Nourish'd, but to feed the tomb. 

Seeds of merciless disease' 

^ Lurk m till that we enjoy ; 

Some, that waste us by degrees, ■ 

Some, that suddenly destroy. 1 16 

And if life o’erleap the bourn, 

Common to the sons of men; 
what remains, but that we mourn, 

Dream, and doat 5 and drivel then? 

Fast as moons can wax and wane. 

Sorrow comes ; and while we groan 
Pant with anguish and complain, 

Half our years are lied and gone. 24 
If a -few, (to, few Ms giv’n) 

Lmg’ring on this earthly stage, 

and halt with steps unev’n. 

To the period of an age ; 
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Wherefore live they- but to see 
Cunning, arrogance, and force ; ' 

Sights, '■ lamented ' m ueh by ' thee, 

Holding their accustom'd course? , ,33 

, Oft was. seen, in ages past, 

All, that we with wonder view ; 

Often shall be to the last ; 

Earth produces nothing new. 

Thee we gratulate ; content, 

Should propitious Heavn design 
Lite for us, as calmly spent,' 

Though but half the length of thine, 40 

THE CAUSE WON 

Two neighbours furiously dispute ; 

A field, the subject of the suit. 

Trivial the spot, yet such the rage. 

With which the combatants engage, 

Twere hard to tell, who covets most 
The prize — at whatsoever cost. 

The pleadings swell Words still suffice : 

No single word but has its price ; 

No term but yields some fair pretence, 

'For novel and increas’d expense. 10 

.Defendant thus becomes a name, 

Which he, that bore it, may disclaim; 

Since both, in one description blended, 

Are plaintiffs— when the suit is ended. 

THE SILK WORM 

The beams of April, ere it goes. , 

A worm, scarce visible, disclose' ; 

All winter long content to dwell 
The tenant of his native shell. 

The same prolific season gives 
The sustenance, by which he lives, 

The nmlb’rydeaf, a simple store, 

That serves him — • till he needs no more ! 

For, his dimensions once complete, 

Thenceforth none ever sees him eat ; 10 

Tho 1 , till Ms growing time be past, 

. Scarce ever is he seen to fast. 

That hour arriv'd, his work begins. 

He jsjrins and weaves, and weaves and spins ; 

■ ' Till, circle upon circle wound 
Careless around him and around, 
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Conceals him with a veil, tho' slight 
Itnpervh ms to the keenest sight. ’ 
Thus self -inclos'd, as in a cask. 

At length he finishes his task; 

And. tho' a worm, when he was lost 
Or caterpillar at the most, 

When next we see him, wings he wears, 
And in papilio-pomp appears ; 

Becomes oviparous ; supplies, 

With future worms and future flies, 

The next-ensuing Fear;— and dies;’ 

\\ ell were it for the world, if all 
Who creep about this earthly ball, 

1 hough shorter-liv’d than most he be, 

W ere useful in their kind as he. 


THE INNOCENT THIEF 

Not a flow’r can be found in the fields, 

Or the spot that we till for our pleasure 

From the largest to least, but it yields 
The bee, never- wearied, a treasure. 

Scarce any she quits unexplor'd, 

With a diligence truly exact; 

let, steal what she may for her hoard, 
Leaves evidence none of the fact. 

Her lucrative task she pursues, 

And pilfers with so much address, 

Xliat none of their odour they lose, 

Nor charm by their beauty the less. 

Not thus inoffensively preys 
The canker-worm, in-dwelling foe 1 

His voracity not- thus allays 
The sparrow, the finch, or the crow. 

The worm, more expensively fed, 

The pride of the garden devours ; 

And birds peek the seed from the bed, 

Still less to be spar’d than the flow'rs. 

But she, with such delicate skill, 

Her pillage so fits for her use, 

That the ehymist in vain with his still 
Would labour the like to produce. 

Si-Si m<t. Hanky [ISO;!). 
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Then grudge not her temperate meals, 

Nor a benefit. blame as a theft ; 

Since, stole she not all that she steals, 

Neither honey nor wax would he left, 

BENNER'S OLD WOMAN 

Is this mimic brain of a matron in years, 

How plainly the pencil of Derrner appears ! 

The matron herself, in whose old age we see 
Not a trace of decline, what a wonder is she I 
No dimness of eye, and no cheek hanging low, 

No wrinkle, or cleep-fuiTow'd frown on the brow ! 
Her forehead indeed is here circled around 
With locks, like the ribbon, with which they are 
bound : 

While glossy and smooth, and as soft as the skin 
Of a delicate peach, is the down of her chin ; 10 

But nothing unpleasant, or sad, or severe, 

Or that indicates life In its winter— -is here I 
Yet all is express’d, with fidelity due. 

Nor a pimple, or freckle, conceal’d from the view. 

Many, fond of new sights, or who cherish a taste, 
For the labours of art* to the spectacle haste ; 

The youths all agree, that could old age inspire 
The passion of love, hers would kindle the lire, 

And the matrons with pleasure confess, that they see 
Ridiculous nothing or’ hideous in thee. *’ ' 20 

The nymphs for themselves scarcely hope a decline, 
O wonderful woman ! as placid as thine. 

Strange magic of ail; ! which the youth can engage 
To peruse, half mimoiuYl, the feature* of age 
And force from the virgin a sigh of despair, 1 
That she. when as old, shall be equally fair ! 

How great is the glory that Darner has gain'd. 
Since Apelles not more for his Venus obtain'd ! 

THE TEARS OF A PAINTER 

Apelles, hearing that his boy 
Had just expir'd — his only joy ! 

Altho' the sight with anguish tore him, 

Bade place his dear remains before him. 

He seiz’d his brush, his colours spread ; 

And— u Oh ! - my child, accept ''—he said, 

44 i'Tis all that I can now bestow,) 

This tribute of a father's woe I 
Then, faithful to the two-fold part, 

Both of his feelings and his art* 


10 
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He clos'd his eyes, with tender care 
And form'd at once a fellow pair. ’ 

His brow, with amber locks beset, 

And lips he drew, not livid yet ; ' 

And shaded all, that he had done. 

To the just image of his son. 

Thus far is well. But view again 
The cause of thy paternal pain 1 
Thy melancholy task fulfil * 

It needs the last, last touches still. 20 

Again his pencil’s pow’rs he tries, 

For on. his lips a smile he spies : 

And still his cheek unfaded shows 
The deepest damask of the rose. 

Then, heedful to the finish'd whole. 

With fondest eagerness he stole, 

Till scarce himself distinetlv knew 
The cherub copied from the true. 

Now. painter, cease ! Thy task is done. 

Long lives this image of thy son ; 30 

Nor short-Iiv'd shall the glory prove, 

Or of thy labour, or thy love. 


THE MAZE 

From right to left, and to and fro, 

Caught in a labyrinth, you go, 

And turn, and turn, anil turn again, 

To solve the myst’ry, but in vain. 

Stand still, and breathe, and take from me 
A dew. that soon shall set you free ! 

Not Ariadne, if you met her. 

Herself could serve you with a better. 

You enter'd easily — find where — 

And make with ease your exit there ! 10 


NO SORROW PECULIAR TO THE SUFFERER 

The lover, in melodious verses. 

His singular distress rehearses, 

Still closing with a rueful cry, 

“ Was ever such a wretch as I ? ” 

Yes ! Thousands have endur’d before 
All thy distress : some haply more. 
Unnumber’d Corydons complain. 

And Stephens, of the like disdain ; 

H» the] a, HuyUu {ISOS). 31 pow’r Hanky {1S03). 
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And if thy Chloe be of steel ;■ 

Too deaf to hear, too hard to feel : .10 

Not her alone that censure fits, 

1 Nor thou alone hast lost thy wits. 

THE SNAIL 

To grass, or leaf, or fruit, or wall. 

The snail sticks close, nor fears to fall, 

As if he grew there, house and all 
Together, 

Within that house secure he hides* 

When danger imminent betides 
Of storm, or other harm besides 

Of weather, 8 

Give but his horns the slightest touch* 

His self-collecting power is such* 

He shrinks into his house* with much 
Displeasure. 

Where'er he dwells, he dwells alone. 

Except himself has chattels none* 

Well satisfied to be his own 

Whole treasure* 10 

Thus, hermit-like* his life he leads* 

Nor partner of his banquet needs. 

And if he meets one* only feeds 
The faster. 

' Who seeks him must be worse than blind, 

(He and his 'house are so com bin VI) 

If, finding it* he fails to find 

Its master. 24 

THE CANTAB 

With two spurs or one : no great matter which, : 
Boots bought, or boots borrow’d, a whip or a switch* 
Five shillings or less the ■hire of his beast* 

Paid part into hand— you must wait for the rest. 
Thus equipp’d Aeademieus climbs up his horse* 
And out they both sally for better or worse ; 

His heart void of fear and as light as a feather, 
And in violent haste to go— nor knowing whither ; 
Thro’ the fields and the towns, see. he scampers 
b along* 

And is bark’d at, and laugh’d at by old and by young* 

The pmtnh— 1. tioMf: and no Bamih 3 the B.M i for tfjp 
Basik ih . _ S nor Hill : not Ilatjioj, 10 hark’d BM : look'd 

flawy ,. . wrhj. Urn: U Adknw; : c*ntiiH, tmiU'suine viih»fe imw.) 
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Till at length, overspent, ami his sides smear'd with 
blood, 11 

Down tumbles his horse, muit ami all in the mud 
In a waggon or chaise shall he -finish his route? ’ 
Oh scandalous fate ! he must do it on foot. 

Young gentlemen hear,— I am older than you 
The advieo that 1 give I have prov’d to bo tree ’ 
Wherever your journey may he, never doubt it 
The faster you ride, you're the longer about it. ’ 


TRANSLATION OF THE VERSES TO THE 
MEMORY OF DR. LLOYD, 

SPOKEN AT THE WESTMINSTER ELECTION NEXT 
AFTER HIS DECEASE 

[Written I7M. Published by Havley, 1808. The original Latin 
- ■ verses were, by Vincent] • 

■Oca good old friend is gone, gone to his rest; 
Whose? social converse was itself a- feast, 

O ye of riper years, who recollect 

How once ye lov'd, and ey’tl him with respect, 

Both, in the firmness of Iris better day, 

While yet he rul’d yon with a father’s sway. 

Ant! when, impair'd by time, and glad to rest. 

Yet still with looks in mild complacence drest, 

He took his annual seat, and mingled here 

His sprightly vein with yours— now drop a tear ! 10 

In' morals blameless, as in manners meek. 

He knew no wish, that he might Mush to speak, 
But, happy in whatever state below, 

And richer than the rich in being so, 

Obtain'd the hearts of all, and such a meed 
At length from one 1 as made him rich indeed. 
Hence then, ye titles, hence, not wanted here ! 

Go ! garnish merit in a higher sphere, 

The lirows of those, whose more exalted lot 
He could congratulate, but envied not I . 20 

Light lie the turf, good Senior, on thy breast; 

And tranquil, as thy mind was, be thy rest. 

Tho\ living, thou hadst more desert than fame. 
And not a stone now chronicles thy name ! 

■' 1 He was : m\mr and umler-master of Westminster near fifty 
years,, and retired from bis oKmpation when lie was near seventy, 

’ witlv a. handsome pension from the king {HA 
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another version 


, , CWrittenm 

S£fJJ W - amiable old man is gone- 

K-ecoad in harmless pleasantry to none 
1 e, once Ins pupils, who with iw’rence w 

wwn a f a11 that were his pupils must 
Whether, Ins health yet firm, lie Z^L 
To rear and form you with a’parenS lovl 
Oi worn with age, and pleas'd to be at lar«V 
He came still mindful of his former d ai-l 
To simte on this glad circle eVry year' ° ' 

And charm you with his humour, drop a tear i n 

S P K 7 ^ C 'f a11 his blameless life, 30 

And he was kind, and gentle, ha tine* strife 

Though nTf the h e st wealth he ever shard 

Vh m t n pay d Mm love > and one. reward 

titles ! we have here no need of you 

t# ^ le ^ rea ^ 02ie ^ their enloginni due 

4^S,nm °? otllOT '*“» to Se 

n ?i Him to murmur or repine ’ 

translation of epitaph to william 

northoot ' 

7" ' T * “ .assess »■ 

ON THE SHORTNESS OP HTT\r w nw 
SS o/ PR. .IORTIN 

SuvstT T“*. at J01 ' tin ’ s 

totA.s that set, and moons that wane 

R® and are restor’d again. ? ' 

NMit 51°™^ day subdues, 

*Ni b nt at her return renews. 

verses spolSdn 'homufol' theS^Vi translation of the Latin 
«r BfcctjjS by w!e. X’ w-is 3 wnt' yd at ‘J* » W& 
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Herbs and flowers* the beauteous birth 
Of the genial womb of earth, 

Suffer but a transient death 
From the winter’s erne! breath. 

' Zephyr speaks ; serener skies 
Warm the glebe : and they arise. 10 

We, alas I earth's haughty kings. 

We, that promise mighty things. 

Losing soon lifes happy prime, 

Droop and fade in little time. 

Spring returns, but not our bloom, 

Still his winter in the tomb. 

EPIGRAMS, TRANSLATED FROM 
THE LATIN OF OWEN 

[Written Aug. -Dec., 1709. AH published by H after, 1803.1 
OX ONE IGNORANT AND ARROGANT 
Thou mayst of double ignorance boast. 

Who know’st not that thou nothing know'st. 

PRUDENT SIMPLICITY 
That thou mayst injure no man, dove-like be, 
And serpent-like, that none may injure thee ! ’ 

TO A FRIEND IN DISTRESS 
I wish thy lot, now bad, still worse, my friend. 

For when at worst, they say, things always mend I 

When little more than boy in age, 

I deem'd myself almost a sage ; w 

But now seem worthier to be styl’d 

For ignorance almost a child. " 4 

RETALIATION 

The works of ancient bards divine, 

Aldus ! ' thou scorn’ st to read ; 

And should posterity read thine, 

It would be strange indeed ! ’ 4 

SUNSET AND SUNRISE 
Contemplate, when the sun declines, 

Thy death, with deep reflection ! 

And when again he rising shines, 

The day of resurrection ! 

Sunstt and tfunmc—% hej his ffayk-y {ISIS). 


4 
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TRANSLATION S OF GREEK 
VERSES' 

[Written Aug.-Dee., 1799, All published by Hayley, 1803.1 
FROM THE GREEK OF JULIANUS 

A Spartan, his companion slain, 

Alone from battle fled. 

His mother, kindling with disdain 
That she had borne him, struck him dead; 
For courage, and not birth alone, 

In Sparta, testifies a son ! 6 

OK THE SAME, BY PALLADAS 
A Spartan 'scaping from the fight, 

His mother met him in his flight, 

Upheld a faulehion to his breast, 

And thus the fugitive address'd ; 

“Thou canst but live to Mot with shame 
Indelible thy mother's name, 

While eVry breath that thou slxalt draw. 
Offends against thy country's law ; 

But, if thou perish by this 'hand, 

Myself indeed throughout the land 10' 

, To my dishonour shall be known 
The mother still of such a son, 

But Sparta will be safe and free, 

And that shall serve to comfort me," 


AN EPITAPH 

My name — my country— what are they to thee? 
What— whether base or proud, my pedigree ? 
Perhaps I far surpass'd all other men — ’ 

Perhaps I fell below them all— what then? 

Suffice it, stranger ! that thou seest a tomb — 

Thou know'st its use— it hides — no matter whom . U 

' . . ANOTHER 

Take to thy bosom, gentle earth, a swain 
With much hard labour in thy service worn. 

He set the vines, that clothe yon ample plain, 

And he these olives, that the Vale adorn. 

: He MM with grain the glebe, the rills he led, , 
Thro’ this green herbage and those fruitful bow'rs ; 

• Thou, therefore, earth ! lie lightly on Ms head, 7. 
' His hoary head, and deck bis grave with flowYa ' 
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ANOTHER 

Pointer, this likeness' i» tou strong'. 

And we shall mourn the dead too long. 

ANOTHER 

At three-score winters end I died 
A cheerless being, sole and sad. 

The nuptial knot I never tied, 

And wish my father never had. 4 

BY CALLIMACHUS 

At morn we placed on his funeral bier 
Young Meianippus : and at even Aide, 

Unable to sustain a. loss so dear, 

By her own hand his blooming sister died, ' 

Thus Aristippus mourn'd his noble race. 
Annihilated by a double Mow, 

Nor son could hope, nor daughter more t‘ embrace. 
And all Cyreue , sadden'd at his woe. & 

OX MILTIADES 

Miltiades: tliy valour best 
(Although in every region known) 

The men of Persia can attest, 

Taught by thyself at Marathon. 4 

OX AX INFANT 

Bewail not much, my parents l me, the prey 
Of ruthless Arles, and sepuleherd here.- 
An infant, in my fifth scarce finish'd year, 

He found all sportive, innocent, and gay. 

Your young Callimachus ; and. if I knew 
Not many joys, my griefs were also few, 0 


ON A FOWLER, BY ISIODORUS 

With seeds and 1 bird-lime, from, the desert air. 
Eumelus gather'd free, though scanty, fare. 

Xo lordly patron's hand he deign'd to kiss, 

Nor hurry knew, save liberty, nor bliss. 

Thrice thirty years he liv’d, and to his- heirs 
His seeds bequeath'd, Ms bird-lime, and his snares. 0 

By CuUuMvkuS'—l plac'd « » , funereal Haylcy 
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ON NIOBE 

Chakon I receive a family -on board 
Itself sufficient for thy crazy yawl ; 

Apollo and Diana, for a word 
'By me too proudly spoken, slew us all. • 4 

ON, A GOOD MAN 

Traveller, regret not me ; for thou shall- find, 

Just cause of sorrow none in my decease, 

Who, dying, childrens" children left behind. 

And with one wife liv'd many a year in peace ; 
Three virtuous youths espous’d my daughters three, 
And oft their infants in my bosom lay, 

Nor saw I one of all deriv’d from me 
Touch'd with disease, or torn by death away. 
Their duteous hands my funTal rites bestow'd, 

And me, by blameless manners fitted well ’ 10 
To seek it, sent to the serene abode 
Where shades of pious men for ever dwell. 

ON A MISER 

They call thee rich — I deem thee poor* 

Since if thou darst not use thy store, 

But sav’st it only for thine hems, 

The treasure is not thine, but theirs. 4 

ANOTHER 

A miser, traversing his house, 

Espied, unusual there, a mouse, 

And thus his uninvited guest, 

Briskly inquisitive, address'd : 

^Tell me, my dear, to what cause is it 
I owe this unexpected visit?” 

The mouse her host obliquely eyed* 

And, smiling* pleasantly 'replied, 

“Fear not, good fellow ! for your hoard, 

I come to lodge, and not to board.” 10 

ANOTHER 

Art thou some individual of a kind 
Long-liv’d by nature as the rook or hind ? 

Heap treasure, then, for if thy need be such, 

■ Thou hast excuse, and scarce canst heap too much. 
But man thou seem'st, clear therefore from thy breast 
This lust of treasure — folly at the best ! 

For why shouldst thou go wasted to the tomb, 
lo fatten with thy spoils, thou knowst not whom ? 8 
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ON HERMOCEATIA 

Hekmocratia nam'd— save only one, 

Twice fifteen births i bore, and buried none ; 

For neither Phoebus pierc’d my thriving joys, 

Nor Diari— she my girls, or he my boys. 

But Dian rather, when my daughters lay 
In parturition* chas'd their pangs a, way ; 

And all my sobs, by Phoebus* bounty, shar'd 
A vigorous youth, by sickness imixnpair’d. 

Oh Niobe ! far less, prolific ! see 

Thy boast against La ton a sham'd by me I 10 


BY HERACLIDES 

Is Cnidus bom, the consort I became 
Of Euphron. Aretimias was my name. 

His bed I shar’d, nor prov’d a barren bride. 

But bore two children at a birth, and died. 

One child I leave to solace and uphold 
Euphron hereafter, when in firm and old ; 

And one, for his remembrance sake, I bear 
To Pluto’s realm, fill he shall join me there. 8 

ON FEMALE INCONSTANCY 

Rich, thou hadsf many lovers — poor, hast none. 

So surely want extinguishes the flame, 

And she, who call'd thee once her pretty one, 

And her Adonis, now inquires thy name. 

Where wast thou born, Sosicrates, and where 
In what strange country can thy parents live, 
Who seernst, by thy complaints, not yet aware 
That want's a crime no woman can forgive? 8 

ON THE REED 

I was of late a barren plant, 

Useless, insignificant. 

Nor fig. nor grape, nor apple bore, 

A native of the marshy shore, 

But gather’d for poetic use^ 

And plung’d into a sable juice, 

Of which my modicum I sip, 

. With narrow mouth and slender lip, 

At once, although by nature dumb, 
All-eloquent I have become, 1U 

And, speak with fluency untir’d, 

As if by Phoebus’ self inspir’d. 
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TO HEALTH 

Eu>s»-bom of powrs divine ! 

Blest Hygeia ! be it mine 
To enjoy what thou eanst give. 

And henceforth with thee to live ; 
For in pow’r if pleasure be. 

Wealth, or nuuiTous progeny, 

Or in amorous embrace, 

Where no spy infests the place ; 

Or in aught that Heav’u bestows 
To alleviate human woes. 

When the wearied heart despairs. 

Of a respite from its cares ; 

These and ev'ry true delight 
Flourish only in thy sight : 

And the sister Graces Three 
Owe, themselves, their youth to thee, 
Without whom we may possess 
Much, but never happiness. 


TO THE SWALLOW 
Attic maid ! with honey fed. 

Bear st thou to thy callow brood 
lander locust from the mead. 
Destin’d their delicious food i 

Ye have kindred voices clear. 

a e alike unfold the wing. 
Migrate hither, .sojourn here. 

Both attendant on the spring. 

Ah for pity drop the prize ; 

Let it not, with truth, be said 
ilwt a songster gasps and dies, 
that a songster may be fed. 


ON THE GRASSHOPPER 

Happy songster ! perch'd above 
On the summit of the grove, 
v\ hom a dew-drop cheers to sing 
With the freedom of a king : 

From thy perch, survey the fields, 
Where prolific nature yields 
Nought that, willingly as she, 

Man surrenders not to thee, 
ror hostility or hate ■. ■ 

None thy pleasures can create. 
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Thee it satisfies to sing 
Sweetly the return of Spring, 

Herald of the genial hours, 

Hanning neither herbs nor flow’rs. 
Therefore man thy voice .attends 
Gladly— thou and he are friends ; 

Nor thy never-ceasing strains 
Phoebus or the Muse disdains 
As too simple or too long. 

For themselves inspire the song. 20 

Earth-born, bloodless, tm&ecayihg. 

Ever singing, sporting, playing. 

What has nature else to show 
Godlike in its kind as thou? 


OK A BATH, BY PLATO 

Dm Cytherea to the skies 
From, this pellucid lymph arise ? 

Or was it Cytherea s touch. 

When bathing here, that made it such ? 4 

OK PALLAS BATHING 
FROM. A HYMN OF CALLIMACHUS 
Nor oils of balmy scent produce, 

Nor mirror for Minerva's use, 

Ye nymphs who lave her ! she, array'd 
In genuine beauty, scorns their aid. 

Not even when they left the skies. 

To seek on Ida's head the prize 
From Paris' hand, did Juno deign. 

Or Pallas, in the crystal plain 
Of Simois’ stream her locks to trace. 

Or in the mirror's polish'd face, 10 

Though Venus oft with anxious care 
Adjusted, twice a single hair. 

FROM MENANDER 

Fond youth ! who dream’st that hoarded gold 
Is needful, not alone to pay 
For all thy various items sold, 

To serve the wants of ev’ry day ; 

Bread, vinegar, and oil, and meat, 

For savvy viands season’d high; 

But somewhat more important yet— 

I tell thee what it cannot buy. .8 
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No treasure, hadst thou more amass'd 
Than fame to Tantalus assign’d. 
Would save thee from the tomb at last, 
But thou must leave it all behind, 

J give Thee, therefore, counsel wise ; 

Confide not vainly in thy store, 
However large— much less despise 
Others comparatively poor ! 

But in thy more exalted state 
A just and equal temper show, 

That all who see thee rich and great 
May deem, thee worthy to be so. 


ON LATE- ACQUIRED WEALTH 

P< ^* E i G my ^th, and in .life's later scenes 
CG to no end, I curse my natal hour ; 
who nought enjoy’d, while young, denied the 
means ; 

And nought, when old, enjoy’d, denied the 

POWT* ’ 4 


ON FLATTERERS 
No mischief worthier of our fear 
In nature can be found, 

Than friendship, in ostcnt sincere, 

But hollow and unsound. 

For lull’d into a dangerous dream 
Jwe dose infold a foe, 

Who strikes, when most secure we seem. 
Th inevitable blow. 


ON A, TRUE FRIEND 

Hast thou a friend ? Thou hast indeed 
A rich and large supply. 

Treasure to serve your ev’ry need, 
Well-manag’d, till you die. 


ON INVALIDS 

Far happier are the dead, methinks, than they 
Who look for death, and fear it ev*ry day. 


ON THE ASTROLOGERS 
Th Astrologers did all alike presage 
My unci® s dying in extreme old age, 
t>ne only disagreed. But he was wise. 

And spoke not till he heard the fuu’ral cries. 1 
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ON AN OLD WOMAN 
Myoilla dyes her locks *tis said, 

But *tis a foul aspersion : 

She buys them, black, 'they therefore need 
No subsequent Immersion. 

TO DEMOSTHENIC ■ 

It Hatters and deceives thy view, 

This mirror of ill- polish'd ore ! 

For were it just, and told thee true, 

Thou would st consult it' never more. 

ON A SIMILAR CHARACTER 
You give your cheeks a rosy stain, 

With washes dye your hair,' 

But paint and washes both are vain 
To give a “youthful air. 

Those wrinkles mock your daily toil, 

No labour will efface 'em, 

You wear a mask of smoothest oil, 

Yet still with ease we trace ’em. 

An art so fruitless then forsake, 

Which though you much excel in, 

You never can contrive to make 
Old Hecuba young Helen. 

ON A BATTERED BEAUTY 
Hair, wax, rouge, honey, teeth, you buy, 
A multifarious store ! 

A mask at once would all supply,. 

Nor would it cost you more. 

ON AN UCtLY FELLOW 
Beware, my friend i of crystal brook 
Or fountain, lest that hideous hook, 

Thy nose, thou chance to see ; 
.Narcissus’ fate would then be thine, 

And self-detested thou wouldst pine, 

As self-enamour’d he. 

ON A THIEF 

When Aldus, the nocturnal thief, made prize 
Of Hermes, -swift- wing'd envoy of the skies. 
Hermes, Arcadia's king, the thief divine, 
Who. 'when an infant, stole Apollo’s kine. 
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And whom, as arbiter and overseer 
Of our gymnastic sports we planted here, 
Hermes ! he cried,' yon meet no new disaster ; 
Ofttimes the pupil goes beyond Ills master* g 

ON ENVY 

Pity, says the Theban Bard, 

From my wishes I discard ; 

Envy ! let me rather be. 

Rather far, a theme for thee ! 

Pity to distress is shewn : 

Envy to the great alone— 

So the Theban— But to shine 
Less conspicuous be mine ! 

I prefer the golden mean 

Pomp and penury between ; 10 

For alarm and peril wait 

Ever on the loftiest state, 

And the lowest, to the end, 

Obloquy and scorn attend* 


ON PEDIGREE 
FROM EPICHAifcMtrs 

; My mother ! if thou love me, name no more 
.My noble birth ! Sounding at every breath 
My noble birth, thou kQFsfc me. Thither ilv 
As to their only refuge, all from whom *' ’ 

1111 ^°° d besides ; they boast 
Af < r ondl ^ ns to the tombs 

, then forefathers, and from aep to ace 
Ascending trumpet their illustrious race : 

But whom hast thou beheld, or eaust thou name 
Derrv d from no forefathers ) Such a man ' 

And1fft fc i/ 01 ’ h « V $ oltld - mch be horn at all 
And if it chance that, native of a land 

r5 r Q1 ' m ^ a ^ c 3 r depriv'd 

Ut all his kindred, one, who cannot trace 
His origin, exist, why deem him sprung 

vr^!ff ei \ a S cest f y t}2an tlieiK? i who can ? 
¥L^K, he ^ hom nata ’ e at his birth 
J lt]l T n>taous flL^alities, although 
An JEthiop and a slave, is nobly born. 


10 


BY PHILEMON 

Oft we enhance our ills by discontent. 

And give them bulk beyond what nature meant. 

On Pedigree— 7 forefather Mnykg (WJ), ■ 
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A parent, brother, friend deceas'd, to ay— 

“ He’s dead indeed, but he was born to die—" 

Such temperate grief is suited to the size 
And burthen, of the loss ; is just, and wise. 

But to exclaim, “Ah ! wherefore was I bora 
u Thus to be left, for ever thus forlorn ? *’ 

Who thus laments his loss, invites distress. 

And magnifies a woe that might be less, * 30 

Through dull despondence to Ms lot resign'd, 

And leaving reason's remedy behind, 

BY MOSCHUS 

I slept, when Venus enter d : to my bed 
A Cupid, in her beauteous hand she led, 

A bashful-seeming boy, and thus she said : 

“Shepherd, receive my little one ! I bring 
An untaught love, whom thou must teach to sing." 
She said, and left Mm. I suspecting nought 
Many a sweet strain my subtle pupil taught. 

How reed to reed Pan first with ozier bound, 

How Pallas form'd the pipe of softest sound. 

How Hermes gave the lute, and how- the quire 10 
Of Phoebus owe to Phoebus’ self the lyre. 

Such were my themes ; my themes noughtheededhe, 
But ditties sang of am’rous sort to me, 

The pangs that mortals and immortals prove 
From Venus’ influence, and the darts of love. 

Thus was the teacher by the pupil taught; 

His lessons I retain'd, and mine forgot. ’ 

TRANSLATION OF AN EPIGRAM OF HOMER 

No title is prefixed to this* piece* but it appears to be a trans- 
lation of one of tin;* "E?rtvPW«Ta of Homer called *0 or 

The Furnace. Herodotus, or whoever was the author of the Life 
of Homer ascribed to him, says: Certain potters, while they 
were busied in baking their ware, seeing Homer at a small dis- 
tance, and having heard much said of his wisdom, called to him, 
and promised him a present of their commodity and of such 
other things as they could afford, if he would sing to them, when 
he sang as follows [Adapted from J.}. 

[Written Oct., 1790. Published by Johnson, 1815,] 

Pay me my price. Potters ! and I will sing. 

Attend, O Pallas I and with lifted arm 
Protect their oven ; let the cups and all 
' The sacred vessels blacken well, and bak'd 
With good success, yield them both fair renown 
And profit, whether in the market sold 
Or streets, and let no strife ensue between us. 
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But oh ye Potters ! if with shameless front 
Ye falsify your promise, then I leave 
No mischief xmmvok’d t ■ avenge the wrong, 10 

Come Syntrips, Smaragus, -Sabactes come, 

And Asbetus, nor let your direst dread 
Omodamus, delay ! .Fire seize your house, 

'May neither house nor vestibule .escape, 

May ye lament to see confusion mar 
And mingle the whole labour of your hands, 

And may a sound fill all your oven, such 
As of a horse grinding his provender, 

While all your pots and flagons bounce within. 
Come hither also, daughter of the sun, 20 

Circe the Sorceress, and with thy drugs 
Poison themselves, and all that they have made ! 
Come also Chiron, with thy num'rous troop 
Of Centaurs, as well those who died beneath 
The club of Hercules, as who escap’d, 

And stamp their crockery to dust ; down fall 
Their chimney ; let them see it with their eyes 
And howl to see the ruin of their art. 

While 1 rejoice : and if a potter stoop 
To peep into Ms furnace, may the fire :lf) 

Flash in his face and scorch it, that all men 
'Observe, thenceforth, equity and good faith. 


TRANSLATION OF PRIOR’S CHLOE AND 
EUPHELIA 

[Written April, 1779. Published 1782. There h a VIS. copy in 
the British Musuunv! 

Mercator, vigiles oeuios ut fallere possit, 

Nomine sub fioto trans mare mittit opes ; 

Lene sonat liquidumque mens Euphelia ehordis, 

Sed solam exoptant te, mea vota, Chide. 

Ad speculum ornabat nitidos Euphelia erines, 

Cum dixit mea lux, hens, cane, sume lyram. 

Namque lyram juxta positam cum carmine vidit, 
Suave quidem carmen, dulcisonamque lyram. ' S 

Fila lyrse vocemque paro. Stispiria surgunt, 

Et mis cent nmneris murmura maesta meis, 

Dumque tnse memoro laudes, Euphelia, form®, 
Tota anima interea pendet ab ore Chides* 

Suhruhefc ilia pudore, et eontrahit altera frontem, 
Me torquet mea mens conscia, psallo, tremo ; 

Atque Cupidinea dixit Dea crncta corona, 

Hen ! fallendi artem quam didieere panun. 1(5 
4 Such At bm . 
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TRANSLATION OP DR YI) EX'S POEM OX 
MILTON . ■ 

[Written in letter t»« Unwin (MS, in British Museum). ,Tnl T , 1W> 
Published by Mityley, ltjfit.] 

Trks trin. sed louge distantia steculo. rates 
Ostentant, tribus e gentibus, eximios. 

Onocia sublimem, cam majestate disertum 
Roma lulit, felix Anglia utrisque parem 
Partubus ex binis Natura exhausta eoaeta’est 
Tertius ut floret, consodare duos. ’ g 


TRANSLATION OF A SIMILE IN PARADISE 
LOST 

[Written in letter to Twin {MS. In British Museum). .Tunes, 
iibtl Published by Hayley, 1804 .] 

As whftn, from mountain tops the dusky clouds 
Aseendm$r 5 488.) 

Qxjales aeril mentis de vert-ice rnifees 
Cam surgunt, et jam Borne tumida ora quierunt, 
Cadum hilares abdit spam caligine vultus, 
Nimbosumque Hires aut imbres cogitat .-ether • 

Turn si jucundo tandem sol prodeat ore. 

Et eroeeo monies et pascim inmine tingat, 

Gaudent omnia, aves muleenfc eoneentibus agros 
Balatuque ovium colies raHesque resultant. " ’ s 

A SIMILE LATINISED 

[Written April 27, 17® [MS. in British Museum,) Published 
by Hay Icy, 1 S 0 &J 

Sors adrersa gerit stimulum, seel tendit et alas, 
Pungit api similis, set! relut ista fugit. 


TRANSLATIONS FROM THE 
FABLES OF GAY 

, [Written Jam, 1.800, Published by Hayley, 1803,3 

LBPUS MULTIS AMICUS 
Lusus amicitia esfc, uni nisi dedita, ceu fit, 
Simplioe ni nexus feedere, lusus amor. 

Incerto genitore puei\ non ssepe paternse 
: , Tutamen novit, deliciasque domus : 

Qmqne sibi fidos fore multos sperat, amicus 
: . Mirum est .huie inisero si ferat ullus opern, 

A'; "A Smite, -hi Paradise Zost~~4 om, Maytey and other edd. 
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tonus erat mitisque, et nolle et velle paratus 
Cum quovis, Gaii more modoque, Lepus. 
llle quot in sylvis et- quot spatiantur in aaris 
_ Qnadrapedes norat conciliate sibi. _ 10 

Mquisque innocuo iuvitoque lacessere quenquanx 
Dabra terms saltern tldus amicus erat. 

Orturn sub lueis dmu pressa cubilia linquit, 
Eorantes herbas,. pabnla sueta. petens, 
Venatorum audit clangores pone sequent um, 
Fulmineumque sonum territus erro fugit. 

Uorda pavor pulsat, sursum sedet, erigit aures, 
Respieit, et sentit jam prop© adesse hecem. 
u tque canes fallat late cireumvagus, illuc 
Unde abiit, mira calliditate retlit ; 20 

Viribus at fractis tandem se projieit ultro 
In media miserum semianimemque via. 

Vix ibi stratus, equi sonitum pedis audit, et, O spe 
Quam beta adventu cor agitatur eqni ! 

Dorsum (inquit) mibi, chare, t mim concede, tuoque 
Auxilio nares fallere viinque canimi. 

Me mens, ut nosti, pes prodit— fidus amicus 
Fert quodcunque lubens, nec grave sentit, onus. 
Belle imselle lepuscule, (eqmis respondet) ainara 
Omnia quae tibi sunt, sunt et arnara mibi. so 
V erunx age — sumeanimos —multi, me pone.bonique 
Adwniunt, quorum sis cito salvus ope. 

I roxixnus armenti dominus bos solicitatus 
Auxibum Ms verbis se dare posse uegat 
Quando quadrupedum, quot vivirnt, nnllus amicum 
Me ne scire potest usque fuisse tibi, 

Lxbertate sequus, quam cedit amicus amico, 

Utar, et absque metu ne tibi displleeam ; 

Hxnc me .mandat amor. Juxta istum xnessis acer- 
vum 

Me mea, prte eunetis ckax*a, juvenca maxxet ; 40 

M qms non ultro quaecumque negotia linquit, 
Parent ut doming, cum voeat ipsa, sine ? 

Neu me crudelem dicas— discedo— sed bircus 
iLujus ope effugias integer) bircus adest. 

Febrem (ait bircus) babes. Heu sicca ut lumina 
languent ! . 

Utque caput collo deficient© jacet ! 

Hroutum mibi tergum ; et forsan beserit mgrmn : 
e ^liias ftdtus, ovisque venifc. "" 

onm datura, ovis in quit; anhelan s 
feustmeo lame pondera tanta mem ; 50 

Z eloQem ^eefox^em jaeto, solentque 
JMob etxam saavi dxlacerare canes. 
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Ultimm accecllt vitulus, vitulumcme precatur 
Ut penturum alias oeyus eripiat. 

Kemne ego, respondet vitulus, suscepero tantam 
■ Ison depulsus adhue ubere, natus lien ? ' 5 ' 

Te quern maturi eaaibus validique relinatmnt 
laeuhiBiem, potero reddere parvus ego ? 

1 1 jpterea tullens quoin illi aversautur. uixiicis 
Forte parum videar consuluisse me is, " 80 

Ignoscas oro. . Fidi&sima dissociantur 
Corda, et tale t-ibi sat liquet esse meum. 
Icee^item ad calces canis est ! te quanta perempto 
Tnstitia est nobis iugruitura I — Yale : 1 ' 1 

ayarus et plutub 

Iota fenestra Euri fiatn sfridebat, ayarus 
Ex somiio trepidus surgifc, opumque memor. 

Lata silenter liumi point vestigia, quemque 
Respcit ad somtiim respieiensque treniit * 
Angiistissnna qmeqne foramina lampade visit. 

Ad vectes, obices, fertque refertque marram. 

Bern reserat crebris junetam compagibus arcam 
Exultansque ornnes conspic it intus opes* 
bed, tandem funis ultricibus actus ob artes 
n res tenuis creverat in cumulimr 10 

tontortis mambas mine stat, nunc pectora pulsans 
Aiirum execratur , perniciemque vocat ; 

J 'E _ * a ^sero mens quam tranquilla fuisset. 
Hoc eeksset adlme si mode terra malum I 
jN ™ c . abtem virtu s ipsa est venalis ; et aurum 
yiud contra vitii tormina steva valet? 

awum i 0 ho mini infestissima pestis, 
tin datur illecebras vincere posse tuas ? 
Aunmi^hmaiines suasit contemnere quiequid bone- 

Et prater nomen nil retinere born, 20 

Aurum cimeta xnali per terras semina sparsit : 
Aururn nocturnis furibus arma dealt 

^ ortes i timidosque ad pessima ducit 
_iJoeaiiragas artes, multiplicesque dolos, 

^ee vitn quicquam est quod non inveneris ortum 
ex malesuada auri saciilegaque fame. 

, ml et mgexnuit ; Plutusque suum sibi numen 
Ante oculos, ira fervidus, ipse stetit. 

Arcam elausit avarus, et ora horrentia ru&is 

tremulum sic Deus increpuit. 30 

? 1S ™ M COT > stulte, obstrepis aures ? 

Ista- tin similis tnstia quisque eanif . 

v 
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Oommaculayi egone humanum . genus, improbe ? 
, ' Culpa, 

Bum rapis et eaptas omnia, culpa tua est, 

Mene execrandum censes, quia, tuni pretiosa 
Criminibus Hunt perniciosa tuts? ' 

Virtiiiis specie, pulcJiro ceu pallio. amictus 
Quisque catus nebulo sordida facta tegit. 

Atque suis manibus eommissa potentia durum 
Et dir um subito vergit ad imperuim. 40 

Hinc, nimium dum latro annum detrudit in arcam. 
Idem aurum latet in pectore pestis eclax ; 

Nutrit avaritiam et fastum, stispendere adunco 
Sua&et naso inopes, et vitimn omue docet, 

Anri at larga probo si copia confcigit, instar 
Boris dilapsi ex sethere cuncta beat : 

Turn, quasi mmien inesset, alit, fovet educat orhoa. 

Et viduas lacryxnis ora. rigare vetat. 

Quo sua crimina jure auro derivet avarus 
Aurum animae pretium qui cupit atque cap! t ? r»0 
Lege pari gladium incuset sicarins atrox 
Cseso homine, et ferrum judicet esse reum. 


PAPILIO ET LIMAX 
Qui subito ex imis rerum in fastigia anrgit, 
Nativas sorties, quiequid ngatur, olet * 
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TRANSLATION 8 OF THE L4.TTN 
AND ITALIAN POEMS ' 

OF MILTON 

[Written Sept., irsi~ F c b. .l7',e Published bv Havler 1808 in 
* handsome 4to volume illustrated by Flaxman.' witliCowSvs 

jssssasmsT*** ** a; ««**» 


COMPLIMENTARY PIECES TO MILTON 



not f 

as toa u.s ««r rnenas, are apt, through abundant zeal" 
praise us as rather to draw their own likeness than oura he was 
yet unwilling that the world should remain always fmorLt of 
compositions that do him so much honour; and especially 
hetmm he has other friends, who have, with much iZSi • 
solicited their publication. Aware that excessive coSiidS 
awakens envy, he would with both hands thrust H S-om him 
■ preferring just so much of that dan-serous trihutP ^ lIAl w 
right bekmrto him ; but at h^ 

sasAsar **» «* 

THE NEAPOLITAN JOHN BAPTIST MANSO. 

3IARQUIS OF VILLA, 

TO THE ENGLISHMAN .JOHN MILTON 
\V mat features, form, mien, manners, with a mind 
()li how intelligent ! and how refined » 

Were but thy piety from fault as free. 

Thou wonkiest no Angle ' but an Angel be. 4 

AN EPIGRAM 

ADDRESSED TO THE ENGLISHMAN JOHN MILTON 
AntvfhKr W F RTHY OF THREE LAURELS, THE 
aPf&Ah LATIN, AND ETRUSCAN, BY JOHN 
SALSILLO OF ROME 

Meles j and Mindo J , both your urns depress, 
Sebetus ' boast henceforth thy Tasso less. 

Lut let the Thames o er-peer all Hoods, since he 
t or Milton famed shall, single, match the three. 4 

TO JOHN MILTON 

Greece, sound thy Homer's, Rome, thy Virgil's name. 
But England s Milton equals both in fame. 

Selvaggi. 

3i^tttaf hbwalM of SmymL 

p!aw S viScA Prcd thp * iity of Mantua famous as the birth. 
thu^ t £pte" f §T' alled th ° M " m Mla ««w 
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AN ODE 

ADDRESSED TO THE ILLUSTRIOUS ENGLISHMAN 

Mil, JOHN MILTON, BY SIGNOR ANTONIO 
PBANCXNI, GENTLEMAN OF FLORENCE 

Exalt me, Clio, to the skies, 

That I may form a starry crown, 

Beyond what Helicon supplies 
In laureate garlands of renown ; 

To nobler worth 'be brighter glory giv’ii, 5 

And to a heav’nly mind a recompense from he&v’ru 

Time's wasteful hunger cannot prey 
On everlasting high desert, 

Nor can Oblivion steal away, 

Its record graven on the heart ; 

Lodge but an arrow, Virtue, on the bow 
That binds my lyre, and Death shall be a van- 
quish’d foe. 12 

In Ocean's blazing flood enshrin’d 
Whose vassal tide around her swells, 

Albion from other realms disjoin’d 
The prowess of the world excells. 

She teems with heroes, that to glory rise, 1? 

With more than human force in our astonish’d eyes. 

To Virtue, driv’n from other lands. 

Their bosoms yield a safe retreat ; ' 

Her law alone their deed commands ; 

Her smiles they feel divinely sweet. 

Confirm this record, Milton, genVous youth ! 23 
And by true virtue prove thy virtue’s praise a truth, 

Zeuxis, all energy and flame, 

Set ardent forth in his career ; 

Urged to his task by Helen’s feme 
Resounding ever in his ear ; 

To make Ms image to her beauty true, 

From the collected Fair each sovereign charm he 
drew. 80 

The bee with subtlest skill endued 
Thus toils to earn her precious juice 
From all the fiow’ry myriads strewM 
O’er meadow and parterre, profuse ; 

Confederate voices one sweet air compound, ' 85 

And variouschords consent in one harmonious sound. 

An artist of celestial aim. 

Thy genius, caught by moral grace, 

With ardent emulation’s flame 
The steps of Virtue toil’d to trace, 



581 


FliANCINTS ODE 


Observ’d in ev'ry land who brightest shone 
And blending all their test, made perfect good thv 
own, 42 

From all, in Florence bom, or taught 
Our country’s sweetest accent there. 

Whose works, with learned labour wrought 
Immortal honours justly share. 

Thou hast such treasure drawn of purest ore, 47 
not; ti TusCfin bards can bo<ist & nck6r store. 

Babel confus'd, and with her tow’rs 
Unfinish’d spreading wide the plain, 

Has serv’d but to evince thy pow’rs 
With all her tongues confus’d in vain, 
femce not alone thy England's purest phrase 53 
But ev ry polish’d realm thy various speech displavs. 


The secret things of heav’n and earth 
By Stature, too reserv'd, conceal’d 
From other minds of highest worth, 
lo thee are copiously reveal’d ; 

Thou know’st them dearly, and thy views attain 
Xhe utmost hounds prescrib’d to moral Truth’s 
domain. 


Let Time no more Ids wing display, 

And boast his ruinous career, 

For virtue rescued from his sway 
■ ... His injuries may cease to fear; 

Since all events, that claim remembrance, find 
A chronicle exact in thy capacious mind. 

Give me, that I may praise thy song. 

Thy lyre, by which alone I can, 

W' Inch, placing thee the stars among, 

Already proves thee more than man ; 

And Thames shall seem Permessus, while his 
stream. 

Graced with a swan like thee, shall be my favTite 
theme. 79 


L who beside the Arno strain 
To match thy merit with my lays, 

Learn, after many an effort vain, 

, T admire thee rather than to praise. 

And that by mute astonishment alone. 

Aot by the falt’ring tongue, thy worth may best be 
shown. 
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TO MR. JOHN MILTON OF LONDON, 

A youth eminent from Lis country and Ms virtues, 

Who in his travels has made himself acquainted 
with many 'nations, and in his studies, with' all; 
that, like another Ulysses, he might learn all i that 
all could teach him ; 

Skilful in many tongues, on whose lips languages 
now mute so' live again, that the idioms of all are 
insufficient to his praise ; happy ■ acquisition by 
which he understands the universal admiration 
and applause his talents have excited ; 

Whose endowments of mind and person move us 
to wonder, but at the same time fix us immove- 
able ; whose works prompt us to extol him, but by 
their beauty strike us mute ; 

In whose memory the whole world is treasured ; 
in whose intellect, wisdom; in whose heart, the 
ardent desire of glory; and in whose mouth, 
eloquence. Who with Astronomy for his con- 
ductor, hears the music of the * spheres ; with 
Philosophy for his teacher, decyphers the hand- 
writing of God, in those wonders of creation 
which proclaim his greatness; and with the most 
, un wearied . literary Industry for his associate,' 

Examines, restores, penetrates with ease the 
obscurities of antiquity, the desolations of ages, 
and the labyrinths of learning ; 

a But wherefore toil to reach these arduous 
heights 

To him, in short, whose virtues the mouths of 
Fame are too few to celebrate, and whom as- 
tonishment forbids us to praise ,as he deserves, 
this tribute due to his merits, and the offering of 
reverence and affection, is paid by 
Carlo Dati, 

A Patricias Florentine, 1 
This great man's servant ^ and this good man's 
friend \ 

1 These complimentary* pieces have been sufficiently censured 
bra. great, authority, but no very candid fudge either of Milton' 
or his panegyrists Ho, however, must have a heart sadly 
indifferent .to. the glory of his country, who is not gratified by the 
thought that she may exult in n. son whom, young as he was, the 
.Learned of Italy thus contended to honour [CL j. 
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TU CHARLES DEOIU.TX 

At length, my friend, the 'fur-sent letters come, 
Charged with thy kindness, to their destin’d home, 
They come, at length, from Deva’s Western side, 
Where prone she seeks the salt Vergivian tide. 
Trust me. my joy is great that thou shouldst he, 
Though bom of foreign race, yet born for me, 

And that my sprightly friend, now free to roam, 
Must seek again so soon his wonted home. 

I well content, where Thames with refluent tide 
My native city lures, meantime reside, 10 

Nor zeal nor duty, now, my steps impel! 

To reedy Cam, and my forbidden cell. 

Nor aught of pleasure in those fields have I, 

That, to the musing hard, all shade denv. 
j'Tis time that I a pedant's threats disdain. 

And fly from wrongs, my soul will ne’er sustain. 

If peaceful days, in letter’d leisure spent. 

Beneath my father’s roof, be banishment. 

Then call me banish'd. I will ne’er refuse 
A name expressive of the lot I ehuse. 20 

I would, that, exiled to the Pontic shore, 

.Rome’s hapless bard had suffer’d nothing more. 

He then had equall'd even Homer’s lays, 

And Virgil ’ thou hadst won but second praise : 

For here 1 woo the muse, with no controul ; 

And here my books- my life -absorb me whole. 

Here too I visit, or to smile, or weep. 

The winding theatre’s majestic sweep ; 

The grave or gay colloquial scene recruits 
My spirits, spent in learning's long pursuits ; 30 

Whether some senior shrewd, or spendthrift heir, 
Suitor, or soldier, now unarm’d, be there, 

Or some coif’d brooder o’er a ten years’ cause, 
Thunder the Norman gibb’rish of the laws. 

The lacquey, there, oft dupes the wary sire, 

And, artful, speeds th’ enamour’d son’s desire. 
There, virgins oft, unconscious what they prove, 
What love is, know r not, yet, unknowing, love. 

Or, if impassion'd Tragedy wield high 

The bloody sceptre, give her locks to fly 40 

Wild as the winds, and roll her haggard eye, 

I gaze, and grieve, still cherishing my grief,. 

At times, e’en bitter tears yield sweet relief. 
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As when from bliss untasted torn awav, 
borne youth dies, hapless, on his bridaf day. 

Or wten the ghost, sent back from shades below, 
inlls the assassin’s heart with vengeful woe, 

When Troy, or Argos, the dire scene affords, 

Or Creons hall laments its guilty lords, 
f or always city-pent, or pent at home, 50 

l dwell ; but. when spring calls me forth to roam, 
hxpatiate m our proud suburban shades 
ut branching elm, that never sun pervades. 

Here many a virgin troop I may descry, 
hike stars of mildest influence, gliding' by 
Oh forms divine ! Oh looks that might Inspire 

r\«-\^ 0Ve T^ imse ^’ old, with young desire 

un nave I gazed on gem-surpassing eyes, 
Outsparkhng every star, that gilds the skies. 

Hecks whiter than the ivory arm bestow’d 60 
By Jove on Pelops, or the milky road ! 

.bright locks, Love's golden snare ! these falling low, 
Those playmg wanton o'er the graceful brow ! 
YS™’ more winning sweet than after show'r 
Adonis turn d to Flora’s fav'rite flow’r ! 



r , ^uctuu mir ox Persia's coast 

Alia ye, not less renown’d, Assyria’s boast ! 

Of n of Greece ! ye, once the bloom 7( 

Of Ihon ! and all ye, of haughty Rome 

SSuSt’ ° f ? k I’m V theatres with trains 

lo Biitibh damsels beauty s palm is due 
Aliens! to follow them is fame for von 
Oh city founded by Dardauian hands, 

th « cireIill i? realm commands, 
xoo DiLst abode ; no loveliness we see 

In ah the earth, but it abounds in thee. 

The virgin multitude that daily meets, S! 

Outnumber? 1 a ?n d a ? d in thy streets, 

outnumben, ah her tram, of starry fires, 

^^r iUCll +? 1 f na giMs tJl y lof V s P ir es. 

Whh SFwif* ™ fted . Mther ter doves, 
w itn all her host of quiver-bearing’ loves 

Has 1 fi%fl r i fei ’ rin8: -' Pai)]liari scenes no more, 

BtW ^ empire on thy nobler shore. 

T « th ^t 1 ® 36 boy mforce my stay, 

ImmoH-S w^ P F,, WaUs ’ whil0 y et 1 may. 

& a nm l0ly s ^ aI1 s e cure m y heart 90 

Fiom all the sorc’ry of Cimean art, 
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And , I will e'en repuss Cam's reedy pools 
To face once more the warfare of ’the schools. 

; Meantime accept this trifle i rhimes though few, . 
Yet such, as prove thy. friend’s remembrance true : 

Kh'EGY 11 ' 

; OX THE DEATH OF THE UNIVERSITY 
BEADLE AT CAMBRIDGE 

■ Ewnpustd by Milton in the Eev^iit^utih year uf hh» ai;v. 

Thee, whose refulgent staff, and summons clear, ", 

. Minerva's dock long time was wont C obey, ' 

■ Although thyself an herald, famous here. 

The' last of heralds, Death, has snatch’d away. 

He calls on all alike, nor even deigns 

To spare the office, that himself sustains. 6 

' locks were whiter than the plumes display'd 
, 'By Leda s paramour in antient time, 

■■But thou was! worthy ne’er to have decay’d, 

; p 1 ' *®son-like to know a second prime, * 

Worthy, for whom some goddess should ’have won.'. 
Eew life, oft kneeling to Apollo’s son. 12 

Commission'd to convene, with hasty call 
The gowned tribes, how graceful wouldst thou 
stand ! 

So stood Cylienius erst in Priam’s hall, 

Wing-footed messenger of Jove’s command ! 

And so Emy bates, when he address'd 

To Helens’ son. Atrides' proud behest, IS 

Dread queen of sepulchres ! whose rigTous laws 
And watchful eyes, ran through the realms below, • 
Oh. oft too adverse to Minerva’s cause ! 

^ Too often to the muse not less a foe ! 

Cliuse meaner marks, and with more equal aim • - 
Pierce useless drones, earth’s bintkemand its shame! 

Mow, therefore, tears for him, from evry eye, 25 - 
. All ye disciples of the muses, weep ! ' 

Assembling, all, in robes of .sable dye, 

• Around 'his bier, lament Ms endless sleep!- ■ 

And let complaining elegy rehearse, ■ 

hr every, school,, her sweetest, saddest verse, - '• 30 

, ■ ’ y- 95 friends* 1$08. ' "■ \ ’ 

180 #% ' IS Atridei 2808 * 
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ELEGY III 
ON THE 

DEATH OF THE BISHOP OF WINCHESTER 
Composed in the Author’s seventeenth year. 

Silent I sat, dejected, and alone, 

Making, in thought, the public woes my own. 
When, 'first, arose the image in' my breast 
Of England's sufferings by that scourge, the Pest. ! 
How death, his fmvral torch and scythe in hand, 
Entering the lordliest mansions of the land. 

Has laid the gem-iilumin’d palace low. 

And levelled tribes of nobles, at a Mow, 

I, next, deplor'd the fam'd fraternal pair, 

Too soon to ashes turn’d, and empty air ! 10 

The heroes next, whom snatch’d into the skies, 

All Belgia saw, and follow'd with her sighs. 

But thee far most I mourn'd, regretted most, 
Winton’s chief shepherd, and her worthiest boast ! 
Pour'd out in tears I thus complaining said : 
“Death, next in pow'r to him, who rules the dead ! 
Is’t not enough that all the woodlands yield 
To thy fell force, and ev'ry verdant field ; 

That lilies, at one noisome blast of thine, 

And ev'n the Cyprian queen’s own roses, pine ; 20 
That oaks themselves, although the running rill 
Suckle their roots, must wither at thy will ■ 

That all the winged nations, even those, 

Whose heav’n-directed flight the future shows, 
And all the beasts, that in dark forests stray, 

And all the herds of Proteus are thy prey. 

Ah envious ! arm’d with pow’rs so mxeoniiuYI * 
Why stain thy hands with blood of human kind? 
Why take delight, with darts, that never roam. 

To chase a heav'n-born spirit from her home ?” SO 
While thus I mourn’d, the star of evening stood, 
Now newly ris’n above the western flood, 

And Phoebus from his morning-goal again 
Had reach’d the gulphs of the Iberian main. 

I wish’d repose, and, on my couch reclin’d 
Took early rest, to night and sleep resign’d. 
When— Oh, fox* words to paint what I beheld I 
I seem’d to wander in a spacious field, 

Where all the champaign glow’d with purple light 
Like that of sun-rise on the mountain height ; 40 

Fiow’rs over all the field, of ev’ry hue 
That ever Iris wore, luxuriant* grew. 

$ paternal ISOS i fraternal hi notes* 
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Nor Chloris, with whom am'rous Zephyrs play, 
E'er dress'd Alcincms’ garden half so gay. 

A silver current, like the Tagus, roll’d 
O’er golden sands, hut sands' of purer gold, 

With dewy airs Favpnius fann'd the tlow'rs, 

With airs awaken’d under rosy bowTs. 

Such, poets feign, irradiated ail o’er 
The sun’s abode on India’s utmost shore.. .jti 

While I, that splendour, and the mingled shade 
Of fruitful vines, with wonder list survev’d. 

At once, with looks, that 'beam’d celestial grace. 
The seer of Winton stood before my face. 

His snowy vesture's hem descending low 
His golden sandals swept, and pure as snow 
New-fallen shone the mitre on his brow. 

Where’er he trod a tremulous sweet sound 
Of gladness shook the dowry scene around : 
Attendant angels clap then - starry wings, 6u 

The trumpet shakes the sky, all gather rings. 

Each chaimts his welcome, folds him to his breast. 
And thus a sweeter voice than all the rest : 
“Ascend, my son ! thy father's kingdom share ! 

My son ! henceforth be free’d from ev'ry care ' " 

So spake the voice, and at its tender dose 
With psaltry’s sound th’ angelic band arose. 

Then night retired, and chas’d by dawning day 
The visionary bliss pass’d all away. 

I mourn’d my banish’d sleep, with fond eoneern ; 
Frequent to me may dreams like this return : 71 

ELEGY IT 

TO III8 TUTOR, THOMAS YOUNG, 
CHAPLAIN TO THE ENGLISH FACTORY AT 
HAMBURGH 

Written in the Authors eighteenth year. 

Hence my epistle— skim the deep— fly oer 
Yon smooth expanse to the Teutonic shore ! 

Haste— lest a friend should grieve for thy delay— 
And the Gods grant, that nothing thwart thy way I 
I will myself invoke the king, who binds. 

In Ms Sieanian echoing vault, the winds,' 

With Doris and her nymphs, and all the throng 
Of azure gods, to speed thee safe along. 

But rather, to insure thy happier haste. 

Ascend Medea's chariot, if thou may’st ; 10 

Or that, whence young Triptolemus of yore 
Descended, welcome on the Scythian shore. 
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The sands, that line the German coast, descried. 

To opulent Hamburga turn aside ! 

St.) called, it legendary fame he true. ■ 

From llama. whom a elub-arm'd Cimbrkn.slew : 
There lives,: deep-learnd and .primitively just, 

A, faithful steward of his Christian trust, ' ■ 

My friend, and' favorite inmate of my heart. 

That now is forced to want its better part I , in 
What mountains now. and seas, alas I how wide I 
From me this other, dearer self divide, 

Dear, as the sage renownkl for moral truth 
To the prime spirit of the Attic youth ! 

Dear, as the Stagy rite to Ammon's son, 

His pupil, who disdain'd the world he won ! 

Nor so did Chiron, or so Phoenix shine 
In young Achilles' eyes, as he in mine. 

First led, by him thro' sweet Adrian shade. 

Each sacred haunt of Pimilus I survey'd. ; 

And favor'd by the muse, whom I implor'd. 

Thrice on my lip the hallow'd stream I pour'd. 

But thrice the sun's resplendent chariot 'roll'd 
To Aries, has new ting'd ills fleece with gold, 

And Chloris twice has dress'd the meadows gar. 
And twice has summer parch'd their bloom away. 
Since last delighted on his looks I hung, 

Or my, ear drank the music of his tongue ; 

Fly, therefore, and surpass the tempest \s speed I 
Aware thyself, that there is urgent need ! do 

Him, entering, thou shalt haply seated see 
Beside his spouse, his infants on Ills knee ; 

Or turning, page ’by page, with studious look. 

Borne bulky father, or God's holy book • 

Or mimsfcTiug (which is his weightiest care) 

To Christ's assembled flock their heavenly fare. 
Give him, whatever his employment be. * 

Buck gratulation, as lie claims from me ! 

And, with a down-east eye, and carriage meek. 
Addressing him, forget not thus to speak ! 50 

4 ‘If, compass'd round with arms thou eansfc at- 
' tend 

To verse, verse greets thee from a distant friend. 
Long due, and late, I left the English shore ; 

But make me welcome for that cause the more : ■ 
Such from Ulysses, his chaste wife to cheer, 

The slow epistle came, tho' late, sincere. 

But wherefore this? why palliate I the deed. 

For which the culprit's self could hardly plead • 
XUmuate ISOS* 
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Self -charged, and self-condemn'd, his proper part 
He feels neglected, with m aching heart • 60 

But. thou forgive— delinquents, who confess 
And pray forgiveness, merit anger less • 

From timid foes the lion turns away. 

Nor yawns upon or rends a crouching prey • 

Even pike- wielding Thracians learn to spare. 

Won by soft influence of a suppliant prayer : 

And heav'n's dread thunderbolt arrested’stands 
By a cheap victim, and uplifted hands. 

Long had he wish'd to write, but was withheld. 
And writes at last, by love alone eompell’d; 70 
For fame, too often true, when she alarms, 

Reports thy neighbouring-fields a scene of arms : 
Thy city against fierce besiegers barr'd, 

And all the Savon chiefs for fight prepar'd. 

Enyo wastes thy country wide around. 

And saturates with blood the tainted ground ; 

Mars rests contented in his Thrace nolnore. 

But goads his steeds to fields of German gore, 

The ever verdant olive fades and dies, 

And peace, the trumpet-hating goddess, flies, SO 
Flies from that earth which justice long had 
left, 

And leaves the world of its last guard bereft. 

Thus horror girds thee round. Meantime alone 
Thou dwell’st, and helpless in a soil unknown ; 
Poor, and receiving from a foreign hand 
The aid denied thee in thy native land. 

Oh, ruthless country, and unfeeling more 
Than thy own billow-beaten chalky shore ! 

Leav'st thou to foreign care the worthies, giv’n 
By providence, to guide thy steps to Heav’n ? 90 

His ministers, commission'd to proclaim 
Eternal blessings in a Saviour's name ! 

Ah then most worthy, with a soul unfed, 

In Stygian night to lie for ever dead ! 

So once the venerable Tishbite stray’d 
An exil'd fugitive from shade to shade, 

When, flying Ahab, and his fury wife, 

In lone Arabian wilds, he shelter’d life ; 

So,_ from Philippi, wander'd forth forlorn 
Cilieian Paul, with sounding scourges torn ; 100 

And Christ himself, so left, and trod no more. 

The thankless. Gergesenes' forbidden shore. 

But thou take courage ! strive against despair ! 
Quake not with dread, nor nourish" anxious care ! 

102 Gergesene'a text: fltmpmuv note*. 
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Glim war indeed on ev'ry side appears, 

And thou art* menac'd by a thousand spears ; 

Yet none shall drink thy blood, or shall offend 
Ev’n the defenceless bosom of my Mend. 

For thee the JEgis of thy God shall hide, 

Jehovah's self shall combat on thy side. ' , 110' 

The same, who vanquish'd under Sion's tow’rs 
At silent midnight, all Assyria's powYs ; 

The same who overthrew in ages past, 

Damascus’ sons that lay’d Samaria waste ; 

Their king he fill'd and them with fatal fears 
By mimic sounds of clarions in their ears, 

Of hoofs, and wheels, and neighings from afar, 

Of clashing armour, and the din of war. 

Thou, therefore, (as the most afflicted may) 

Still hope, and triumph, o'er thy evil day ! ' * 120 

Look forth, expecting happier times to come, 

And to enjoy, once more, thy native home I 

ELEGY Y 

ON THE APPROACH OF SPRING 

Written in the Authors twentieth year. 

Time, never wan&’rmg from his annual round, 

Bids Zephyr breathe the spring, andthawthe ground ; 
Bleak, Muter files, new verdure clothes the plain, 
And earth assumes her transient youth again. 
Dream I, or also to the spring belong 
Increase of genius, and new pow’rs of song? 

Spring gives them," and, how strange see or it seems, 
Impels me now to some harmonious themes, 
Castalias fountain, and the forked liill 
By day, by night, my raptur’d fancy fill, 10 

My bosom burns and heaves, I hear within 
A sacred sound, that prompts me to begin* 

Lo ! Phoebus comes, with his bright hair he blends 
The radiant laurel wreath ; Phoebus descends ; 

I mount, and, undepress'd by cumbrous clay, 
Through cloudy regions win my easy way ; % 

Rapt through poetic shadowy haunts I fly : 

The shrines ah open to my dauntless eye, 

My spirit searches all the realms of light, 

And no Tartarean guiphs elude my sight, ' ' 20 

But this ecstatic trance — this glorious storm 
Of inspiration— what will it perform ? 
Springelaimsthe verse, that- with his influence glows, 
And shall be paid with what himself bestows’.' 

110 Jehuv&V JS08, ' 
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Thou, veil'd with opting foliage, lead’st the 
throng 

Of feather'd minstrels, Philomel ! in song; 

Let us, in concert, to the season sing 
Civic, and sylvan heralds of the spring ! 

With notes triumphant spring’s approach declare ! 
To spring, ye Muses, animal tribute bear ! 30 

The Orient left, and ^Ethiopia’s plains. 

Tine Sim now northward turns his golden reins ; 
Night creeps not now; yet rules with gentle 
sway, 

And drives her dusky horrors swift away ; 

Now less fatigued, on Ms authorial plain 
Bootes follows his celestial wain ; 

And now the radiant eentinels above, 

Less numerous, watch around the courts of Jove, 
For, with the night, force, ambush, slaughter fly. 
And no gigantic guilt alarms the sky, 40 

Now haply says some shepherd, while he views, 
Recumbent on a rock, the redd’ning dews, 

This night, this surely, Phoebus miss’d the fair, 
Who stops his chariot ’by her am’rous care. 
Cynthia, delighted by the morning’s glow, 

Speeds to the woodland, and resumes her bow ; 
Resigns her beams, and, glad to disappear, 

Blesses his aid, who shortens her career. 

Come — Phoebus cries —Aurora come— too late 
Thou linger’st, slumb’rmg, with thy wither’d mate ! 
Leave him, and to Hymettus’ top repair ! 51 

Thy darling Cephalus expects thee there. 

The goddess, with a blush, her love betrays, 

But mounts, and driving rapidly, obeys. 

Earth now desires thee, Phoebus I and t’ engage 
Thy warm embrace, casts off the 'guise of age ; 
Desires thee, and deserves ; for who so sweet. 
When her rich bosom courts thy genial heat? 

Her breath imparts to ev’ry breeze that blows, 
Arabia’s harvest and the Faphian rose. 60 

Her lofty fronts she diadems around 
With sacred pines, like Ops on Ida crown’d ; 

Her clewy locks, with various flow’rs new-blown, 
She interweaves, various, and all her own, 

' For Proserpine, in such a wreath attired, 

Taenarian Bis himself with love inspired. 

Fear not, lest, cold and coy, the nymph refuse' 1 
Herself, with all her sighing Zephyrs, sues ; 

Each courts thee, fanning soft his scented wing,' 
Anil all her groves with warbled wishes ring. 70 
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Nor, tmendow’d and indigent, aspires 

The am'vaaa Earth to engage thy warm desires, 

But, rich in balmy drags, assists thy claim, 

Divine Physician ! to that glorious name. 

If splendid recompense, if gifts can move 
Desire in thee (gifts often purchase love). 

She offers all the wealth, her mountains" hide, 

And all that rests beneath the boundless tide. 

How oft, when headlong from the heav'nly steep 
She sees thee playing in the western deep, " SO 
How oft she cries— u Ah Phoebus l why repair 
Thy wasted force, why seek refreshment there ? 
Can Tethys win thee ? wherefore shouldst thou lave 
A face so fail* in her unpleasant wave ? 

Come, seek my green retreats, and rather clause 
To cool thy tresses in my ehrystal dews. 

The grassy turf shall yield thee sweeter rest ; 
Come, lay thy evening glories on my breast. 

And breathing fresh, through many a humid rose. 
Soft whispering airs shall lull thee to repose I 90 
No fears I feel like Semele to die. 

Nor let thy burning wheels approach too nigh, 

Ear thou canst govern them, here therefore rest, 
And lay thy evening glories on my breast I ” 

Thus breathes the wanton Earth her amVous 
flame. 

■ And all her countless offspring feel the same ; 

. For Cupid now through every region strays. 
Brightening his faded fires with solar rays. 

His new-strung bow sends forth a deadlier sound, 
And his new-pointed shafts more deeply wound;' 
Nor Diairs self escapes him now untried, 101 
Nor even Vesta at her altar-side; 

His mother too repairs her beauty's wane. 

And seems sprang newly from the deep again. 
Exulting youths the Hymeneal sing. 

With Hymen’s name roofs, rocks, and Tallies* ring ; 
He* new-attired, and by the season drest, 

Proceeds, all fragrant, in his saffron vest. 

Now, many a golden-einetur'd virgin roves 
To taste the pleasures of the fields and groves, 110 
All wish, and each alike, some fa v rite vouth 
Hers* in the bonds of Hymeneal truth. * ■ 

Now pipes the shepherd through his reeds again. 
Nor Phillis wants a song, that suits the strain ; 
With songs the seaman hails the starrv sphere. 

And dolphins rise from the abyss to hear ; 

92 let] lest Bniimvh perhaps rUth tfij* 
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Jove feels himself the season, sports again 
With Mb fair spouse* anil banquets all his train. 
'Now too' the Satyrs, in the dusk of eve.' 

' Their mazy dative through flowery meadows weave, 
And neither god nor goat* -but both in kind, 121 
Sylvaxras, wreath’d .with' cypress, skips behind. 

The Dryads leave their hollow sylvan cells 
To roam the 'hanks, and solitary dells ; 

Pan riots now ; and from his amorous chafe 
Ceres and Cybele seem hardly safe, 

And Faimus, all on fire to reach the prize, 

In chase of some enticing Oread, hies; 

She bounds before, but fears too swift a bound. 
And hidden lies, but wishes to be found. ISO 

Our shades entice tlf Immortals from above. 

And some kind powT presides o'er every grove ; 
And long, ye pow’rs, o’er every grove preside, 

For all is safe, and blest, where ye abide! 

Return, 0 Jove ! the age of gold restore— 

Why, choose to dwell/where storms and thunder 
roar ? 

At least, thou, Phcebus ! moderate thy speed ! 

Let not the venial hours too swift proceed, 

‘ Command rough Winter back, nor yield the pole 
Too soon to Night's encroaching, long controul ! 140 

ELEGY VI 

TO CHARLES DEODATI 

Who, whip? Iie : pp*ut his Christmas in the. country* sent the 
Author a poetical epistle, in which he requested that his verses, 
if not good as.'UKual, might Jw excused on account of the 
many feasts to which his friends invited him, and which would 
not allow him leisure to finish them, as he wished; 

With no rich viands overcharg’d, I send 
Health, which perchance you want, mv pamper'd 
friend ; 

Rut wherefore should thy muse tempt mine away 
From what she loves, from darkness into day? 

Art thou desirous to be told how well 
I love thee, and in verse ? verse cannot tell. 

For verse has bounds, and must in measure move ; 

■ But neither bounds nor measure knows my love., 
How pleasant, in thy lines describ’d, appear 
December's harmless sports, and rural cheer ! 10 

French spirits kindling with eeerulean fires, 

.And all such gambols," as the time inspires ! 

•• Think not that wine against good verse offends ; 
The, Muse 'and Bacchus ha ve been always friends, ' 

. Nor Phoebus blushes sometimes to be found 
With ivy,. rather; than with laurel, crown’d. 
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The Nine themselves ofttmres have join'd the song, 
And revels of the Bacchanalian throng ; 

Not even Ovid could in Scythian air 
Sing sweetly — why? no vine would flourish there. 
What in brief numbers sung Anacreon's muse ? 21 
Wine, and the rose, that sparkling wine bedews, 
Pindar with Bacchus glows— his every line 
Breathes the rich fragrance of inspiring wine, 
While, with loud crash overturn'd, the chariot' lies 
And brown with dust the fiery courser files. 

The Roman lyrist steep'd in wine his lays 
So sweet in Griycera’s, and Chloe's praise. 

Now too the plenteous feast, and mantling bowl 
Nourish the vigour of thy sprightly soul ; SO 

The flowing goblet makes thy numbers flow, 

And casks not wine alone, but verse, bestow. 

Thus Phoebus favors, and the arts attend, 

Whom Bacchus, and whom Ceres, both befriend. 
What wonder then, thy verses are so sweet. 

In which these triple powers so kindly meet. 

The lute now also sounds, with gold in- wrought, 
And touch'd, with flying fingers, nicely taught, 

In tap'stried halls, high roof'd, the sprightly lyre 
Directs the dancers of the virgin choir. 40 

If dull repletion fright the Muse away, 

Sights, gay as these’ may more invite her stay ; 
And, trust me, while the iv’ry keys resound, 

Fair damsels sport, and perfumes steam around, 
Apollo’s influence, like aethereal flame, 

Shall animate, at once, thy glowing frame, 

And all the Muse shall rush into thy breast. 

By love and music's blended pow’rs possest. 

.For num’rous pow’rs light Elegy befriend, 

Hear her sweet voice, and at her call attend ; 50 

Her, Bacchus, Ceres, Venus, all approve. 

And, with his blushing mother, gentle Love. 

Hence to such bards we grant the copious use 
Of banquets, and the vine’s delicious juice. 

But they, who demi-gods, and heroes praise. 

And feats perform'd in Jove's more youthful 
days, 

Who now the counsels of high heaven explore, 
Now shades, that echo the Cerberean roar, 

Simply let these, like him of Samos live, 

' Let herbs to them a bloodless banquet give ; ' 60 

In beechen goblets let their bev’rage shine, 

Cool from the chrystal spring, their sober win© I 
Their youth should pass, in innocence, secure 
From stain licentious, and in manners pure, 
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Pure as the priest, when rob'd in white he stands. 
The fresh lustration ready in his hands. 

Thus Linns liv'd, and thus, as poets write, 

Tiresias, wiser for his loss of sight I 
Thus exil'd Chateau thus the hard of Thrace, 
Melodious tamer of the savage race ? ‘ 70 

Tims train'd by temp'ranee, Homer lech of yore. 
His chief of Ithaca from shore to shore, 

Through magic Circes monster-peopled reign. 

And shoals insidious with the siren train ; 

And through therealms. where grizzly spectresdwelh 
"Whose tribes he fetter'd in a gory spell ; 

For these are sacred bards, and, from above. 

Drink large infusions from the mind of Jove! 

Would thou (perhaps tis hardly worth thine ear) 
WoulcFst thou be told my occupation here? Su 
The promised King of peace employs my pen, 

Th' eternal covenant made for guilty men. 

The new-born Deity with infant cries 
Filling the sordid hovel, where he lies; 

The hymning angels, and the herald star. 

That led the Wise, who sought him from ’afar, 

And idols on their own unhallow'd shore 
Dash'd, at his birth, to be revered no more l 
' This theme on reeds of Albion I rehearse : 

The dawn of that blest day inspired the verse : 90 
Verse, that, reserv'd in secret, shall attend 
Thy candid voice, my critic, and my friend ! 

ELEGY VII ■ 

Composed in the Author's nineteenth year. 

As yet a stranger to the gentle fires, 

That Amathusia's smiling queen inspires, 

Not seldom I derided Cupid's darts, 

And scorn’d his claim to rule all human hearts. 

“ Go, child," I said, transfix the tim’rous dove! 
An easy conquest suits an infant love ; 

Enslave the sparrow, for such prize shall be 
Sufficient triumph to a chief like thee ! 

Why aim thy idle anus at human kind ? 

Thy shafts prevail not 'gainst the noble mind,*' 10 
The Cyprian heard, and, kindling’ into ire, 

(None kindles sooner) hnnrd with double fire. 

It was the spring, and newly risen day 
Peep'd o'er the hamlets on the first of May ; 

My eyes too tender for the blaze of light, 

Still sought the .shelter of retiring night, 

When Love approach’d, in painted plumes arrayed; 
Th’ insidious god his rattling darts betray'd, 
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Xor less. Ms infant features, and the sly. 

Sweet intimations of Ms threatening eye. go 

_Such. the Sigeiaa boy is, seea atom ■ 

Filling the goblet for imperial Jove ; : 
buch be, on whomthemymphs bestow'd theircharsm 
Hylas, who perish’d in a Naiads arms, ’ ' ' ’ 

Angry he seem’d, yet graceful in Ms ire. 

And added threats, not destitute of fire. 

he said, 44 by others' pain alone, 
iwers best to learn ; now learn it by thy own I 
with those, who feel my power, that power attest ! 
And m thy anguish be my sway contest ! 30 

I vanquish’d Phoebus, though returning vain 
From his new triumph o'er 'the Python slain. 

And, when he thinks on Daphne, even he 
Will yield the prize of archery to me. 

A dart less true the Parthian horseman, sped. 

Behind him kill’d, and conquer’d as he fled * 

Less true th’ expert Cydonian, and less true 
X he youth, whose shaft his latent Procris slew, 
Vanquish d by me see huge Orion bend, 

By me Al&des, and Alcides’ friend. 40 

At me should Jove himself a bolt design, 
ms bosom first should bleed transfixt by mine. 

But. all thy doubts this shaft will best explain 
.N or shall it reach thee with a trivial pain : 
ihy Muse, vam youth • shall not thy peace ensure. 
Hot Phoebus serpent yield thv wound a cure ’’ 

He spoke, and, waving a bright shaft in air, 

$ ie wa ”“^ om of the Cyprian fair. 

That thus a child should bluster in my ear, it 
Provok'd my laughter, more than mov'd mv (bar. 
Ishunn d not, therefore, public haunts, but strav'd 
Careless m city, or suburban shade. 

And passing and repassing, nymphs, that mov'd 
VV ith grace divine, beheld where’er I rov'd. 

Bright shone the vernal day. with double blaze. 

As beauty gave new force to Phoebus’ rays 
By no grave scruples cheek’d, I freely eyed 
The dang rous show, rash youth my only guide 
And many a look of many a fair unknown 
Met full xmable to controul my own, m 

nnl 01 ^! 1 ? iark ' d P eace forsook my breast)— 

■ wt 0 T,° h f ow far superior to the rest ! 

! eat .T s! the Cyprian queen 
Hex self might wish, and Juno wish her mien 

His 6 Sr« y T mPh Ta She ' Wh ° m 1 <W*d 
His arrows. Love had even then prepar'd! 

2T-othm.:m?. 
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Nor was himself remote, nor imsupplied 

\\ icb torch We41«trimnul and quiver at Mb bide • • 

A ow to her lips lie dung. , her- eye-lids now. 

‘iiieu settled on Iter cheeks, or on her brow, 7H 
; Aiiil with a thousand.' wounds front ev'ry part ■ 

1 taied, and transpierced, my undefended heart 
A. tevei*. new to me,' of fierce desire ’ ' ' ' ^ 
,Xmv seiz'd my soul. ami I was all on fire ■ 

But sue. the while, whom only 1 adore. ’ ■ 

Was gone, and vanish'd, to appear no more. 

Xu guent'Sftaness 1 pursue my way; 

1 pause, 1 turn, proceed, yet wish to Slav. 

And while 1 follow' her in thought, bemoan 
m tl1 t ^ ar ^ f i y *'-*&'* delight so quickly flown, go 
V hen dove had hurl'd him to the Leinnion coast 
feu, Vulcan sorrow'd for Olympus lost, 

And so Oedides, sinking* into night. 

look'd up to distant light, 

, retch that I am, what hopes for me 4 remain, 

W ho .cannot cease to love, yet love in vain ■: 

/Oh could I once, once more behold the fair, 
bpeak to her. tell her, of the pangs 1 hear, 

Perhaps sin? is not adamant, would show ' 

Perhaps some pity at my tale of woe. «ju 

Uh m auspicious iiame l — 'tis mine to prove . 

A matchless instance of disastrous love. 

All spare me, gentle powr .'—If such thou be, 

Let nut thy deeds, and nature, disagree. 

8pa,re me, and 1 will worship at no shrine 
)} 5th vow and sacrifice, save only thine. 

.XVnc I revere thy tires, thy bow. thy darts: 

Xiuv own thee sovereign of all Iminuu hearts, 

Ivemuvy, ! no -grant me still this raging woe : 

ibveet is the wretchedness, that lovers know ; ibu 
But pierce hereafter i should I chance to see 
One destin'd mine* at once both her, and me. 


be oh were the trophies, that, in earlier da vs. 

By vanity seduc'd, I toil'd to raise, 

Studious, yet mdolent. and urg'd by youth, 

.That .worst of teachers ! from the wavs of truth ; . 
bill learning taught me, in his shady bow r, 
it) quit, loves servile yoke, and, spurn his pow’r. 

I lien, on a. sudden, the tierce flame supprest, 

A, trust continual settled on mv breast 110 

\Vhence Cupid fears his flames extinct to see. 

■Ana *V cutis dreads a, Diomede in me. C ' 
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EPIGRAMS' 

ON THE INVENTOR OF GUNS 
Praise in old times the sage Prometheus won, 

w ho stole jEthereal radiance from the sun ; 

But greater he, whose bold invention strove 
lo emulate the fiery bolts of Jove, ,1 

TO LEONORA SINGING AT RONE - 
Another Leonoi’a once inspir'd 
Tasso, with fatal love to phrenzv fir'd, 

Lut how much happier, liv'd he now, were he. 
iiered with whatever pangs for love of thee 
Since could he hear that heavenly voice of thine, 
d,. itli Adriana s lute of sound divine, 
jtewr than Pentheus' tho' his eye might roll. 

Oi idiot apathy benumb his soul, 
lou still, with medicinal sounds, might cheer 
His senses wandering in a blind career ; 1 o 

And sweetly breathing thro' Ms wounded breast 
Charm, with soul-soothing song, his thoughts to rest. 

TO THE SAME 

Naples, too credulous, ah ! boast no more 

That S w1imi V p C H Siren b ? ried 011 tb - v sllore - 

^ Ti^sptfaZi^t 1 tbe Wsu 

0t ? ome < how in chains, 
ot magic song, both gods, and men, detains. s 

THE COTTAGER AND HIS LANDLORD 
A FABLE 

A peasant to his lord pay'd yearlv court- 

fSRif Pym . oiw Srt“ mt ’ 

That lie, displeas d to have a part alone 
Remove! the tree, that all might be his own. 

not tninsSd, bo the * ?*«**»'> 1 have 
and becatise thev ate wHtfpri w-iA L them is unpleasant, 
might, be W»5irita' however it 

sonable now [CJ. ■ 1 on > da *’ " oulci he extremely unsoa- 

W** «?“PKme n t s 

1 have omitted [0-1. ’ ' ,u * 1 me iar superior to what 

To the tsame—ti Paiisilipo MOS, text-. Pausilipo in note. 
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The tree, too old to travel, though before 
So fruitful, wither’d, and would yield no more. 
The "squire, perceiving all his labour void, 

Curs'd Ills own pains., so foolishly employ’d. 

And Oh, r he cried, “ that I had liv'd content 
'With tribute, small indeed, but kindly meant : 10 
My av'rice has expensive provVl to me. 

Has cost me both my pippins, and my tree.” 


TO CHRISTINA. QUEEN OF SWEDEN 
WITH CROMWELLS PICTURE 

Christina, maiden of heron; mien ! 

Star of the North, 1 of northern stars the queen ! 
Behold what wrinkles I have earn’d, and how 
The iron casque still chafes my vet ran brow. 
While following fate’s dark footsteps, I fulfil 
The dictates of a hardy people’s will. 

But soften’d, in thy sight, my looks appear, 

Not to all Queens or Kings alike severe. S 


M LSCKLLAN EOUS POEMS 
ON THE DEATH OF THE VICE-CHANCELLOR 
A PHYSICIAN 

Learn, ye nations of the earth, 

The condition of your birth, • 

Now be taught your feeble state ! 

Know, that all nnist yield to fate ! 

If the mournful rover. Death, 

Say but once-— ‘ 4 resign your breath !” 
Vainly of escape you dream. 

You must pass the Stygian stream. S 

Could the stoutest overcome 
Death’s assault, and bathe doom, 

Hercules had both withstood, 

Undiseas’d by Nessus’ blood. 

Ne'er had Hector press’d the plain 
By a trick of Pallas slain, 

Nor the chief to Jove allied 

By Achilles’ phantom died. 16 

Could enchantments life prolong, 

Circe, sav'd by magic song. 

Still had liv'd, and equal skill 
Had preserv’d Medea still. 
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Bwelt in herbs, and druids, a pow'r 
To avert man’s destin’d hour, 

Leanrci Machaon should have known 
iioubtlojjjs to avert his own. 

surviv’d the smart 
Oi the Hydra-tainted dart. 

And Jove’s bolt had been, with ease 
i oil d by Aselepiades. 

iL^cm hx>, sage ! of whom forlorn 
Helicon and Cirrha mourn, 
btill had st filled thy princely place. 

Kegeut of the gowned race ; :i < 

Had’st advanc’d to higher fame 
btili, tiiy much-ennobled name, 
mi 0r m 1 Charon, s skiff explor’d 
Hie Tartarean gulph abhorrd. 

But resentful Proserpine, 

Jealous of thy skill divine. 

Snapping short thy vital thread 
1 hee too number’d with the dead. 40 

Wise and good ! untroubled be 
1 he green turf, that covers thee ! 

1 lienee, m gay profusion, grow 
All the sweetest flow’rs, that blow 1 
Pluto’S consort bid thee rest ! 
uwteus pronounce thee blest ’ 

l!,. e r? 01 ? e shade consign : 

Make Elysium ever thine .' j j, 

ON THE ; UEAT H OF THE BISHOP OF ELY 
b ntteu in the Authors seventeenth year. 

InVsHul th 8 **™™ tumid yet, 
win i 33 1Q y sullied cheek was wet 
With briny tears, profusely shed 
For venerable Winton dead ; 

2J®“ £^“ e ’ w hose tales of saddest sound 
Alas , aie ever truest found. 

Of' tff t l u ‘ ougI i l a11 OUr “ties spread 
Of } et another mitred head 

pil r fi thl i eriS fate to heath consign’d, 

hlj , the honour of his kind ! 1n 

MvMirtt™ of passion heav’d 
Aty boiling bosom, much I tmev’d 

Ig^Yrag^atev’rylSlT 
oevotmg Death himself to death. 
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With less revenge did Naso teem, 

When hated Ibis was his theme ; 

.With less, Archilochus, denied 
The lovely Greek* his promis’d bride. 

But lo ! while thus i execrate, 

Incens'd, the minister of fate, 20 

WomVrous accents, soft, yet clear, 

Wafted on the gale I hear. 

“ All, much deluded ! lay aside 
Thy threats, and. anger misapplied ! 

Art not afraid with sounds like these 
T’ offend, where thou canst not appease ! 

Death is not (wherefore dream'st thou thus?) 
The son of Night and Erebus ; 

Nor was of fell Erynnis born 

On gulphs, where Chaos rules forlorn : SO 

But sent from God ; his presence leaves. 

To gather home his ripen’d sheaves, 

To call encumber'd souls away 
From fleshly bonds to boundless day, 

(As when the winged hours excite, 

And summon forth the morning-light) 

And each, to convoy to her place 
Before th.‘ Eternal Father's 'face. 

But not the Wicked — them , severe 

Yet just, from all their pleasures here 40 

He hurries to the realms below, 

Terrific realms of penal woe ! 

Myself no sooner heard his call, 

Than, scaping through my prison-wall, 

I bade adieu to bolts and bars, 

And soar’d, with angels, to the stars, 
like him of old, to whom ’twas giv’n 
To mount, on fiery wheels, to Heav n. 

Bootes’ waggon, slow with cold, 

Appall'd me not : nor to behold 50 

The sword, that vast Orion draws, 

Or ev’n the Scorpion’s horrid claws. 

Beyond the Sun’s bright orb I fly, 

And, far beneath my feet, descry ' 

Night’s dread goddess, seen with awe, 

Whom her winged dragons draw. 

Thus, ever won&Ting at my speed, 

Augmented stall as f proceed, 

I pass the planetary sphere, ’ 

The Milky Way— and now appear 60 

HeavVs ohrystal battlements, her door 
Of massy pearl, and em’rakl floor. 
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But here I cease., For never can, 

I lie tongue of cnee a mortal man 
, • in suitable description trace 

The pleasures of that happy- place ;■ 
hufiice it, that those joys divine 
, Are all, and all for ever, mine 1 M ' 

NATURE UNIMPAIRED BY TIME 
Ah, how the human mind wearies her self 
With her own wandYings, and, involv'd in gloom 
Impenetrable, speculates amiss ! 

Measuring, in her lolly, things divine 
By human ; laws inscrib'd on adamant 
By laws of man’s device, and counsels fixfc 
For ever, by the hours, that pass, and die. 
t PT * Bliall the face of nature then be plough'd 
Into deep winkles, and shall years at last 1 " , 

On the great Parent fix a sterile curse ? ' \ a 

e ^ en sile . eon ^ es ^ old age, and halt 
And, palsy-smitten, shake her starry brows ? 
bind! foul Antiquity with rust and drought, 
vex the radiant worlds above ? 
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And was the Hire of all able to fence 
ms works, and to uphold the circling worlds. 

But, through improvident and heedless haste. 

Let slip th’ occasion ? — so then-all is lost— ' 

And m some future evil hour, yon arch 
faliall crumble, and come thurnTriug down, the pole 
dar m collision, the Olympian Icing 1 

hls th«a», and Pallas, holding forth 
The tenors of the Gorgon shield in vain, 
urall rush to the abyss, like Vulcan hurl’d 
Down into Lemnos, through the gate of Heav’n 
Thou also, with precipitated wheels, 

Hicebus thy own soil’s fall shalt imitate. 

• ll i de0US -i r S ln impress the deep 
Suddenly , and _ the Hood shall reek, and Mss, 

At the extinction of the lamp of day. 

Sf® *oo, shall Hamms, cloven to his base, 

Be shattered, and the huge Ceraunian hills, 

Once weapons of Tartarean Dis, immers'd 
In Erebus, shall fill himself with fear. 

wco a • r J 16 A ] ln V hty Father surer lav’d 
Mis deep foundations, and providing well 

. 1 now l$o& 


m 
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For the event, of sill, the .scale* of Fate 
1 Suspended* in just equipoise, and 'bade ■ 40 

. His universal.' works, from age to age. 

One tenoxir hold; perpetual, imdisturb'd, 

'Hence the Prime mover wheels itself about 
Continual, day by day, and with it bears 
in social measure swift the heavens around. 

■ Not tardier now is- Saturn than of old, 

^ Nor radiant less the burning casque of Mars, 
Phcebiis, his vigour imimpaird, still shows 
TIT effulgence of his youth, nor needs the god 
, A downward course, that he may warm the vales ; ' 50 
But* ever rich in influence, runs his road, 

Sign after sign, through all the heav’nly zone. 
Beautiful,, as at first, ascends the star 
From odorif rous Ind, whose office is 
To gather home betimes tlT ethereal flock. 

To pour them o'er the skies again at eve, 

And to discriminate the night and. day. ■ 

Still Cynthia's changeful horn waxes, and wanes. 
Alternate, and with arms extended still, 

She welcomes to her breast her brother's beams. ' i'O 
Nor have the elements deserted yet 
Their functions : thunder with as loud a stroke 
As erst, smites, through the rocks, and scatters 
them. . 

The east still howls, still the relentless north 
Invades the shudduing Scythian, still he breathes 
.-The winter, and still rolls the storms along. 

The king of ocean, with his wonted' force, 

Beats on Belarus, o'er the deep is heard 
The hoarse alarm of Tritons sounding shell, 

Nor swim the monsters of tlT JSgean sea 70 

In shallows, or beneath diminish'd waves. 

Thou too, thy undent vegetative power 
Enjoy’st, O Earth 1 Narcissus still is sweet, 

And, Phoebus ! still thy favourite, and still 
Thy favTite, Cytherea ! both retain 
Their beauty, nor the mountains, ore-emielrd 
For punishment of man, with purer gold 
Teem’d ever, or with brighter gems the Deep. 

Thus, in unbroken series, all proceeds ; 

And shall, till wide involving either pole, ■ SO . 
And the immensity of yonder heav’n, 

The final flames of destiny absorb 

The world, consum'd in one enormous pyre ! 


46 Satan 1HQ& 
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ON THE PLATONIC IDEA, 

AS IT WAS UNDERSTOOD BY ARISTOTLE 

Ye sister pow’rs, who o'er the sacred groves 
Preside, and thou, fair mother of them all, 
Mnemosyne ! and thou, who in thy grot 
Immense reclin'd at leisure, hast in charge 
The archives, and the ord'nances of Jove, 

And dost record the festivals of heav’n, 

Eternity ! — Inform us who is He, 

That great original by nature ehos'n 
To he the archetype of human kind, 

Unchangeable, immortal, with the poles 10 

Themselves coaeval, one, yet ev'ry where. 

An image of the god, who gave him being? 
Twin-brother of the goddess born from Jove, 

He dwells not in his father's mind, but. though 
Of common nature with ourselves, exists 
Apart, and occupies a local home. 

Whether, companion of the stars, he spend 
Eternal ages, roaming at his will 
From sphere to sphere the tenfold heav’us. or dwell 
On the moon’s side, that nearest neighbours earth : 
Or torpid on the banks of Lethe sit 21 

Among the multitude of souls ordain'd 
To flesh and blood, or whether (as may chance) 
That vast and giant model of our kind 
In some far distant region of this globe 
Sequester'd stalk, with lifted head'on high 
O’ertow’ring Atlas, on whose shoulders rest 
The stars, terrific even to the gods. 

Never the Theban seer, whose blindness prov'd 
His best illumination, him beheld 30 

In secret vision : never him the son 
Of Pleione, amid the noiseless night 
Descending, to the prophet-choir reveal'd ; 

Him never knew th’ Assyrian priest, who yet 
The ancestry of Ninns chronicles. 

And Belus, and Osiris far-renown'd ; 

Nor even thrice great Hermes, although skill'd 
So deep in myst’ry, to the worshippers 
Of Isis show'd a prodigy like him. 

And thou, who hast immortaliz’d the shades 40 
Of Academus, if the schools receiv’d 
This monster of the fancy first from thee, 

Either recall at once the banish’d bards 
To thy republic, or thyself evinc’d 
A wilder fabulist, go also forth. 
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TO HIS FATHER 

Oh that Plena's spring would thro’ my breast 
Pour its Inspiring influence, and rush 
No rill, but rather an overflowing flood * 

That, for my venerable Fathers sake 

All meaner themes renounc'd,' my muse, on wings 

Of duty borne, might reach a loftier strain. 

For thee, my Father ? howsoever it please. 

She frames this slender work, nor know I aught, 
That may thy gifts more suitably requite ; 

Though, to requite them suitably would ask 10 
Returns much nobler, and surpassing far 
The meagre stores of verbal gratitude : 

But, such as I possess, I send thee all. 

This page presents thee in their full amount 
With thy son’s treasures, and the sum is nought ; 
Nought.," save the riches that from airy dream 
In secret grottos, and in laurel bow’rs, 

I have, by golden Clio's gift, acquir'd. 

Terse is a work divine ; despise not thou 
Terse therefore, which evinces (nothing more) 20 
Man’s heavnly source, and which, retaining still 
Some scintillations of Promethean fire, 

Bespeaks him animated from above. 

The Gods love verse; tip infernal PowTs them 
selves 

Confess the influence of verse, which stirs 
The lowest deep, and binds in triple chains 
Of adamant both Pluto and the Shades. 

In verse the Delphic priestess, and the pale 
Tremulous Sybil, make the future known, 

And he who sacrifices, on the shrine 30 

Hangs verse, both when he smites the threatening 
bull, 

And when he spreads his reeking entrails wide 
To scrutinize the Fates invelop’d there. 

We too, ourselves, what time we seek again 
Our native skies, and one eternal now 
Shall be the only measure of our being, 

Crown’d all with gold, and chaunting to the lyre 
Harmonious verse, shall range the courts above, 
And make the starry firmament resound. 

And, even now, the fiery spirit pure 40 

That wheels yon circling orbs, directs, himself, 
Their mazy dance with melody of verse 
Unutterable, immortal, hearing which 
Huge Ophiuchus holds his hiss suppress'd, 
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' Orion soften'd, drops Ills ardent Made* 

And Atlas stands unconscious of Ms load. 

Verse grac'd of old the feasts of .kings, .ere yet 
Luxurious dainties, destin'd to the gulpb 
/Immense' of gluttony, were known* and ere " 

1 Ly ams delug’d' yet .the' template hoard, 50 

Then. sat the bard a customary guest 
To share the banquet, and, his length of locks 
With beechen honours bound, propos’d in verse 
The characters of heroes* and their deeds. 

To imitation, sang of Chaos old. 

Of nature's birth*, of gods that crept in search 
Of acorns fall'll, and of the thunder bolt. 

Not yet produc'd from Etna's fiery cave. 

And what avails, at last, tune without voice, 
Devoid of matter? Such may suit perhaps 60 
The rural dance, but such was ne'er the song 
Of Orpheus, whom the streams stood still to hear. 
And the oaks follow'd. Not by chords alone, 

Well touch’d, but by resistless accents more 
To sympathetic tears the ghosts themselves 
He mov’d ; these praises to Ms verse he owes. 

Nor thou persist. I pray thee, still to slight; 

The sacred Nine, and to imagine vain 

■ And useless, powrs, by whom, inspir'd, thyself 

Art skilful to. associate verse with airs * , TO 

Harmonious, and to give the human voice 

A thousand modulations, heir by right 
Indisputable of Aran's fame* 

Now say* what wonder is it, if a son 
Of thine delight in verse, if so conjoin'd 
In close affinity, we sympathize 
In social arts* and kindred studies sweet? 

■ Such distribution of himself to us 

Was Phoebus' choice; thou hast thy gift, and I 
Mine also, and between us we receive', SO 

Father and son, the whole inspiring God. 

„ No ! liowsoe’er the semblance thou assume 
Of hate, thou hatest not the gentle Muse, 

My Father ! for thou never had’st me tread 
The' beaten path, and broad, that leads right on 
To opulence, nor did’st condemn thv son 
To the insipid clamours of the bar, ‘ 

To laws voluminous, and ill observ'd 
But, wishing to enrich me more, to ■ fill 
My mind with treasure, led st me far away 96 
From city -din . to deep retreats, to banks % 

And streams Aonian* and* with free consent. 



TO HJS FATHER GOT 

Didst place me happy at Apollo’s side. 

I speak not now, on more important themes 
Intent of common benefits, and such 
As nature bids, but of thy larger gifts 
My Father! who. when I had open'd once 
The stores of Roman rhetorick. and team'd 
The Ml-ton’d language of the eloquent Greeks, 
Whose lofty music grac’d the lips of Jove. 100 
Thyself didst counsel me to add the fiow’rs, 

That Gallia boasts, those too, with which the smooth 
Italian his degenerate speech adorns. 

That witnesses his mixture with the Goth : 

And Palestine's prophetic songs divine. 

To sum the whole, whatever the heav'n contains. 
The earth beneath it. and the air between. 

The rivers and the restless deep, may all 
Prove intellectual gain to me. my wish 
Concurring with thy will ; science herself. 110 
All cloud remov'd, inclines her beauteous head. 

And offers me the lip, if, dull of heart, 

I shrink not, and decline her gracious boon. 

Go now, and gather dross, ye sordid minds. 

That covet it ; what could my Father more ? 

What more could Jove himself, unless he gave 
His own abode, the heav'n. in which he reigns ? 
More eligible gifts than these were not 
Apollo's to his son. had they been safe. 

As they were insecure, who made the boy 120 
The world's vice-luminary, bade him rule 
The radiant chariot of the day. and bind 
To his young brows his own all-dazzling wreath. 

3 therefore, although last and least, my place 
Among the learned in the laurel grove 
Will hold, and where the eonqu'ror's ivy twines, 
Henceforth exempt from the unletter'd'throng 
Profane, nor even to be seen by such. 

Away. then, sleepless Care. Complaint away. 

And, Envy, with thy ‘ ‘ .-jealous leer malign*! " 1 SO 

Nor let the monster Calumny shoot, forth 
Her venom’d tongue at me. Detested foes ! 

Ye all are impotent against my peace. 

For I am privileg'd, and bear my breast 
Safe, and too high, for your viperean wound. 

But thou! my Father! since to render thanks 
Equivalent, and to requite by deeds 
Thy liberality, exceeds my power. 

: Suffice, it, that I thus record thy gifts, 

And bear them treasur'd in a grateful mind ! 140 
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Ye too, the favourite pastime of my youth. 

My voluntary numbers, if ye dare 

To hope longevity, and to survive 

Your master’s funeral, not soon absorb'd 

In the oblivious Lethsean gulph 

Shall to futurity perhaps convey 

This theme, and by these praises of my sire 

Improve the Fathers of a distant age ! 

TO SALSILLTJS, 

A ROMAN POET, MUCH INDISPOSED 
.The original is written in a measure called A*rram, which 
signifies limping and the measure is so denominated, because, 
though in other respects Iambic, it terminates with a Spondee, 
and has consequently a more tardy movement. 

The reader will immediately see that this property of the Latin 
verse cannot be imitated in English ECU. 

My halting Muse, that dragg'st by choice along 
Thy slow, slow step, in melancholy song, 

And lik’st that pace, expressive of thy cares, 

Not less than Diopeias sprightlier airs, 

When, in the dance, she beats, with measur'd tread, 
Heav’n’s floor, in front of Juno’s golden bed ; 
Salute Salsilius, who to verse divine 
Prefers, with partial love, such lays as mine. 

Thus writes that Milton then, who wafted o’er 
From his own nest, on Albion’s stormy shore, 10 
Where Extras, fiercest of tlT iUolian band, 

Sweeps, with nngovem’d rage, the blasted land, 

Of late to more serene Ausonia came 
To view her cities of illustrious name, 

To prove, himself a witness of the truth, 

How wise her elders, and how leam'd her youth. 
Much good, Salsilius ! and a body free 
From all disease, that Mil ton asks for thee, 

Who now endur’st the languor, and the pains. 

That bile inflicts, diffus'd through all thy veins, 20 
Relentless malady ! not mov’d to spare 
By thy sweet Roman voice, and Lesbian air ! 

Health, Hebe’s sister, sent us from the skies, 

And thou, Apollo, whom all sickness flies, 

Pythius, or Paean, or what name divine 
Boe’er thou druse, haste, heal a priest of thine i 
Ye groves of Faunus, and ye hills, that melt 
With vinous dews, where meek Evander dwelt ! 

If aught salubrious in your confines grow, 

Strive which shall soonest heal your poet’s woe, 30 
That, render'd to the Muse he loves, again 
He may enchant the meadows with his strain, 
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TO 8AL8ILLUS 

Numa, reclin'd in everlasting ease. 

Amid the shade of dark embow’ring trees 
Viewing with eyes of unabated fire" 

His loved iEgeria, shall that strain admire ; 

So sooth’d, the tumid Tiber shall revere 
The tombs of kings, nor desolate the year. 

Shall curb his waters with a friendly ‘rein, 39 
And guide them harmless, till they meet the main 


TO GIOVANNI BATTISTA MANSO 

MARQUIS OF VILLA 
MILTON’S ACCOUNT OF MANSO 


Giovanni PattfetaMansn, Marquis of Villa, is an Italian noble- 
rnan of the nignest estimation among his countrymen, for genius, 
literature, and military accomplishments. To him Torquato 
lasso .addressed his Dialogues on Inendship, for he was much 
the friend of Tasso, who has also celebrated him among the 

SquStThfok xx ,n his P ° em entMed * Gerusalemwe 


Fra caunUt-r magmnimi, e eortcai, 
Miitpkiide il Mamo. 


Bm-mg the Author's .stay at- Naples, he received at the hands of 
the Marquis a thousand hind offices and civilities, and, desirous 
not to appear ungrateful, sent him this poem a short time before 
his departure from that city. 


These verses also to thy praise the Nine, 

Oh Mango 1 happy in that theme design, 

For, Callus and Maecenas gone, they see 
None such besides, or whom they love as thee, 
And, if my verse may give the meed of fame. 
Thine too shall prove an everlasting name. 

Already such, it shines in Tasso’s page 
(For thou wast Tasso’s friend) from age to age, 
And, next, the Muse consign’d, (not unaware 
How high the charge.) Marino to thy care. 10 
Who, singing, to the nymphs, Adonis’ praise, 
Boasts thee the patron of his copious lays. 

To thee alone the poet would entrust 
His latest vows, to thee alone his dust ; 

And thou with punctual piety hast paid, 

In labour’d brass, thy tribute to his shade. 

Nor this contented thee— but lest the grave 
Should aught absorb of their’s, which thou could’st 
save. 

All future ages thou hast deign’d to teach 
The life, lot, genius, character of each, 20 

Moquent as the Carian sage, who true 
To his great theme, the life of Homer drew. 


x 
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I, therefore, though a stranger youth, who come 
Chill'd by rude blasts, that freeze my Northern 
’home, ' 

Thee dear to Clio, confident proclaim, 

And thine," for Phoebus’ sake, a deathless name, 

Nor thou, ; so kind, wilt view with scornful eye 
A muse scarce' rear'd beneath our sullen sky, 

Who fears not, indiscreet as she is young, 

To seek in Lat-him hearers of her song. * SO 

We too, .where Thames with his unsullied waves 
The tresses of the blue-hair’d Ocean laves, 

Hear oft by night, or, slumbering, seem to ’hear. 

O'er his wide stream, the swan's voice warbling clear, 
And we could boast a Tityrus of yore, 

Who trod, a welcome guest, your happy shore. 

Yes —dreary as we own our Northern clime, 

E'en we to Phoebus raise the polish'd rhyme, 

We too serve Phoebus ; Phoebus has receiv'd, 

(If legends old may claim to be believ'd) 40 

No sordid gifts from us, the golden ear, 

The burnish'd apple, ruddiest of the year, 

The fragrant crocus, and to grace his fane, 

Pair damsels chosen’ from the Druid train ; 

Druids, our native bards in antient time, 

Who gods and heroes prais'd in hallow'd rhyme ! 
Hence, often as the maids of Greece surround 
Apollo’s, shrine with hymns of festive sound, 

They name the virgins, who arriv'd of yore, 

With British offririgs, on the Delian shore, 50 
Loxo, from giant Corineus sprung, 

Tipis, on whose blest lips the future hung, 

And Hecaerge, with the golden hair, 

All deck’d with Pietish hues, and all with bosoms 
bare. 

Thou, therefore, happy sage, whatever clime 
Shall ring with Tasso's praise in after-time, 

Or with Marino’s, shalt be known their friend, 

'And with an equal flight to fame ascend. 

The world shall hear how Phoebus, and the Nine, 
Were inmates once, and willing guests of thine. 60 
Yet Phoebus, when of old constrain’d to roam 
The earth, an exile from his heavenly home, 
Enter’d, no willing guest, Admetus’ door, 

Though Hercules had ventur’d there before. 

But gentle Chiron’s cave was near, a scene 
Of rural peace, cloth’ d with perpetual green, 

' And thither,' oft a,s respite he requir’d ’ 

From rustic clamours loud, the god retir’d. 
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TO MANSO 

There, many a time, on Peneus' bank reclin’d 
At some oak's root, with ivy thick entwin'd. 

Won by his hospitable friend's desire 
He sooth’d his pains of exile with the lyre 
Then shook the hills, then trembled Peneus’ shore 
Nor Geta felt his load of forests more ; 

The upland elms descended to the plain. 

And soften'd lynxes wonder'd at the strain. 

Well may we think. O dear to all above * 

Thy birth distinguish'd by the smile of Jove, 

And that Apollo shed his kindliest pow’r. 

And Maia's son, on that propitious hour, ’ 80 

Since only minds so bom can comprehend 
A poet's worth, or yield that worth a friend. 

Hence, on thy yet unfaded cheek appears 
The lingering freshness of thy greener years, 
Hence, in thy front, and features, we admire 
Nature unwither'd, and a mind entire. 

Oh might so true a friend to me belong, 

So skill’d to grace the votaries of song, 

Should 1 recall hereafter into rhyme 

The kings, and heroes of my native clime, 90 

Arthur the chief, who even now prepares, 

In subterraneous being, future wars. 

With all his martial knights, to he restor’d. 

Each to his seat, around the fed’ral board, 

And Oh, if spirit fail me not, disperse 
Our Saxon phmd'rers, in triumphant verse ! 

Then, after all, when, with the past content, 

A life I finish, not in silence spent, 

Should he, kind mourner, o'er my death-bed bend, 

I shall but need to say — u Be yet my friend ! ” 100 
He, too, perhaps, shall bid the marble breathe 
To honour me, and with the graceful wreath. 

Or of Parnassus, or the Paphian isle, 

Shall bind my brows,-- but I shall rest the while 
Then also, if the fruits of Faith endure. 

And Virtue’s promis’d recompense be sure. 

Borne to those seats, to which the blest aspire 
By purity of soul, and virtuous fire, 

These rites, as Fate permits, I shall survey 
With eyes illumin’d by celestial day. ' 110 

And, ev’ry cloud from my pure spirit driv'n. 

Joy in the bright beatitude of Heav’n ! 

■ 107 Borne] Born 1S08. 
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ON THE DEATH OF DAMON 
THE ARGUMENT 

ThyrsLs and Damon, shepherds and neighbours, had always 
pursued' the same studies, and had, from their earliest day s, been 
united in the closest friendship. Thy ms, While travelling, for tin- 
provement, received intelligence of the death of Damon, and,' 
'after a time, returning 'and finding' it feme, deplore himself, and 
his solitary condition, in this poem. ■, 

By Damon is to be understood Charles Deodatu connected 
with the Italian city of Lucca by his father's side, in other 
respects an Englishman; a youth of uncommon genius, erudition, 
and virtue. 

Ye nymphs of Hirnera (for ye have shed 
Erewhile for Dapknis, and for Hylas dead, 

And over Bioivs long-lamented bier, 

The fruitless meed of many a sacred tear) 

Now, through the villas lav’d by Thames, rehearse 
The woes of Thyrsis in Sicilian verse, 

What sighs he heav’d, and how with groans pro- 
found 

He made the woods, and hollow rocks, resound, 
Young Damon dead ; nor even ceas’d to pour 
His lonely sorrows at the midnight hour. 10 

The green wheat twice had nodded in the ear, 
And golden harvest twice enrich’d the year, 

Since Damon’s lips had gasp’d for vital air 
The last, last time, nor Thyrsis yet was there ; 

For he, enamour’d of the Muse, remain’d 
In Tuscan Fiorenza long detain’d, 

But, stor’d at length with all, he wish’d to learn. 
For his dock’s sake now hasted to return, 

And when the shepherd had resum’d his seat 
At the elm’s root, within his old retreat, 20 

Then ’twas his lot, then, all his loss to know, 

And, from his burthen’d heart, he vented thus 
his woe. 

“Go, seek your home, my lambs; my thoughts 
are due 

To other cares, than those of feeding you, 

Alas, ! what deities shall I suppose 
In heav’n, or earth, concern’d for human woes, 
Since, Oh my Damon ! their severe decree 
So soon condemns me to regret of thee ! 

Depart’st thou thus, thy virtues unrepaid 
With fame and honour, like a vulgar shade? 30 
Let him forbid it, whose bright rod contends, . 

And sep’rates sordid from illustrious souls, 

Drive far the rabble, and to thee assign 
A happier lot, with spirits worthy thine ! 



THE DEATH OF DAMOX 


CIS 


do, seek your home, my lambs ; my thoughts 
are due ° 

To other cares, than those of feeding you 
Whate’er befall, unless by cruel chance 
The wolf first give me a forbidding glance 
Thou shalt not moulder undeplor’d, but Ion*' 

Thy praise shall dwell on ev’ry shepherds tongue • 
To Daphnis first they shall delight to pay, 41 
And, after him, to thee the votive lay, 

While Pales shall the flocks, and pastures, love 
Or Faunus to frequent the field, or grove; 

At least, if antient piety and truth, 

With all the learned labours of thy youth. 

May serve thee aught, or to have left behind 
A sorrowing friend, and of the tuneful kind. 

Go, seek your home, my lambs ; my thoughts 
are due 


To other cares, than those of feeding you. 50 
Yes, Damon such thy sure reward shad p e ; 

But ah, what doom awaits unhappy me? 

Who, now, my pains and perils shall divide. 

As thou wast wont, for ever at my side 
Both when the rugged frost annoy'd our feet, 

And when the herbage all was parch’d with heat ; 

« nether the grim wolfs ravage to prevent, 

Or the huge lion’s, arm'd with darts we went ? 
Whose converse, now. shall calm my stormy day, 

\\ xtb charming song, who now beguile my way? 00 
Go, seek your home, my lambs ; my thoughts 
are due 


To other cares, than those of feeding you. 

In whom shall I confide? Whose counsel find 
A balmy med'eine. for my troubled mind ? 

Or whose discourse, with innocent delight, 

Shall fill me now, and cheat the wint’ry night, 
While hisses on my hearth the pulpy pear, 

And black 'ning ohesnuts start and crackle there, 
vv hile storms abroad the dreary meadows whelm, 
And the wind thunders thro’ the neighboring elm. 70 
Go, seek your home, my lambs ; my thoughts 
are due 

To other cares, than those of feeding you. 

Or who, -when summer suns their summit reach, 
And Pan sleeps hidden by the shelf ring beech, 
When shepherds disappear, nymphs seek the sedge, 
And the stretch'd rustic snores beneath the hedge, 
Who then shall render me thy pleasant vein 
Of Attic wit, thy jests, thy smiles, again? 
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C4o s seek your home, my lambs ; my thoughts 
are clue 

To other cares, than those of feeding you, 80 
Where glens and vales are thickest overgrown 
With tangled toughs, 1 wander now alone. 

Till night descend, while blustering wind and shower 
Beat oh my temples through the shatter'd bowh*. 
Go, seek your home, nay lambs; my thoughts 
are due 

To other cares, than those of feeding you, 

Alas ! what rampant weeds now shame my fields, 
And what a mildew'd crop the furrow yields ! 

My rambling vines, unwedded to the trees, 

Bear shrivelTd grapes, my myrtles fail to please, 90 
Nor please me more my Socks ; they, slighted, turn 
Their unavailing looks on me, and mourn. 

Go, seek your home, my lambs; my thoughts 
are due 

To other cares, than those of feeding you. 
iEgon invites me to the hazel grove, 

Amyntas, on the river's bank to rove, 

And. young Alphesibosus to a seat 

Where branching elms exclude the mid-day heat. 

4 Here fountains spring — here mossy hillocks rise ; * 
‘Here Zephyr whispers, and the stream, replies.— 
Thus each persuades, but, deaf to evry call, 101 
I gain the thickets, and escape them all. 

Go, seek your home, my lambs ; my thoughts 
are due 

To other cares, than those of feeding you. 

Then Mopsus said, (the same who reads so well 
The voice of birds, and what the stars foretell, 

For he by chance had noticed my return) 

4 What means thy sullen mood, this deep concern? 
All Thyrsis ! thou art either craz'd with, love, 

Or some sinister influence from above ; ' 110 

Bull Saturn’s influence oft the shepherds 'rue ; 

His leaden shaft oblique has pierc'd thee through.’ 

Go, go, my lambs, unpasturd as ye are, 

My thoughts are all now due to other care. 

The nymphs amaz'd, my melancholy see. 

And ‘Thyrsis V cry— 4 what will become of thee? 
Whatwould’st thou, Thyrsis ? such should not appear 
The brow of youth, stem, gloomy, and severe ; 
Brisk youth should laugh, and love— ah shun the fate 
Of those, twice wretched mopes ! who love too late!' 

^ Go, go, my lambs, unpasturd as ye are, 121 
My thoughts are all now cine to other care. 
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THE DEATH OF DAM, OX 

iEgle with Hyas came, to sooth my pain, 

Anil Bands" daughter, Dryope the vain, * 

Fair Dryope, for voice and finger neat 
Known far and near, and for her self-conceit; 
Clitoris too came, whose cottage on the lands, 

That skirt the Xdnmanian current, stands ; 

But all In vain they came, and but to see 
Kind words, and comfortable, lost on me. ISO 
Go, go, my lambs', unpastur’d as ye are, 

My thoughts are all now due to other care. 

Ah blest indiffTence of the playful herd, 

None by his fellow chosen, or preferr d ! 

No bonds of amity the flocks enthrall. 

But each associates, and is pleas’d -with all ; 

So graze the dappled deer in mimTous droves. 

And all his kind alike the zebra loves ; 

The same law governs, where the billows roar, 

And Proteus’ shoals o’erspread the desert shore ; 
The sparrow, meanest of the feather’d race, 141 
His fit companion finds in ev’ry place, 

With whom he picks the grain, that suits him best, 
Flirts here and there, and late returns to rest, 

And whom if chance the falcon make his prey, 

Or hedger with his well aim’d arrow slay, 

For no such loss the gay survivor grieves ; 

New love he seeks, and new delight receives. 

We only, an obdurate kind, rejoice. 

Scorning all others, in a single choice, 150 

We scarce in thousands meet one kindred mind, 
And if the long-sought good at last we And, 

When least we fear it. Death, our treasure steals, 
And gives our heart a wound, that nothing heals. 

Go,' go, my lambs, unpastur’d as ye are, 

My thoughts are all now due to other care. . 

Ah, what delusion lur’d me from my flocks, 

To traverse Alpine snows, and rugged rocks ! 

What need so great had I to visit Rome, 

Now sunk in ruins, and herself a tomb ? 160 

Or, had she flourish’d still as when, of old, 

For her sake Tityrus forsook his fold, 

What need so great had I f incur a pause 
Of thy sweet intercourse for such a cause, 

For such a cause to place the roaring sea, 

Rocks, mountains, woods, between my friend andme ? 
Else, had I grasp’d thy feeble hand, compos’d 
Thy decent limbs, thy drooping eye-lids clos’d, 
And, at the last, had said— 4 Farewell — ascend — 
Nor even in the skies forget thy friend ! ’ 170 
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Go. go, my lambs, untended homeward fare. 

My thoughts are all no w clue' to other care. 
Although well-pleas’d, ye tuneful Tuscan swains! 
My mind the mern’ry of your worth retains, 
let not your worth can teach me less to mourn 
My Damon lost, — He too was Tuscan born. 

Born in your Lucca, city of renown ! 

And wit possess’d, and genius, like your own. 

Oh how elate was I, when stretch’d' lie, side 

The mmxn’ring course of Arno's breezy tide, ISO 

Beneath the poplar grove I pass’d my hours. 

Now cropping myrtles, and now vernal flow’rs, 
And hearing, as I lay at ease along. 

Your swains contending for the prize of song » 

I also dar’d attempt (and, as it seems, 

Not much displeas’d attempting) various themes. 
Jsor even I can presents boast from you, 

The shepherd’s pipe, and ozier basket too. 

And Dati, and Francini, both have made 
My name familiar to the heeehen shade. 130 

And they are learn’d. and each in ev'rv place 
Renown'd for song, and both of Lydian race. 

®°’ lambs, untended homeward fare, 
thoughts are all now due to other care. 

While bnghtthedewygi-asswithmoon-beams shone, 
And I stood hurdling in my kids alone, 

How often have I said (but thou had’st found 
Lre then thy dark cold lodgment under ground) 
Now Damon srags, or springes sets for hares. ' 

Ur wicker work for various use prepares ! 200 

How oft, indulging fancy, have I piaiinVI 
New scenes of pleasure, that I hop'd at hand. 

Call d thee abroad as I was wont, and cried - 

5*S* *Cl\\ n l y triend--come, lay thy task aside. 
Haste, let us forth together, and beguile 
i ne heat, beneath yon whisp'ring shades awhile. 

X * be B**#* st w of Colne's clear flood. ’ 

Ui where Cassibelan s grey turrets stood ! 

« halt euU me Naples, and shalt teach 

Fmnf +w^i Dai ^ e '„ a ? d ^ ealin " pow’rs of each, 
w? 1 *! S 16 ^ Wue-bell to the dwarfish weed. 211 
4 r y . l£U ?<L and what the marshes breed, 

| and ? a l i3 5 e to % ee are known, 

And. the whole art of Galen is thy own* 

An, perish Galen's art, and wither’d be 

■r^if 61 ® 88 borbs ’ . that £ ave not health to thee ! 
iwehe evenings since, as in poetic dream 

I meditating sat some statelier theme. 
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The reeds no sooner* touch'd my lip, though new, 
And unassay'd before, than wide they flew, 220 
Bursting their waxen bands, nor could sustain 
The deep- ton'd music of the solemn strain; 

And I am vain perhaps, but I will tell 

How proud a theme I chose — ye groves farewell ! 

Go, go, my lambs, untended homeward fare, 

My thoughts are all now due to other care.. 

Of Brutus, Dardan chief, my song shall be, 

How with his barks he plough'd the British sea, 
First from Rutupia s towering headland seen. 

And of his consorts reign, fair Imogen ; ’ 230 

Of Brennus and Belinus, brothers bold, 

And of Arviragus, and how of old 
Our hardy sires th' Armorican eon troll'd. 

And of the wife of Gorlois, who, surpris'd 
By Uther, in her husband’s form disguis’d, 

(Such was the force of Merlin's art) became 
Pregnant with Arthur of heroic fame. 

These themes I now revolve— and Oh— if Fate 
Proportion to these themes my lengthen’d date, 
Adieu my shepherd's reed— yon pine-tree bough 
Shall be thy future home, there dangle thou 241 
Forgotten and disus'd, unless ere long 
Thou change thy Latian for a British song ; 

A British? — even so— the pow’rs of man 
Are bounded ; little is the most he can ; 

And it shall well suffice me, and shall be 
Fame, and proud recompense enough for me, 

If Usa, goldemhaircl, my verse may learn, 

If Alain bending o’er his ehrystal urn, 

Swift- whirling Abra, Trent's overshadow'd stream, 
Thames, lovelier far than all in my esteem, 251 
Tamar’s ore- tinctur'd flood, and, after these, 

The wave- worn shores of utmost Oreades. 

Go, go, my lambs, untended homeward fare, 

My thoughts are all now due to other care. 

All this I kept in leaves of laurel-rind 
Enfolded safe, and for thy view design’d ; 

This, and a gift from Manso’s hand Beside, 

(Manso, not least his native city’s pride) 

Two cups, that radiant as their giver shone, 260 
Adorn’d by sculpture with a double zone. 

The spring was graven there ; here slowly wind 
, The Red-sea shores with groves of spices lin’d ; 

Her plumes of various hues amid the boughs 
. The sacred, solitary Phoenix shows, 

224 chose] chuse ISOS . 
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And watchful of the dawn, reverts her head. 

To see Aurora leave her wafc’ry bed, 

—In other part, th ! expansive vault above. 

And, there too, even 'there, the God of love ; 

With quiver arm'd he mounts, Ms 'torch displays" 

■A vivid light, his gem-tipt arrows Maze, 271 
Around, his bright and fiery eyes he rolls, 

Nor aims at -vulgar minds, or little souls, ^ 

Nor deigns one look below, but aiming high 
Sends every arrow to the lofty sky, 

Hence forms divine, and minds immortal, learn 
The pow’r of Cupid, and enamour'd burn. 

Thou also Damon (neither need I fear 
That hope delusive) thou art also there ; 

For whither should simplicity like thine 280 

Retire, where else such spotless virtue shine ? 

Thou awelTst not (thought profane;) in shades below, 
Nor tears suit thee — cease then my tears to Sow, 
Away with grief ! on Damon ill-bestow'd ! 

Who, pure himself, has found a pure abode, 

Has pass'd the showry arch, henceforth resides 
With saints and heroes, and from flowing tides 
Quaffs copious immortality, and joy, 

With hallow'd lips! — Oh f blest without alloy, 

And now enrich'd with all, that faith can claim, 200 
Look down, entreated by whatever name, 

If Damon please thee most (that rural sound 
Shall oft with echoes fill the groves around) 

Or if Deodatus, by which alone 

In those etherial mansions thou art known. 

Thy blush was maiden, and thy youth the taste 
Of wedded bliss knew newer, pure and chaste, 

The honours, therefore, by divine decree 
The lot of virgin worth, are given to thee ; 

Thy brows encircled with a radiant band, 300 
And the green palm-branch waving in thy hand, 
Thou in immortal nuptials shalt rejoice. 

And join with seraphs thy according voice, 

Where rapture reigns, and the ecstatic lyre 
C4uides the blest orgies of the blazing quire.” 

294 Diodatua ISOS. 
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AN ODE ADDRESSED TO MR. JOHN ROUSE, 
LIBRARIAN, OF THE UNIVERSITY OF OXFORD 

ON A LOST VOLUME' O'F MY POEMS, WHICH HE 
DESIRED • ME TO REPLACE, THAT HE MIGHT 
ADD THEM TO MY OTHER WORKS DEPOSITED 
IX THE IA BR ABY 

This Od« h rendered without rhiine, that ifc might more 
adequately reprint the original,, which, as Milton himself in- 
forms us, it> oi. t no certain measure. It may possibly for this 
reason aisappomt the reader* though it cost the writer more 
labour than the translation of any other piece in the whole cul- 
lection iL.j. 

STROPHE 

My two-fold book ! single in show, 

But double in contents, 

Neat, but not curiously adorn’d, 

Which, in his early youth, 

A poet gave, no lofty one in' truth* 

■Although ^an^earnesfc wooer of the Muse — 

Say while in cool Ausonian shades 
Or British wilds he roam’d, 

Striking by turns his native lyre, 

By turns the Bauman lute* 10 

And stepp’d almost in air,— 

A NTISTROPHE 

Say, little hook, what furtive hand 
Thee from thy fellow-books convey'd, 

What time, at the repeated suit 
Of my most learned. Mend, 

I sent thee forth, an honour’d traveller. 

From our great, city to the source of Thames, 
Canadian sure! 

Where rise the fountains, and the raptures ring, 
Of the Aonian choir, 20 

Durable as yonder spheres, 

And through the endless lapse of years 
Secure to be admir'd? 

STROPHE II 

Now what God, or Demigod 
For Britain’s antient Genius mov’d 
(If our afflicted land 

• Have expiated at length the guilty sloth 
Of her degenerate sons) 

■ ' ■ /Shall terminate our impious feuds, 

„ ■ And discipline?, with hallow’d voice, recall l SO 
, 1 Recall the Muses too, 

, ■' Driv’n from their antient seats 
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In Albion, and well nigh from Albion’s shore. 
And with keen Phoebean shafts 
Piercing tlf unseemly birds, 

Whose talons menace ns. 

Shall drive the Harpy race from Helicon afar ? 

ANTISTROPHE 

But thou, my 'book, though thou hast stray’d, 
Whether by treachery lost. 

Or indolent neglect, thy bearer's fault, 40 

From all thy kindred books, 

To some dark cell, or cave forlorn, 

Where thou en&urst, perhaps, 

The chafing of some hard xmtutor'd hand, 

Be comforted — 

For lo ! again the splendid hope appears 
That thou may'st yet escape 
The gulphs of Lethe, and on oary wings 
Mount to the everlasting courts of Jove ! 

STROPHE IIE 

Since Bouse desires thee, and complains 50 
That, though by promise his, 

Thou yet appear'st not in thy place 
Among the literary noble stores, 

Giv’n to his care, 

But, absent, leavst his numbers incomplete : 

He, therefore, guardian vigilant 
Of that unperishing wealth, 

Calls thee to the interior shrine, his charge, 
Where he intends a richer treasure far 
Than Ion kept (Ion, Erectheus’ sou 60 

Illustrious, of the fair Creiisa born) 

In the resplendent temple of his God, 

Tripods of gold, and Delphic gifts divine. 

ANTISTROPHE 

Haste, then, to the pleasant groves, 

The Muses’ favTite haunt ; 

Resume thy station in Apollo’s dome, 

Dearer to him 

Than Delos, or the fork’d Parnassian hill ! 
Exulting go, 

Since now a splendid lot is also thine, 70 

And thou art sought by my propitious friend ; 
For there thou shalt be read 
With authors of exalted note, 

The antient glorious lights of Greece and Boine. 
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BPODE 

Ye. then, my works, no longer vain, 

And worthless deem'd by me ! 

Whatever this steril genius lias produc'd 
Expect, at last, the rage of envy spent, 

An unmolested happy home. 

Gift of kind Hermes, and my watchful friend, 
Where never flippant tongue profane 81 
Shall entrance find, 

And whence the coarse’ unfetter' cl multitude 
Shall babble far remote. 

Perhaps some future distant age. 

Less ting’d with prejudice, and better taught. 
Shall furnish minds of pow’r 
To judge more equally. 

Then, malice silenced in the tomb, 

Cooler heads and sounder hearts, . 90 

Thanks to Rouse, if aught of praise 
I merit, shall with candour weigh the claim. 


A TRANSLATION OF THE 
ITALIAN POEMS 

SONNET 

Fair Lady l whose harmonious name the Rhine, 
Through all his grassy vale, delights to hear. 
Base were indeed the wretch, who could forbear 
To love a spirit elegant as thine, 

That manifests a sweetness all divine, 

STor knows a thousand winning acts to spare, 
And graces, which Love's bow and arrows are, 
Temp ring thy virtues to a softer shine. 

When gracefully thou speak’sfc, or singest gay, 
Such strains, as might the senseless forest move, 
Ah then— turn each his eyes, and ears, away, 11 
Who feels himself unworthy of thy love ! 

Grace can alone preserve him, ere the dart 
Of fond desire yet reach his inmost heart. 


SONNET 

As on a hill-top rude, when closing day 
Imbrowns the scene, some past’ral maiden fair 
Waters a lovely foreign plant with care, 

Bom© from its native genial airs away. 

That scarcely can its tender bud display. 
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So, on my tongue these accents, new, and rare, 
fi ° w ts exotic, which Love waters there, 

W hile thus, o sweetly scornful ! I essay 
Thy pi», in verse to British ears unknown. 

And Thames exchange for Amo's fair domain ; 10 
ho Love has will'd, and ofttimes Love has shown 
s\i , ^ "’hut wills, he never wills in vain. 

Oh that this hard and steril breast might be, 
to Him, who plants from ffeav'n. a soil as free : 


CANZONE 

Thei mock my toil — the nymphs and am Tons 
swains— ' " 

“And whence this fond attempt to write," they crv 
“Love songs in language, that thou little knoVst? 
How to st thou risk to sing these foreign strains? 
bay tody. Find’st not oft thy purpose cross'd. 

And that thy fairest flow’rs here fade and die?" 
Then with pretence of admiration high— 

“ Ihee other shores expect, and other tides 
Rivers, on whose grassy sides ’ 

Her deathless laurel leaf, with which to bind it) 
~ „y nowmg locks, already Fame provides » 

^ hy then this burthen, better far declin'd i ’’ 

Speak, Muse ! tor me. ■ — The fair one said who 
guides 1 ' 

My willing heart, and all my fancy's flights. 

' ims is the language, in which Love delights," 


SONNET 

TO CHARLES MOD ATI 

fe-f 3 1 ^ wond'ring- thou must know 
That I, who once assum d a .scornful air, 

/1? ™ sco & ^ a f love, am fallen in Iris snare, 
ty nil niany an upright man has fallen so) 
let think me not thus dazzled by the flow 
Of golden locks, or damask cheek ; more rare 
The heart** felt beauties of my foreign fair ; 

A mien majestic, with dark brows, that show ■ 

^ lustre of a lofty mind ; 

* exc | ui site, of idioms more than one, 30 

And song, whose fascinating pow’r might bind, 
Audfromherfipheredrawdown the lah'ring Moon. 
TV ith such hre-darting eyes, that should I fill 
My oars 'with wax, she would inehant me still. 
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SONNET 

Lady ! It cannot be, but that thine eyes 
Must be my sub, such radiance they display, 
Ami strike me ev*n as Phoebus Mm, whose way 
Through horrid Lybia's sandy desert lies. 
Meantime, on that side steamy vapours rise 
Where most I suffer. Of what kind are they, 
New as to me they are, I cannot say, 

But deem them, in the lover's language— sighs. 
Some, though with pain, my bosom close conceals, 
Which, if in. part escaping thence, they tend 10 
To soften thine, thy coldness soon congeals. 

While others to my tearful eyes ascend, 

Whence my sad nights in show’rs are ever drown’d, 
Till my Aurora comes, her brow with roses bound. 

BONNET 

Enamour’d, artless, young, on foreign ground, 
Uncertain whither from myself to fly; 

To thee, clear Lady, with an humble sigh 
Let me devote my heart, which I have found 
By certain proofs, not few, intrepid, sound, 

‘Good, and addicted to conceptions high : 

When tempests shake the world, and fire the sky. 
It rests in adamant self-wrapt around. 

As safe from envy, and from outrage rude, 

From hopes and fears, that vulgar minds abuse, 
As fond of genius, and flxt fortitude, ll 

Of the resounding lyre, and every Muse, 

Weak you will find it in one only part, 

Now pim.ril by Love’s immedicable dart 
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APPENDIX OF JUVENILE, FRAGMENT- 
ARY AND IMPROMPTU VERSE 
ON LOYALTY 

[Written 1754. Published by T* Wright' in UnpuUkfml Poems 
of Cmvper, .19CHJ; the hitters and words enclosed within brackets 
are nuking 'in the MS., and were supplied by Mr. Wright.'! 

Cum tot Bustmeant reges et tanta, neque ulla 
Parte voluptati delidisque vacent : 

Cum varies eapiti affigat diadem, a dolores, 
Bellorumque premant sollieitentque niinae i 
Cur queritur populus ? cur eaeco murmure imissat ? 

Inque suum insane vim meditatur her mm 
Qni vigil exeubias agit usque et (susfcinet) usque 
Imperii, populus ne qua laboret, onus ? 

Hoc Satause scelus est nee Dsemone dignius 
ul<lum), 

Nam primumin Satanae pectore crime(n erat). 10 
Prremia quin date digna viro verusque sequatur 
Collata in gentem commoda gentis amor. 

Ilium jure colant populL tueantur amante(s) ; 

Ille colit populos, ille tuetur, amat. 

Tu vero isi tails erit) quicunque verendum 
Exeerare caput Prineipis, Eia ! tace ; 

Nee quia rara tides regi fert primula, demons 
Immeritum regem quern venerere putes ; 

Ipse tibi plaudas, quae kms est optima ; laudem 
Externani ingenuis est meruisse satis. 20 


LETTER IN VERSE 

[Written Out. 10,^1755, to Hill, Published fin-t here, us written, 
trori'f MSL in possession of Canon (Jowper ♦Johnson,] 

Ij? I write not to you 
As I gladly would do 
To a Man of your Mettle & Sense, 

‘Tis a Fault I must own 
For which I’ll attone 

When I take my Departure from hence. e 

To tell you y® Truth, 

I’m a. queer kind of Youth 
And I care not if all y 6 world knows it ; 

Whether Sloven, or Bean, 

In Square, Alley, or Bow, 

At Whitehall, in y" court, or y° closet, 12 

Having written thus much 
In honest high Dutch, 
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I must now take a nobler still up : 

Give my Fancy, a prick, 

My Invention, a flick, 

And my Genius a pretty smart Fillip, 18 

For the Business in band 
Yon are 'to understand, 

Js 1 indeed, neither trifling nor small : 

But w cL yon may transact 
If your scull is not eraekt 
As well as y c best of them all, 24 

And so may your Dear Wife 
Be y° joy of your Life, 

And of all our brave troops y® Commandress, 

As you shall convey 
What herein I say 

To y e very fair Lady, my Laundress. 80 

That to Town I shall trot 
(No I Lie, I shall not, 

For to Town I shall jog in y e stage) 

On October y e Twentieth, 

For my Father consenteth 
To make me y e Flower of y e Age. 36 

So bid her prepare 
Every Table & Chair, 

And warm well my Bed by y e Fire, 

And if this be*not done 
I shall break her Back bone 
As sure as I ever come nigh her, 42 

I am Jovial & Merry, 

Have writ till I’m weary, 

Am become, with a great deal of Talking, hoarse : 
So farewell— sweet Lad I 
Is all I shall add, 

Except— ’ 48 

y rs obed* y stalking Horse, 
a Berk: w. Ctowper. 

Oetb r 10‘* 1755. 

IN A LETTER TO C. P. ESQ. 

ILL WITH THE RHEUMATISM 
[Written (?). Published by Croft, 1825.] 

Grant me the muse, ye Gods ! whose humble flight 
Seeks not the mountain-top’s pernicious height ; 
Who can the fall Parnassian cliff forsake, 

To visit oft the still Lethean lake ; 

~ height (Sovibeif : heights 18£o. 
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APPENDIX OF JUVENILE, FRAGMENT- 
ARY AND IMPROMPTU VERSE 
ON LOYALTY 

[Written. 1754^ 'PnMishpd by T. Wri»ht in UnpuHLM .Pan;', 
vj Oiiepi.r, 1,IW; the letters, and word i iicloiwi w tn n l rai i . i 
art “ *ns.'*»h : uxi> iu tho. Mb,, and uviv s. united kv Mr. Wr;,*hk/'' * 

CJum tot mistineanfc reges et tanta, tieque alia 
Parte voluptati delieiisque vacent ; 

Cum varias eapiti affigat diadema dolom?. 

Bellorumque premant sollicitentqne rninae .* 

Liu- quentur populus? cm- caeco imirmurc* taussat > 
inque suran insane rim meditatur herum, 
vigil excubias agit usque et (sustinet) usque 
Imperii, populus ne qua labored, onus? 

-tloc Satanse seelus est nec Dannoue dignius 
ul(lum), 

Nam primumin Satanse pectore crimefn erat>. 10 
fl * un 5ate ^S 11 ® viro verusque sequatur 
Collata m gentem eommoda, gentis amor. 

Illiun jure colant populi. tueantur amantefs \ • 

Ille coht populos, ille tuetur, amat. 

In vero isi tabs erit) quieunque verendum 
Exeerare caput Principis, Eia 1 Pace ; 

Aec qiuarara tides regi fert pKemia, demons 
r r <?gem quern venevere pntes • ’ 

Ipse tilu plaudas, quae laus est optima : laudem 
Externum ingenuis est meruisse satis. SO 

LETTER IX VERSE 

tWritfc-n i ^_ jjta to Hi«. PuMid,.,! hw> , 

i iu -M.s. m |k*sh«5uw of Caiwn Owner, 

Ip I write not to yon 
As I gladly would do 
10 a .Man of your Mettle &■ Sense, 

_Tis a Fault I must own 
For which I'll attune 
\v hen I take my Departure from lienee. 

To tell you y f Ti-uth, 

I m a queer kind 0 f Youth 
And I care not if all y« world knows it; 

Whether Sloven, or Beau, 

,|j? ^qware,. Alley, or Row, 

At V hitehall, m y" court, or y« closet. 

Having written thus much 
in honest high Dutch 


!t:> VVTltfPlL 
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Now her glow pinions brush the silent shore, 

How 'gently skim the unwrinkled waters o’er ; 
There dips her downy plumes, there upward tiles, 
And sheds soft slumbers in her votary's eyes. S 

m A LETTER. TO THE SAME 

IX IMITATION OF' SHAKESPEARE 
[Written Published by Croft, laEEVj 

Trust me, t he meed of praise, dealt thriftily 
From the nice seal*? of judgment, honours more 
Than does the lavish and overhearing tide 
Of profuse courtesy : not all the gems 
Of India’s richest soil at* random spread 
O’er the gay vesture of some glittering dame 
Give such alluring vantage to’ the person. 

As the scant lustre of a few, with choice 

And comely guise of ornament disposed,. Cl 

A THUNDER STORM 

[Written J7ft$ . Published in T. Wrijrhfs IJfi Cowpa\ l&ri] 

The Sky begins to lower and thick'ning Clouds 
Portend a. speedy storm, the Vocal tribes 
No longer Sonnets sing : all, all are mute ; 

The Beasts forbear to graze and. seek the shade ; 
Yon herd of Swine-see, see how fast they run ; 
? Tis said they see the Wind— 

A solemn and awful silence now prevails, 

Save when the breeze the Thunder’s harbinger 
Just rustles through, the Grove ; on ov'ry brow 
A dark despondence reigns, and hark * it comes :• 

I heard the sudden roar, —my Soul, be calm, 11 
Look up and view its progress, be serene, 

Calm and collected, as becomes a Mam 
Again it roars— and now the Lightning Hies : 

Not faster flies the timid Hare from Hounds ; 

Nor from the victor flies the vanquish'd Foe, 

Than Travellers seek for Shelter ; e’en my Dog 
Cow’rs at my feet and looks up for protection. 

And now ’tis dreadful truly — Heav’n and Earth, 
How hard if rains;!, the Atmosphere's on fire I " 20 
Chaos presides : Confusion quite surrounds me ! 
Yet, yet again the .broad expanded glare 
Of vivid Lightning flashes o’er the Plain 
, Leaving a snlph'rous stench ; ' Heav’ns what a. Pea! * 

A* n 'Letter io V, jf'e.- 7 there} Uifxtra Suutke*f» ■ 8 in] on Smlhfib 
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Still : still it roars incessant ! What to this 
'The din of ariiiles on the hostile Plain ? 

An Atom, to a Mountain.— 

See the sky opens— shuts— and fovky fires 
■Dart oblique to the 'Earth ; and, o’er my Head 
Tempest rides forward on the Whirlwind's wing : 
Still the Almighty flashes for his Spear ; 31 

His Chariot wheels most awfully resound : 

Well ! be it so, my Soul ; consoling thought ! 

He is thy maker and, I trust, thy friend; 

Then wherefore tremble, wherefore shudder thus ? 
No, I will cease to fear, tho’ even now 
The Ear of Nature feels so strong a Shock 
As scarce before it felt : yet as a Man, 

A Christian Man, I shudder now no more. 

When God in Thunder spoke from Sinai’s mount, 
Israel approach'd with Awe; if Moses' then 41 
Could, mediate for the People, and avert 
The great Jehovah's anger, sure his Son, 

The fam’d Immanuel, the Prince of Peace, 

Can ransom from his wrath and reconcile, ■ 

But oli ! my Soul how poor a Portrait this ! 

How weak the Colours and how faint th’ Idea, 

Of what one day thou must be a Spectator ! 

Oh 1 bright and Messed morning to the Just I 
Oh ! Day of doom, of infinite distress, ■ 50 

To those who iinprepar’d Messiah meet ; 

When thron’d in Clouds, surrounded by the Host 
Of Heav'n, worshipping,’ the Judge descends: 
Consummate Triumph/ Hark ! the Trumpet sounds, 
The Breath of Michael blows th’ Amazing blast ; 
The Dead arise, the Living all are Chang’d, 

And Adams family appear before Him. 

Amid that throng, in that Assembly vast, 

Must thou; my soul, appear and there receive 
A Plaudit glorious or Silence sad : 00 

Sink deep in Thought, Oh, deeper, deeper still : 
May it ne’er be forgotten, on my Couch 
Be if my dreaming subject ; when awake, 

Oh ! belt still remember'd : for its worth 
What tongue can speak, or any language tell? 
Then from this hour deep on my heart engraved 
Be all bit duty needful ; Ha ! that blaze. 

That Shock tremendous that appals me thus 
' Says I am not prepar'd— but I submit ; 

•No more will I rebel against thy sway TO 

Nor dispute thy dominion. Gracious God ! 

My' sins shall suffer, and by Grace divine 
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[Written 1781 f?h Published from the copy among the Ash MSS. 
in Unpublished Poems of Cowper » 1900.] 

Methinks I see thee decently array'd 

In long flowed nightgown of stuff “damask made ; 

Thy cassock imderneath it closely braced ' 

With surcingle about thy moderate waist; 

Thy morning wig., grown tawny to the view, 
Though once* a grizzle, and thy square-toed shoe. 
The day was, when the sacerdotal race 
Esteem'd their proper habit no disgrace, 

Or rather when the garb their order wears 
Was not disgrac'd as now, by being theirs. 10 
1 speak of prigs — 

IMPROMPTU ON READING THE CHAPTER 
ON POLYGAMY, IN MR. MADAN’S THE- 
LYPHTHORA 

■ [Written 1780. Published in The Gentleman’s Magazine, Dee. 
1780.] 

If John marries Mary, and Mary alone, 

’Tis a very good match between Mary and John, 
But if John weds a score, oh, what claws and what 
scratches ! 

It can’t be a match— Tis a bundle of matches . 

ON MADAN’S ANSWER TO NEWTON’S 
COMMENTS ON THELYPHTHORA 

[Written May 13, 17S1. Published by Southey, 1836.] 

M. quarrels with N., for M. wrote a book 
And N* did not like it, which M. could not brook, 
So he call'd him a bigot, a wrangler, a monk, 

With as many hard names as would line a good 
trunk, 

And set up his back, and claw’d like a cat, 

But N. liked it never the better for that. 

Now N. had a wife, and he wanted but one, 

Which stuck in M.’s stomach as cross as a bone. 

It has always been reckon’d a just cause of strife 
For a man to make free with another man’s wife ; 
But the strife is the strangest that ever was known, 
If a man must be scolded for loving his own. 12 

ON A REVIEW CONDEMNING 
THELYPHTHORA 

[Written Oct* (?}, 1780. Published by Southey, 1836.1 
I have read the Review ; it is learned and wise, 
Clear, candid, and witty— Theiyphthora dies. 
“Mcthinks I see”— 7 The 1900 : Thy A, 11 not in 2900 . 
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I will forsake them all and trust alone 
For true felicity, for pleasure high, 

To Thee : who only can. true pleasure give. 

The Storm abates^ less too the Thunder roars, 

The Vault of Hearn grows 'brighter, .and the Sun 
Strives to Emerge from yonder dusky (.load : 

More .faint the flashes grow-— and distant fly i 
.Nature resumes her charms, and • from the (J rove 
Mu sick again is heard : the Warblers there 81 
Attempt a feeble strain • The Dog Star now 
TTrowslus warm beams an nmd the weeping Scene ; 
Salubrious Zephyrs gently fan the Air: 

Love, Life, and Joy return by due . degrees 
And Harmony once more re: visits Earth . 




** f i: i N 

THE HlUH PRICE OF FJLSB 

!^V ritturto M*.g >V:w|;gn* A?g„, 17*F P*sblteW4 v, 

ikKOA^Vr mrtl&b.t. 

Fish t<Hj ifjcgir’ 

Xf>.nv' must Ik* bouyht. 

■ _ For ns that am here : 

2Co lol&b-r mj earth, 

That ever I .saw. 

To me would be worth 
Sixjienec a daw. 

•S.i, dear Madam, wait 
Till fish tan be yet 
At u reas'jKtblo rate. 
r Whether lobster or not ; 

Till the French ana the Dutdb 
Have- quitted the seas, 

And then send as much ’ 

And as of: as yon pka.fc. 

TO MBsj. -XEWTOX, 

l '> fttfon «S''-j>V, 16, 17*1. pjllqi-l 1 r¥ Kt/ 1yM , .. 

A smx theme demands a noblo 

TV, ft' l \ 1 P an5{ y° n for .V«wr tor oyshW 

1 ■ tiam*! was maymfieemte hrk 
But-bsms sent tu Olaev m five 
Mas not. inserted in the driver s bff ' ' 

’r**- "*s.i 

a mi n i R , u tllif whom m, a;,.,. lt * * . * 

{.^ si h/i 'SS; , 

r f ' I 1 Ju * W{ ‘«foh or hi> wait! ' ' 

Uii.i «ui> such commodity c-^unu. 

WvelfitS^^ «“ 

what we call the Dilia'ne, w ' ’ 

Wmdw ■ i t0 F :,nd, ? n with a swifter mcT" 
RHw^^ ett t r *“**' the ca ™affe of yourVift 

SS& Wlt I a «■* £Kfc ; 

To save at least thm^d-fy ' ! * f ^ s ai ’ 1!1 ~ 
ttUtd 10 a hmel * »«?y will eiiarye no more, 
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News have I none that I can deign to write, 

Save that -it min'd prodigiously last night ; 

And that ourselves were, at the seventh hour, 
Caught in the first beginning of the show’r ; 30 

But walking, miming, and with much ado, 

Got home— just time enough to be wet through. 
Yet both are well, and, wondrous to he told, 

Soused as we were, we yet have caught no cold ; 
And wishing just the same good hap’ to you, 

We say.' good Madam, and good Sir, Adieu ! 

I Written in letter to Newtcm, Feb., 1782, Published by 
Southey, 1836.3 

Let Banister now lend his aid 
To furnish shoes for the Baker, 

Who has put down a pump, with a lamp on its- head, 
For the use of the said Shoe-maker. 

AGAINST INTERESTED LOYE 

[Writ-tea 1782. Published from the copy among the Ash MSS. 
in Unpublished Poems of Comper, 1900.] 

Who doesnot blush when charged with selfish views? 

Man boasts for man a principle of Love, 

But each with God a different course- pursues, 

Short interest is the spring by which they move. 
Oh blindness of our mean and stupid race I 
The selfish and the sordid we despise, 

And yet the Love of God incurs disgrace, 

While Love to man is sounded to the skies. 8, 
How speaks the world ? in Friendship's sacred cause 
• A genrous service is its own reward— 

A maxim all have stamp'd with their applause. 

$ tjt # & ' ' 1 ‘ ❖ 

FRAGMENT 

[Written (?). Published first here from, the copy among the 
Ash MSS.] 

He came to him in the extasy of pray t, 

' And pour'd his spirit in an angel, when 
He' led Mm by the hand into a room, 

A sacred room, and made him sit and hear 
How wonderful the lot design'd for him. 5 

[Written in letter to Unwin, Jan, 3, 1784. Published by 
Southey, 1836,] 

One parson, one poet,, one behnan, one crier, 

And the poor- poet is our only 'squire. 

% 16 re-written in A . thus : 

• How speaks the world, my dear and valued friend, 

- ' My recompense is found in serving you. 
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LINES 


WRITTEN ON A PAGE OP THE MONTHLY REVIEW 
WHICH HAD SPOKEN OP MR. NEWTON’S OPINIONS 
AS CANT 


[Written 1784* Published m The Mcwrd , Feb., 1867*3 

These critics, who to faith no quarter grant, 

But call xt mere hypocrisy and cant 
ro make a just acknowledgment of praise. 

And thanks to God for governing our ways, 
Approve Confucius more, and Zoroaster, 

Than Christ’s own servant, or that' servant’s 
Master. « 


IMPROMPTU 

ON WRITING A LETTER WITHOUT HAVING 
ANYTHING TO BAY 

[Written in letter ‘to Unwin, 1786 (?) (MB. in British Museum). 

Published by Hay ley, 1804.] 

So have I seen the maids in vain 
Tumble and teaze a tangled skein ; 

They bite the lip, they scratch the head, 

And cry “ the deuce is in the thread,” ' 
They torture it, and jerk it round, 

Till the right end at last is found, 

Then wind and wind and wind away, 

And what was work is changed to play. 8 


LINES AFTER THE MANNER OF HOMER, 

DESCRIPTIVE OF THE OPENING OF A HAMPER 

[Written in letter to Rose, Oct 4, 1780. Published by 
Hay ley, 1803.'] 


The straw-stuflf'd hamper with his ruthless steel 
He open-d, cutting sheer tlx’ inserted cords 
Whxch bound the lid and lip secure. Forth came 
The rustling package first, bright straw of wheat, 
Or oats, or barley ; next a bottle green, 
lhroat-foll, clear spirits the contents, distilFd 
5?!? a * te . r ^ ro P odorous, by the art 
Of the fair mother of his friend— the Rose. 8 


[Written in letter to Bagot, Feb. 26, 1791. Published by 
Hay ley, 1803.] 

a maxim of much weight, 

Worth coming o’er and o'er— 
ae,wh° has Homer to translate, 

Had need do nothing more. 
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LINES 

WRITTEN FOR, INSERTION IN A COLLECTION OF 
HANDWRITINGS AND SIGNATURES MADE BY 
MISS PATTY, SISTER OF HANNAH MORE 

[Written 'March 6, 1782. Published by Johnson, 1813. ■ See notes 
at the end of the volume.,] 

In vain to live from age to age 
While modem hards endeavour. 

J write* my name in Patty's page 
And gain my point for ever. 

TO A YOUNG LADY WHO STOLE A PEN 
FROM THE PRINCE OF WALES'S STANDISH 

[Written in letter to Mrs. King, March 1782. Published by 
Southey, 1836. There is a. copy among the Ash MSS,] 

Sweet nymph, who art, it seems, accused 
Of stealing George's pen, 

Use it thyself, and having used, 

E’en give it him again. 

The Plume of his that has one scrap 
Of thy good sense express'd, 

Will be a Feather in his cap 
'Worth more than all his Crest. 8 


ON A MISTAKE IN HIS TRANSLATION 
OF HOMER 

[Written in letter to Hill, April 15, 1792. Published by 
Johnson, 1834,] 

Cowpee had sirm'd with some excuse, 

If, bound in rhyming tethers, 

He had committed this abuse 
Of changing ewes for wethers ; 

But, male for female is a trope, 

Or rather bold misnomer, 

That would have startled even Pope, 

When he translated Homer, 8 


[Written in letter to Hay ley, May 9, 1792, Published by 
T. Wright in Letters of Cow-per* 1904.] 


Away goes Sussex William with his pack 
Of Buckingamian acres at his back, 

'And, as he trudges off with Weston, feels 
The gentle Ouse" cascading at his heels ; 



634 APPENDIX 

FIicm, Buckshiro William lifting in his turn 
Beneath one arm Ouse gathers and his urn 
Beneath the other Earttmm and her swain ’ 
And hack to Weston, Western hears again. 


TO SIR JOHN FEX.N 

(Written in letter to John von, >fav me py 
eopy affiong the- Am 31.SS, in VnpMuhfd > 


.ahetUrom the 
*:/ t'wpcr* 


Two omens seem propitious to mj* fame, 

xernr spouse embalms my verse, and you mv name * 

A name, which, all selfdlattry far apart, 

Belongs to one who yen rates in his' heart 
I he wise and good, and therefore, of the few 
Known by those titles, Sir. both yours and you, i) 


ON THURLQW 

[Written in letter to Haylejr. July 4. 1792. Published by 
1 , w nght m Ztffcrjt <?/ Cowpcr, 103}.} 

The Chancellor once was a tree full of fruit 
A tree in the summer and farm’d br the south 
He was great at the top and moist at’ the root 
And the good things he bore would drop’ into 
your mouth, 1 


But miicb that his Lordship has quitted his place, 
fatenles numerandus est arlxires inter. 

And uow to solicit his favour ami grace 
Is searching your houghs for plums in the winter,' 


OX HIS PORTRAIT 

[Written in letter to Hay] ? y, Jnly j; s Published 1 

is painting me so true. 

That (trust me} you would stare. 
And hardly know, at the first view. 

It I were here, or there. 


ON HIS APPROACHING VISIT TO HATLEY 

[Written in letter to Hayfcv, July 29, 171*2. PisVisV-d 
Hajiey, 18te.'2 ' " 

Through floods and flames to vour retreat 
1 win my desp’rate way. 

,i l JY hou m) meet if e’er we meet. 

A ill echo your huzza ! 
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ON HAYLEY'S PORTRAIT 

[Written in letter tu Hayley, Nov. 25, 1792, Published by 
T. Wright in Letters of Cowper, 1904.] 

Achilles and Hector and Homer and all 
When your face appears shall come down from the 
wall, 

And mine, theme of many an angry remark, 

Shall then hide its pick-pocket looks in the dark. 


ON RECEIVING HAYLEY’S PICTUEE 

[Written Dec. (?), 1792, Published by Johnson, 1815. There is a 
copy among the Ash MSS.] 

In language warm as could he breath'd or perm'd, 
Thy picture speaks th’ original my friend; 

Not by those looks that indicate thy mind— 

They only speak thee friend of all mankind : 
Expression here more soothing still I see, 

That friend of all a partial friend to me. 6 


THANKS FOE A GIFT OF PHEASANTS 

[Written in latter to Johnson, Jan, 31, 1793. Published by 
Johnson, 1824.3 

In Copemans ear this truth let Echo tell, — 

“ Immortal bards like mortal pheasants well:” 
And when his clerkship's out, I wish him herds 
Of golden clients for his golden birds. 


f Written in letter to Lady Hesketh, Feb. 10, 1793. Published 
by Harley, 1803.] 

My pens are all split, and my ink-glass is dry ; 
Neither wit, common sense, nor ideas have I. 

fWritten in letter to Lady Hesketh, March, 1793. Published 
in Unpublished Poems of Coicper, 1900.J 

An epigram is but a feeble thing 

With straw in tail, stuck there by way of sting. 

[Written in letter to Harley, July 7, 1793. Published by 
Hayley, 1803.] 

Ah brother Poet ! send me of your shade, 
And hid the zephyrs hasten to my aid 1 
Or, like a worm unearth’d at noon, I go 
Dispatch'd by sunshine, to the shades below . 
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w BK»RAM8 OX HI'S GARDEN SHED 

nmn ,?U - V Uani Aa «- 3r VlT»- PuWfehcd by Hayjpy, jgn 

Beware of building ’ I intended 
Rtn-igh logs and thatch, and thus it ended. 

^® n,liu « « mint 
m» "v *it l<3tist, I believe, with n hmi 

f ad build5n ff a man mavbe driven 
At last out ot doors, and have no house to live to. 

OX A LETTER OF MISS FAXSHAWF 

I Written in letter to Udyjf^th, Aug. •% 1793. 

by Hayley, im.j 

Her pen drops eloquence as sweet 
As any muse's tongue can speak: 

Nor need a scribe like her regret 
Her want of Latin or of Greek. 

TO GRA VISTA 

* « ' 

““ Wl Al5fr -' lr: ' A PHblwlnst by Hayfcy, JW } 

My Rose, Gravity, blooms anew, 

ButS‘fW P r U0t nmv ilJ ««n, 

\ta CittftaI,an streams by you, 
ltVi.13 iKiVor fill'll aguni, 

ox FLAXMAX.S PENELOPE 

1 Written &pt., im Pnblmhcd by Harley, m{ 

WR but witb a fair excuse 

Xtw rarf 1 thls ele sa»ee might wellmlnw • 

“* “TSTf »» the tmCi fc?r • 

HO, 101 a wife so lovely, slew them all. 

OS receiving hetoe-s virgil feom 



NOTES 

PREFACE TO , THE FIRST VOLUME 

[This was written and even printed for issue with the first 
edition of CTowpers first volume in 1782'; hut at the 
earnest request of Johnson the publisher it was omitted 
front the first edition and not inserted until the fifth 
edition, in 1793, when it could no longer injure the well- 
established sale of Cowpers Poems. Borne copies of 
the first edition containing it are extant.] 

When an Author, by appearing in print, requests an 
audience of the Public, and is upon the point of speaking 
for .himself, whoever presumes to step before him with 
a preface, and to say, “Kay, but hear me fust,” should 
have something worthy of attention to offer, or he will be 
justly deemed officious and impertinent. The judicious 
reader lias probably, upon other occasions, been before- 
hand with me in this reflection : and I, am not very willing 
it should now be applied to me, however. I may seem to 
expose myself to the danger of it. But. the thought of 
having my own name perpetuated in connexion with the 
name in the title page is so pleasing and flattering to the 
feelings of my heart, that I am, content to risk something' 
for the gratification. 

This Preface, is not designed to commend the Poems to 
which if is prefixed. My testimony would be insufficient 
for those who are not qualified to judge properly for 
themselves, and unnecessary to those who are. Besides, 
the reasons' which render it improper and unseemly for 
ft man to celebrate, his own, performances, or those of his 
nearest relatives, will have some influence in suppressing 
much of what he might otherwise wish to say in favour of 
& friend, when that friend is indeed an alter idem, and 
excites almost the same emotions of sensibility and affection 
as he feels, for himself. 

It is very probable these Poems may come into the 
hands of some persons, in whom the sight of the Author’s 
name will awaken a recollection of incidents and scenes 
which, through length of time, they had almost forgotten. 
They will be reminded of one, who was once the com- 
panion of their chosen hours, and who set out with them 
in early life, in the paths which lead to literary honours* 
to influence and affluence, with equal prospects of success. 
But , he was suddenly and powerfully withdrawn from 
those, pursuits, and he left them without regret; yet not 
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till he had sufficient opportunity of counting the cost, and 
of knowing the value of what he gave up. If happiness 
could have been found in classical attainments, in an 
elegant;- taste, in the exertions of wit, fancy, and genius, 
and in the esteem and converse of such persons m in these 
respects were most, congenial with himself, he would have 
been happy. But he. was not — He wondered (as i housamls 
in a similar situation Mill <h-} 'that ho should continue dis- 
swisfk’d, with all the means apparent ly conducive to 
satisfaction within his reach — Bur in due time the cause 
of his disappointment- was discovered to him — He had 
lived without God in the world, In a memorable hour, 
the wisdom which is from above visited his heart.. Then 
he felt himself a wanderer, and then he found a guttle. 
'Upon this change of views, a change of plan and conduct 
followed, of course. When he saw the U<>?/ and the gay 
world in its true light, he left it with as little reluctance 
as a prisoner, when called to liberty, leaves his dungeon. 
Not that he became a Cynic or an Ascetic— A hear fc filled 
with love to God, will assuredly breathe benevolence to 
men. But the turn of bis temper inclining him to rural 
life, he indulged it, and the providence of God evidently' 
preparing his way and marking out his retreat, he retired 
into the country. By these stops, the* good hand of God, 
unknown to me, was providing for me one of the principal 
blessings of my life: '& friend and a counsellor, in whose 
company for almost, seven years, though we were seldom, 
seven .successive waking hours separated* I always found 
new pleasure. A friend, who was not only a comfort to 
myself, but u blessing iu the affectionate poor people, 
among whom I then lived. 

Some time after indium ion had thus removed him from 
the hurry and hustle uf life, he was still more secluded 
by a long indisposition, and my pleasure was succeeded 
by a proportionable degree of anxiety and concern. But 
a hope, that the God whom he nerved would support him 
under his affliction, and at length vouchsafe him a happy 
deliverance, never forsook me. The desirable crisis, I 
trust, is now nearly approaching. The dawn, the presage 
of returning day, is already arrived. He is again enabled 
to resume his pen, and some of the first- fruits of his 
. recovery are here presented to the public. In his principal 
subjects, the same acumen which distinguished him in the 
early period of life, is happily employed' in illustrating 
and enforcing the truths of which he received such deep 
• and unalterable - impressions in his mature? years. Mis 
satire, if it may he culled so, . is, • benevolent, (like the 
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operations of the skilful and humane surgeon, who wounds 
only to heal) dictated by a just regard for the honour of 
God, an Indignant grief excited by the profligacy of the 
age, and a tender compassion for the souls of men. 

His favourite topics are least insisted on in the piece 
entitled Table Talk ; which, therefore, with some regard 
to the prevailing taste, and that those who are governed 
by it may not be discouraged at the very threshold from 
proceeding farther, is placed first. In most of the larger 
Poems which follow, his leading design is more explicitly 
avowed and pursued. He aims to communicate his own 
perceptions of the truth, beauty, and influence of the 
religion of the* Bible, —A religion which, however dis- 
credited by tlie misconduct of many who have not re- 
nounced the Christian name, proves itself, when rightly 
understood, and cordially embraced, to be the grand 
desideratum, which alone can relieve the mind of man 
from painful and unavoidable anxieties, inspire it with 
stable peace and solid hope, and furnish those motives 
and prospects which, in the present state of things, are 
absolutely necessary to produce a conduct worthy of a 
rational creature, distinguished by a vastness of capacity, 
which, no assemblage of earthly good can satisfy, and by 
a principle and pre-intimation of immortality. 

At a time when hypothesis and conjecture in philosophy 
are so justly exploded, and little is considered as deserving 
the name of knowledge, which will not stand the test of 
experiment, the very use of the term experimental, in 
religious concernments, is by too many unhappily rejected 
with disgust. But we well know, that they who affect to 
despise the inward feelings which religious persons speak 
of, and to treat them as enthusiasm and folly, have inward 
feelings of their own, which, though they would, they 
cannot suppress. We have been too long in the secret 
ourselves to* account the proud, the ambitious, or the 
voluptuous, happy. We must lose the remembrance of 
what we once were, before we can believe, that a man 
is satisfied with himself, merely because he endeavours 
to appear so. A smile upon the face is often but a mask 
worn occasionally and in company, to prevent, if possible, 
a suspicion of what at the same time is passing in the 
heart. We know that there are people, who seldom smile 
when they are alone, who therefore are glad to hide them- 
selves in a throng from the violence of their own reflec- 
tions; and who, while by their looks and their language 
they wish to persuade us they are happy, would be glad 
to 'change their conditions with a dog. But in defiance 
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PROGRESS OF ERROR 

13 27. fatalfotta] fatalists all early editions 
tli, conscience] conscious 1800 , 

23 49.1 . hair-brain^] hare-brained 1782-1787 
23 tivvliu 1 t-88 place the comma ■afte** 4 a 1 ,{m » 

t?W~l$Ort after 4 contradiction ’ ; the nunotmfLw * 
earlier editions, to which ISOS returasfk de^y Sght.^ 0 

TRUTH 

33 125. grows Ji82-t78S\ $803: grows: i 79 ?, i&m) rkn 
semicolon blunts the point of the Tonplk. ' JJ 1800 ' lhe 
35 .197, obligations] obligation’s 1798* i8(m 
|§ £?*• desnise ;3 despise, all early editions. ’ 

37282. as] has J78ti, 

40 417. ■ passions] passion’s 1800 , 

m. libertine profess’d, 1782-1788, 1803* libertine 
profess d 1703-1 SOO. ' noerune, 

42 9. All early editions and Southey punctuate with 

a full Point after sought ; 1703-1800 further obscure the 
sense by placing a comma after 4 still 3 . 

EXPOSTULATION 

52 390-413. 'Instead of these lines the follow!*** were 
originally written and punted : * 

Hast thou admit, ted with a blind, fond trust, 

The lie that burned thy father’s bones to dust, 

That first adjudg’d them heretics, then sent 
Their souls to Heav’n, and curs’d them as they went? ■ 
The lie that; Scripture strips of its disguise. 

And execrates above all other lies, 

The lie that claps a lock on mercy’s plan, 

' And gives the key to yon infirm old man, 

Who once insconc’d in apostolic chair 
Is deified, and sits omniscient there ; 

The lie that knows no kindred, owns no friend 
Rut him that makes its progress his chief end, 

That having spilt much blood, makes that a boast 
And canonizes him that sheds the most ? 

Away with charity that sooths a lie, 

And thrusts the truth with scorn and anger by ; 

Shame on the candour and the gracious smile 
Bestow’d on them that light the martyrs pile, 

While insolent .disdain in frowns express’d, 

, Attends the tenets that endur’d that test : 

Grant them the rights of men, and while they cease 
■ To vex the peace of others, grant them peace, 

, But. trusting bigots whose false zeal has made 
Treach’ry their duty, 'thou art self-befcray’d. 

Thinking that they were too strong 1 ™ — 

Y 
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145 741?* ordinance] ordonanee 1785 ; ordonnance 1786 - 

178$. 


748, hassocks] havocs 1793~*18f)0, 

7 7rk borne 178*5-1788, 1798% 1808: born rwf. 

Book 11—147 33. the] tlr 3800 (8 no). 

150 190. hrmwgene/dj bomogenisd 1798% 1S0(K 
160 1*51 , feed] feel 1799. 


Book 11,1—109 2*2:?. works 1785 , 1786 : works, 1787 - 1800 . 

169 224. him} him 1785-1788. 

174 493. fog] fogg 1806 (8 no). 


Book. IT —182 1, 4, The punctuation in the text is that of 
1798-1800. '1785 punctuates thus : ‘Hark! ’tis the twang- 
ing horn ! o J er yonder bridge ..... reflected -bright,’ with 
which 1786-1788 agree, except that they place a semicolon 
instead of a comma after ‘bright’ and 1787 , 1788 add a 
comma, after 4 bridge % 


Book V— 217 S20. new-created] new created 1793 % 1800 

(8m). 

Book VI— 226 317. beach] beech 1785 . 1786 . 


TIROCINIUM 

245 128. The colon after ‘man’ is in 1798 1 alone of the 
early editions ; the rest have a full point. 

131. borne] born 1793 - 1800 . 

248 271. Or if, by nature sober,] 1735 - 1788 , 1803 have 
no comma after 4 if 51 ; 1793-1800, trying to make the mean- 
ing more obvious, reduce the passage to nonsense by 
placing a comma after ‘Orb I have inserted the comma 
after 4 if % to make misunderstanding impossible, 

252 455 * abhorrence] abhorrence 1800 (8m). 

MISCELLANEOUS POEMS 

The preface prefixed by Croft to his edition of the early 
poems of Cowper ( 1825 ) is as follows : 

As it may be expected to mention the lady to whom 
the following Poems are addressed, it may not be deemed 
improper, at the same time, to notice the circumstances 
which occasioned them. The Life of Cowper having been 
already written, it is not necessary to repeat what his 
biographers have so ably done ; but if there is any thing 
relative to this great genius, which could not be known at 
the time when his Life was published, it will not be amiss 
to mention the same, a-s every act of Cowper cannot but 
be interesting. The lady to whom these Poems are 
addressed, ' under the name of Delia, was the second 
daughter of Ashley Cowper, son of the Judge, and nephew 
of Lord Chancellor Cowper. This lady (Miss Theodora 
Jane Cowper) was first cousin to the Poet, the son of the 
Reverend Doctor Cowper, Rector of Great Berkhamstead, 
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and brother to Ashley Cowper, The Poet formed an early 
atta.dimei.it for his cousin ■ Theodora, mi accomplished 
woman, with an elegant person., anti poroeswlng a superior 
understanding* 

With such, finalities, if is no. wonder that her conceived ■ 
a strong affection lor her; ■ and the Lady, sensible, of .her 
eetisints amiable disposition, regarded, him with equal 
allWtion. But, mifommately, her father, from an idea 
that the union .of persons so nearly related 'was improper, 
refused to accede to the wishes of his daughter and 
nephew: and as the former, from a strong sense of' filial 
duty, would not consent, to unite herself to her cousin 
without the approbation of her father, the happiness they 
had promised to themselves was altogether prevented. 

But, though frustrated in their wishes, they did not 
cease to love, nor occasionally to meet. At this time these 
Poems were addressed to her on whose 'affections the Poet 
had placed nil Ms happiness, still indulging the hope of 
possessing the object of his love. But it proved, alas • 
otherwise, as appears by the poem, in which he speaks 
m feelingly of his separation from her : after which, it 
was their fate never to meet, again. 

In consequence of this disappointment, and other cir- 
cumstances, he gave up his professional pursuits, and 
retired - inter the country, with a depression of spirits 
which continued at times to affect this amiable* person to 
the end of his life. 

To the credit of the lady, she remained constant to him 
on whom she hud placed her affections, Neither time mr 
absence could diminish her atiadimenf. 81m preserved 
with the greatest cart:*, for many years, these pleasing 
memorials of the beloved author; .when, for reasons 
known only to herself, she 1 sent them in a scaled packet 
to a lady '(her particular friend,) with direct ions not to 
be opened till after her decease. This took place on the 
twenty-second of last October, and her friend having died 
a short time previous to that event, her executors sent 
the packet to me with other' articles, according to the 
directions of that lady. 

The Foetus, though not equal to his later productions, 
yet appeared to me to possess the sweet muse of this 
delightful Poet, in no small degree. Nevertheless, on 
first reading them, much as 1 know any productions of 
Cowper would gratify his. many admirers, ’yet I did not 
feel; disposed to make them public, fearing that, my par- 
tiality might lead me to set tv value upon them beyond 
■ their i merit.,; and, knowing they, could not. add to it m 
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reputation, I was fearful of doing' any thing to 'diminish 
the high character his poetry had so justly acquired. Not 
wishing, however, to deprive the public of any thing so 
interesting, and yet dreading to do any thing to lessen the 
fame of this.' admired Poet, I resolved to take the opinion 
of those whose judgment- was superior to mine, and so 
necessary to guide me in a point of this delicate nature. 
Under this 1 impression, I placed 1 them in the hands of 
some, friends highly distinguished for talents ancl judg- 
ment. 

Sanctioned by such authority, I shall feel most happy 
in having it in my power to gratify the admirers of Cowper 
with these his early productions, trusting they will afford 
as much delight to their readers, as they have to 

Your obedient servant, 


64 Pscdm exazevit. Some modern editors unnecessarily 
entitle this * Translation of Psalm csxxvii Croft and 
Southey head it as in the text. . ^ 

271 'Delia, th’ unMnded girl on earth’ IS. Bruce s 
reading ‘Yes’ is not necessary ; * Yet’ refers back to and 
meets the objection anticipated in 11. 9, 10 ( however odd 
it may appear to say J ). Possibly we should place a dash 
after 'clear 5 , and another after f prey instead of the lull 
point, thus making 11. 9-42 parenthetical ; but such a 
parenthesis would be an unusual complication in the 
, simple structure of Cowper’s juvenile poems. 

276 28. Then] Canon Bonham perhaps rightly reads 
1 There ’ 

276' (Ale I. Thou Southey : Tlw Croft „ 

" , warhlings Southey : waters OrojL 

ice I have adopted the two emeu- 
Southey ; ‘undulating warblings is 
an almost, intolerable expression, but ‘water cannot refer 
to the sounds of a lyre, and it is clear that the first verse 

. . , 1 1 * 1*. ...... 1. ... „ 1 ...... Ol-k-IOllf. 


i/* 

With great reluctance 
d at ions proposed by ° * 


and including 11. 5, 6 in brackets ; they would then be a 
feeble and untrue parenthetical reflection on the _ river. 
But the brackets make little or no improvement in the 
sense of the verse and complicate its structure. 

279 26. set] It is quite possible that Cowper wrote sat; 
cp. what may be a similar confusion m The Dog and. me 
Water-Lily 1. 23 (p. 383), where all early editions read sat 

instead of the more usual ‘set . t f , 

28416. The reading of all previous editions aider 
yields little or no meaning; ‘suffer is so shght an alter- 
ation, and makes such good sense, that I have not hesitated 
to put it into the text on my own authority. 

288 Ode. This is printed exactly as it appeared ra the 
St. James' Magazine, with three exceptions: 1. 12 a comma 
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hIm.h* Hiicittiunitl abuse nf capitals !wi» 11 . ;m ,7 ' -.is? > 

% m * nnspnaut- such as ‘ui<»iMmW' for 'Wmnl’lWw 
4,^. f «'.TO itt. The evidence for Cwffl *1 ^ 
is ih.it iij ins only iim..litfufit.vst<*fl romriWinji to rh,> 
iwgawnc.ii /W/,,</, iA „ (l th- M„d, n Orf/ si *n“d " 

i.St»3 ni’4mn<£iir-1 *i rki.„ . .1 - ,.'t '' " *Vm 


iH:, invinn^!d a sitcunuum Ode : raid iii i 
I" 1 *! Ud< ~ appeared, signed however L, & 
!'*& !aler considered this suttiemn 


M *K\\|. llUU'JlhtT 
=*jrhtry, followed 


M? 9 !, K'lCt «n,U,„ 

V , V * V n ; s 31i the possession of Canon Cmviv.* 

Pushy ”’q C S ! iir in n J8 i tile , fri!!owhl S vnriat.ions : 7*”Ur|d] 

“.l^onKhSm^l^T" C ? WI * r 

900 v ' d J w VJ*» • 14 sPK.ngj sprung. 

?wL?JV? i^f, lh \ ^Printed in the 

m|«t.he y have a Mtht * or «*•»•* 

in The version printed 

variant; • "tet *?«*¥!, thi ‘ dl.nving 

jo i,.ji ' v: t,l J 11 V*, ,,n l **#W °r. .} follower or friemi 
317 Vat Th h, r u f A ar im !j thcr,rfr "« "« 33 and] or. 
?* heM, om* only fMfchoritw, but the V a f T W w*. I! f 
anTllm r i h ^ keen “ in Wttfownitv with the rest* 

f V ij: “**' * 7 4 M tollow the nidiea-hona of ■/?•>•/ u-liicdi 

u^udnig qtmnmuu marks after h U\ t ?^»u* 4 i it' It-.J „ ! 
hcgumirjg marks 4$ ], yjt, ' 1 ^ 11 * Us ,u> 

n oo K rr y ■ nd after ‘ Futurit v. ’ 

309 f./wl';, t, r- p ‘ ::r ‘' ri S ito % entitled this ‘Aetna.’ 

in hi fir* , oLJZS er *?««*¥* » OG , m ^ faa*'«-ion 

J HAi ‘ v ^ rr,lle we name, or grace, 

But men unqualified and base, 

T> } Tl } 1 fe^ast it their possession ? 
hrofiision apes the noble part 
Of liberality of heart ; 

And dullness of discretion. 


But as the gem of richest cost 
u «vcr counterfeited most ; 
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So always imitation 
Employs the utmost skill she can 
To counterfeit the faithful man, 

The friend of Icing duration. 

Some will pronounce me too severe, 

But- long experience speaks me clear. 
Therefore, that censure scorning, 

I will proceed to mark the shelves, 

On which so many clash, themselves, 

And give the simple warning. 

Youth, imadmonish'd by a guide, 

'Will trust to any fair outside : — 

An error soon corrected ! 

For who, but learns, with riper years, 
That man, when smoothest he appears, 
Is most to be suspected ? 

But here again a danger lies ; 

Lest, thus deluded by our eyes, 

And taking trash for treasure, 

We should, when undeceiv’d, conclude 
Friendship imaginary good, 

A mere Utopian pleasure. 

An acquisition rather rare 
Is yet no subject of despair ; 

Nor should it seem distressful, 

If either on forbidden ground, 

Or, where it was not to be found, 

We sought it unsuccessful. 

No friendship will abide the test, 

That stands on sordid interest 
And mean self-love erected; 

Nor such, as may awhile subsist 
Twkfc sensualist and sensualist, 

For vicious ends connected. 

Who hopes a friend, should have a heart 
Himself, well furnish’d for the part, 

And ready on occasion 
To show the virtue that he seeks ; 

For *tis an union, that bespeaks 
A just reciprocation. 

A fretful temper will dividf> 

The closest knot that may be tied, 

By ceaseless sharp corrosion : 

A temper passionate and fierce 
May suddenly your joys disperse 
At- one immense explosion. 
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is enuttvd :*.f t<rv ’ word* I, S «M *’ ,f .'vi'tr v ’ iu • - , 

•■-ipilai, 1. :t SmifJmys m.KtidMjM!, '.umtir 
fhc mi«pnn!_ .. S.ut.bcy v.„i hr.-t wiit-.A s ‘mf 

■Otar *uu;Tn*:i tdc Pomt *J tlw * Me, sx h a- it, e,.’ u. -^.hx *’ 
lit#!' *00 5 Hi-'rliU ’ >U UJ ahuve of sr.ajij r,; ».]■■■. \W:v- !>, Td 70 ^!'! 7 

M Miv^Ukorog’ 

•;' *'^r t' vv crc P*' »t. 7 Le even t* tor r.-nvjy r \ U ';H, k 

■ -mp i>. unt in Jn> -rdy outhxjPoiPsI *o»>r;Kinv,n V >* ? 

r/;,: 3/,vy:,,-, 

4<i. ?» XX ;n 1 •><, ; : 

> i3 *] • ^ Hppeuo.X >TX'b ih^i> v Vrr L. v, XT Vl ,* 

later xtrerx ; r ^,i Xu- M > » . . .... x V'/P" ' 

^ 31 r' Baihx h^Vuu- r, j,-c, p'*' * ? 

ms. copy i.r upPp, ,>;. ■* 

id ’t l ;'V n * (A,,i TTT‘-T" -dr. Panoving vamtnm^ ‘ 7 

.Push d. f 9 S;t.:P , xl lo only |xrvn=;o-: • pervious", ^de ' * J 

Vn ?th: rrO-!M-U''‘-l "f 7>; : .,!■■- TX.,', ••• m2 ' 

m , !,H ' nnX .i.XaiX ar-d'bd 

299 iA'K.v.T. Tn is t-tv printed in *he n;x-.. 

J'V/.P. in bnt ! L.*ve b,j..n 
ftiis vwsiTi, In I. 7 7 V.H. wi n.'vi **hC Vi?:.. V... 'b : 1 

, U ^‘ c ’ 


13 Amlj Su. iT'r ? :T ,, „ 

a, 17 An' t- Tlu* ?■» .- ir , ...■?> -. 7>. ' 

nfi:^oury. ?I ! y k^,r- y :&r U!v ; - 

V l l U M lU T' r* {, ’ r ' n ' { wi^'iriiv un.h *hr r--.'* 


pnrh’ij.*,, rn 
i-ri-.I at I. h 


■-' : ] {> 

'Uinla -•• 

p>'.» f e V. 1 : f 

hor; 

;; : t; 

^on.fh»..; v » and 

M'y, 

. nude' 


'J- : i'v 

f PTj 

i-’oe t u>": i::r.ie-;iT •* 

n*'*' 

a" iter, J.a 

ark- 1 an i'T h | ], * 

1 COK: 

• nt I U: 


JcJ, : 

' ' /•««• V: 

•)■ \ Till.: 

1 hi I 

lie M> : , 

i .. 

i ITipet.ua: 


•'• e ni’en }.nn4* 

ptT-. 

s* 1 i.iern c-;7£t.«! u> . 
i n? J. itfi 

- r-f whi,'h 


*_ f<iHuws i, he 

;, v‘- r ' riinin-y- 

^ t a f v :^ i:r t,n ^^-pl k v entiViea rle, \\ v nvi: 

iu his hixt. Avilajiu-. ii:jr r.j-.jif*,--? ;« ->• j v ; • 'J. 

n ' ,iUest rhc Vtr:i,;,iI1 Ptinu -4 T li-iylT fcuv kaPst * 

^hai virtue can vm..? name, ur grace,. 

.But men tmqualit'jttl and h&W 
^ it their '? 

Profusion a|XT the ru.hK* part 
Of lil»eraUty of heart,- : 

Ain] dullness of discretion. 

But- m the gum ot richest coat 
,, U ever emtiitcrfeiufd iyo rt f ; 
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t Z*f ^ talkie unite 
« t" m of PenmuH?»t delight, ; 

"*>«> desire to m i 
' “* • i "i^ **? HMpujiaat wdchr. 

Antl by tlumeln* 

tt » , . 


on-nit weighs 

- Sws imi.wit!<«i, 

IEav bright.. fine-',.,. l!|( , J1r „ , 

AI] thoUlrflf k r.f fVn-v ck-i - * 7 

If f-wv' rt nr ' 1( (tJ ' ! l,ut dtV!il 

a wi\j u Af *a U{ t..:« eiup ln . 

Au yuvioufi nwn, if yu „ M jco w cl, 

hut U ' A a worth keying. 

i Vs “«T Pines at good po«w,i 

^J«Jo».sy lookfi forth distr^vj, 

appro i M!hi »a > 

And late him for encroaching. 

?SKS?Tl 0f lllastri0U8 «»»«* 

, * wi by common fame, 

■ -» iv mily pmne to quanv] • 

■ l ,,i,u ' 5c each others j. 

wS.T^^nWw. 

Will nii l! flmw 

\Jl f i *werat y<>,„. b n , t v 
4,, * l r :‘ n special j,Ir. 

! 'i »«yoi b;,i m for |,w»ii,jg. 

c low ahw TK * mv 

l, , lh the tales tK-r „„ 

_ iov,,, i?r 

Tii ' • Ul ^ ,aif ^ r]eas n^st- inf orel ^ * 

UietreportfeyourdimeiSS. 

Ilo™Sr !lat ^ nton 3 ^d !H it s 

T?'l ,‘-‘ us ph >' of wits 

^J^sssssr^, 



NOTES, Ik m 

Yet shifting, like the weather, 

The needle’s constancy forego 
For any novelty* and show 
Its variations rather. 

I n sen hi b i 1 j t y makes some' 

Unseasonably deaf and dumb, 

When tmwt you .need their pity. 

TLs waiting, till the tears shall fall 
From Gog and Magog in Guildhall* 
Those playthings of the City, 

The great and small but rarely meet 
On terms of amity complete : 

TIT attempt would scarce be madder, 
Should any, from the bottom, hope 
At one huge stride, to reach the top 
Of an erected ladder. 

Courtier and patriot cannot mix 
Their h et’rugeneous pel it ies 
Without an effervescence, 

Such as of salts with lemon-juice, 

But which is: rarely known fc* induce, 

.like that, a coalescence.. 

Religion should extinguish strife, 

And make a calm of human life; 

But even those, who differ • 

Only on topics left at large, 

How .fiercely will they meet and charge ! 

No combatants are differ. 

To prove, alas! my main intent, 

Needs m great cost of argument, 

No cutting and contriving. 

Seeking a real friend we seem 
T adopt; the chymistfs golden dream ■ 
With still less hope of thriving. 

Then Judge before you choose your man, 
As circumspectly as you can, 

And, having made election, 

See that no disrespect of yours, 

Such, as a friend but ill endures, 

Enfeeble his affection. 

It .is not timber, lead, and stone, 

An architect requires alone, 

To finish a great building ; 

The palace were but half complete, 

Could lie by any chance forget 
The carving and the gilding* 



r , ; "initio 

lNS' ft i ! nanot *' >K ‘ rkfin ^' 

•* ,r>i - i*v«s oar att.iHtwn ; 

?I<lStMVOif.!ruu dccMwo,,. 
Tlu>umn uf IO ?OHy,,u T(iM . r ^ 

AnA^ hi . n ,, Ui . it ^ f! 4-* 

sense: t\-f V'"»nr ** r ‘,.v* 

]: sw '“ r * fric ^« &« .*.7}';.^, j 5 ,'';', i 

'^ U P-'ii'tit'fJ), C;f to }j Crtr 

* ' ^ 31/11*3* **ViIuj rJiJv f^vh" »■•>»*” * ■ • 

** s-.. v i,\.j . , iU - u «* | i Uuen 

% •_•'•• *v..aui bfc ir nil youcsin!" 

« ^■r»'’licy.hu!h.wcful.* 

iMvtK-n .v.n««i. tuthiJw the, 

■ m-w-r iruit nor !?o»-Y, 

‘ n P*«*«it, ami !:npr.’it«ft!;. 

ha-y irhisjjw trivia! thing;-, md K!IM ;] 
n. cwiinjutuKiifo at, all 

T>tp*f l,S 1 •Jwan iinprt.jwr. 
,V M f and froth «h v ,. 

* wimin-iiijj tapper, 

Tihise samplo ffor ;{ j as . :tii > . 

" 1 'I;:-, yet minion:, V„i Vi) 

May pmr.Mh,, tot, ( ,, k .-..de-d. 

11 " ‘ wh li * if «■« viewed, 

U*0 II -ill *.«;• 1 1 1 If.i 

Pu»Mlh« theme, ailJ you rfi«!J f rd 

A disciplin'd and furnish’d mind ' ’ 

And ?r, to^JKdiem, 

Krftfr! r ,wmiD « !iil the rot, 

IWjyon rttlmg in the breast 
A P nn cip,'il ingredient. 

True friendship has i„ a arw 

toSSST* * w - *«*i*,l : 

tf^swKr 

lo last till life i H ended. 
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wHdf * r ^\ c undated letter to Unwin in 


hm occuniifi shown by internal evidence to' belong 
m V e h If * Uowper is still much excited by 

JMmhthm (published 1 4 80), and mentions a. review of it 
winch has begun to appear in the October (1780) number 
ol the Monthly nil which he has not seen until 

the letter is .ti unshed; he gives his opinion of the 
reyitw m a rhyming postscript (see p. 629). Southey 
nnsplaceu the letter among the letters of 1786, but noticed 
ins mistake m time to add a note of the true date in his 
analytical table of contents. Mr. Wright did’ not see 
Nmtheys correction _ and a places the letter in 1786. It 

nmedi- 
. dated 

71 * tY* — — -*/ v«**, w *ju3 w' Southey and 

Air^ \\right 1 once, dated, m its proper place (Southey 
L undated, among the letters 

ot i /6b (Southey vi, 4, Wright iiL 84). 

342 The TJktrmed Tmtillers. The two letters from 
i-owpei; of Aug. 12 and Aug. 27* 1782, to Lady Austen 
\pwan, m 5* e ^ 1C of this poem almost certain. 
,l,See Wright Letters of Cmoper ii. 6-9). The ' letter of 
Aug, begins with the poem, 4 To watch the storms, and 
hear the sky (p. 341). 

■ 344 Jfyifa! George. The MS. in the British Museum 

(from.wlueh Hay ley probably printed), is written in three 
six*] me 'Stanzas, ■ The six-line stanza' looks cumbrous in 
print; but the division into three twelve-line stanzas 
both adheres more closely to the MS. and displays the 
triple division of the poem far more clearly than the nine 
tour-line verses into which all editors, following Hayley, 
have divided it. It was obviously with intention that 
Uowper closed each of the three stanzas with a recital of 
the most appalling incident, of the disaster- the loss of 
eight hundred men pand the effect of this threefold iter- 
ation is lost if the 1 poem is printed in four-line verses. 

340 John Gilpin. The variant readings from the MS. 
and the first edition . (Public Advertiser (PA.)) are as 
follows: (where no authority for the variant is given, it 
is 111 both the MS* and the' first edition) 22 cloth] does 
28 bothj so PA, 42 folks PA, 51 head] face 56 trouble 
him] grieve him still 59 screaming came down stairs] 
scream’d into his ears 67 that] which 69 a . . . ear] two 
* * ears 71 And . . . a] He . . * one 85 he cried] did cry 
88 and] or 93 His] The in that sort] had before 
94 Had] Been been before] In this kind 
95, '96 Affrighted lied and as he flew 
Left all the world behind. ' 

PA. prints 97-100 before 93-96. 128 they] he 131 all 
might .see the bottle-necks] still the bottlenecks were 
left 132 Still] Both' , 149 yet] ah 159 Friend’s PA. 
161 amaz’d] surpriz’d 162 neighbour in such trim) friend 
in such a trim 165 your] the 166 Make haste and tell 
meal! 172 guise] strains 182 flow’d] droop’d 190 upon] 
about 104 all the world would] folks would gape and 



B52 ITS, jip* #'r4t> ;>*;» 

137 So. turning! Then .speaking 20 ! yymwh) word IKlhc] 
if _ tfVi H:til; Me *213 Siifctrewi Gi.lpi.li, , * . saw] Gilpin's 
wife, , . f km see n 

2'2U22i The youth did vide, a.u<l they met,-* 

He mod to stop Jo! ink home, 

By spring fast. the flowing smu. 

But- only trunk tiring wor^e, 

225 fUrA For ' 227 !b thereby frighted. GilpinV hor»u 
242 him bring; lumber 222 Andpd! and each] they 
Hi id -41 ' 24*4 Did ‘Soon join'd 241 And tmw} But nil, 
24.2 The tolbtoonj The men ;*r.iil 247 hr* f I j ih\st 251 doth] 

i J ■■ *0 ’*• 

Three vety.ev- o? an intended ^o^ue) tv< Joh-u trilpin were 
f.unii in Cnwpmk handwriting among Mrs. Umvink 
papery ; they wer, e first printed in 1 >2*4 in Honek TaWe 
Bed (see vol, II, pp. 7th Sbj. They are as follows; 

Then Mrs, Gilpin sweetly said 
Unto her children three. 

‘Ill clamber okr this: style so high.. 

And you climb after nice 

But having climb'd unto the top, 

*Shtj could no further go, 

But sate, to every passer by f 
A spectacle and show ; 

Who said * Your spouse mid yen this day 
Bet h show your hor-auum'ship, 

hud if yon stay till he comes back, 

Your horse will need no whip/ 

3S3 }*piP>0i *iyl ** t 1 5.ov per':-: pr^se description 

of hm hares was reprinted from 7V GViftViMoG* 

for Jmm, 17M, vvj'l.li th** omri-iou of the introductory 

remarks and a few other words- -in the IsG* edition of 
his poems*. Thin far.p aud the. charm of tin: description, 
'must be my excuses for giving it here : 

In the year 1774, being much indisposed both in mind 
and body, incapable of diverting myself either with com- 
pany or books, and yet in a condition that: made some, 
diversion necessary,! was glad of any thing that would 
engage my attention without fatiguing it. The children 
o£ a neighbour of mine had a leveret, given them for a pky- 
thing ; it was at that time about, three months old. IJ ruler- 
standing better how to tense the poor creature than to 
feed it, and .soon becoming weary of their charge, they 
readily consented that their father, who saw if pining and 
growing leaner every day# should offer it to my acceptance. 
I was, willing enough, to take the prisoner under my pro 
lection* perceiving Hud in the management of such an 
■amm&!,'and in the attempt to tame it, t should find just 
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that sort of employ merit which my case required. It was 
soon known among the neighbours that I was pleased with 
the present* and the consequence was* that in a short time 
I had m many leverets offered to me as would have stocked 
a paddock. I undertook the care of three* which it is 
necessary that I should here distinguish 'by the names I 
gave them— Puss, Tincy, and Bess. 'Notwithstanding the 
two feminine appellatives, I must inform you that they 
were all males. Immediately commencing carpenter, I 
built them houses to sleep in ; each had a separate apart* 
ment, so contrived that their ordure would pass through 
the bottom of it; an earthen pan placed under each 
received whatsoever fell, which being duly emptied and 
washed, they were thus kept perfectly sweet and clean. 
In the day time they had the range of a hall* and at night 
retired each to his own bed, never intruding into that of 
.another. 

Puss gre^v presently familiar, would leap into my lap, 
raise himself upon his hinder feet, and bite the hair .from 
my temples. He would suffer me to take him up and to 
carry him about in my arms, and has more than once fallen 
fast asleep upon my 'knee. He was ill three days, during 
which time I nursed him, kept him apart from his fellows 
that they might not molest him, (for, like many other wild 
animals, they persecute one of their own species ■ that is 
sick.) and by constant care and trying him with a variety 
of herbs, restored him to perfect health. No creature 
could bo more grateful than my patient after his recovery ; 
n sentiment which ho most' significantly expressed, by 
licking my hand* first the back of it, then the palm, then 
every finger separately, then between all the fingers, as 
if anxious to leave no part of it unsaluted ; a ceremony 
which he never performed hut once again upon a similar 
occasion. Finding him extremely tractable, I made it my 
custom to carry him always after breakfast into the garden, 
where he hid himself generally under the leaves of a 
cucumber vine, sleeping or chewing the cud till evening ; 
in the leaves also of that vine he found a favourite repast. 

I had not long habituated him to this taste of liberty, be- 
fore he began' to be impatient for the return of the time 
when he might en j oy it. He would invite me to the garden 
by drumming upon my knee, and by a look of such ex- 
pression as it was not, possible to misinterpret. If this 
rhetoric did not immediately succeed, he would take the 
skirt of my coat between his teeth, and pull at it with all 
his force. Thus Puss might be said to be perfectly tamed, 
the shyness of his nature was done away, and on the whole 
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scrutiny. They seem too to be very much directed by the 
smell in the choice of their favourites : to some persons, 
though they saw them daily, they could never be recon- 
ciled, and would .even scream when they attempted to 
'• ' touch them ; but a miller coming in engaged their affections 
! Vr t once ;■ his powdered coat had charms that were irresist- 
^ii,/ It is no wonder that my intimate acquaintance with 
tt$W .specimens of the kind has taught me to hold the 
sportsman’s amusement in abhorrence ; he little knows 
‘ ' what amiable creatures lie persecutes, of what gratitude 
they are capable, how cheerful they are in their spirits, 
what enjoyment they have of life, and that impressed as 
they seem with a peculiar dread of man, it is only because 
man gives them peculiar cause for it. 

That I may not be tedious, I will just give a short sum- 
mary of those articles of diet that suit them best. 

I take It to be a general opinion that they graze, but it 
is an erroneous one, at least grass is not their staple ; they 
seem rather to use it medicinally, . soon quitting it for 
leaves of almost any kind. Sow-thistle, dent-de-lion, and 
lettuce, are their favourite vegetables, especially the last. 
I discovered by accident that line white sand is in great, 
estimation with them ; I suppose as a digestive. It hap- 
pened that I was cleaning a bird-cage when the hares were 
with me ; I placed a pot tilled with such sand upon the 
floor, which being at once directed to by a strong instinct, 
they devoured voraciously ; since that time I have gener- 
ally taken care to see them well supplied with it. They 
account green corn a delicacy, both blade and stalk, but 
the ear they seldom eat; sjjaw of any kind, especially 
wheat-straw, is another of their dainties ; they will feed 
greedily upon oats, but if furnished with clean straw, never 
ant them ; it serves them also for a bed, and, if shaken 
/fp daily, will be kept sweet and dry for a considerable 
^ time. They do not indeed require aromatic herbs, but 
will eat a small quantity of them with great relish, and 
are particularly fond of the plant called musk. They seem 
to resemble sheep in this, that, if their pasture be too suc- 
culent, they are very subject to the rot ; to prevent which, 
1 always made bread their principal nourishment, and 
filling a pan with it cut into small squares, placed it every 
evening in their chambers, for they feed only at evening 
and in the night. During the winter, whe l vegetables 
were not to be got, I mingled this mess of breo . with shreds 
of carrot, adding' to it the rind of apples cut extremely 
thin ; for though they are fond of the paring, the apple 
itself disgusts them. These however not being a sufficient 
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sutot irate fortius juice of summer herbs, they must at this 
imtt be supplied with water; but. so placed, that they 
cannot. <>v ' , ' TS * t i4< 1 " nlyi beds. 1 must not omit, that 
•veaMonnily they are inueh pleased with twig.. of haw- 
and of the common briar, eating even the very 
•»M, when it is of considerable thirties,, 
lksK,J have said, died ym<b,-: Tincy lived be nine 
vv-.r,; old, and died at kef, I have reason t<» think, of mm? 
hurt »n hi, .ins by a fall. Pu,. is «iU hvb.g, and hal 
JUKI completed hn tenth yt.-,,-, diwovernu* ii>? signs «.f 
tmr even of age, eveept t oat he is grown more dW- 
frevt and less fmlioksuim’ than he was. 1 cannot com 1ml, », 
without observing that I have lately introduced a dog to 
his acquaintance, u spaniel that had never seen a Imre 
to a hare 'that had never seen a spame.I. I did it with 
gte.it caution. but there was no real need of it,. Puss dis*. 
coveted no token of fear, nor Marquis the least symptom 
of hostility. There is therefore, it. should seem, no natural 
antipathy between dog and hare, but the pursuit of the 
one occasions the flight of the other, and the dog pursues 
because he is trained to it; they eat bread at the same 
time out of the same kind, and are in alt respects sociable 
and friendly. 

I should not d« complete justice to my subject, did I not. 
add, that they have nu ill scent belonging to them; that 
they are indefatigahly nice In kecpiiig themselves clean, 
for which purpose nature has furnished them with » brur.li 
under each foot ; and that they an* never infested hv anv 
xvnmn. — May 2S, J7$4. 

Mmomsdum found nnmw Mr, pupe*x 

T\u ! :m lay, Murch 9 , 1 7 $& 

ibis ihy dial pf'K>r Pus;?, afied rl^vvn ycuirs vU;vtm 
mmths She tlwd ktvmi twelve md mu at noon, of 
raere old age, and apparently without pain, 

^pkirM'Mii IT- 20, Modern editors have nut 

friiM niff pS»t”“ .“ *** “ »•**» “ "* 

«SS 

^yy» 5 g of hghted pieces, of tow between the Angers (see 

*s*y&i t>A 4 *. jp.^L — .4 jp 
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,37 Epigram, The date of first printing is May 12, 
3 1 !®. Probably therefore, in strict chronology, this is here 
out of order; but its subject makes this position, immedi- 
ateiyatter the oilier poems about slavery, suitable enough. 

377 ( tndiUt.de . Southey’s version (vol. il pp, sod 301) 
is as follows ; 


BENEFACTIONS 

A POEM IN SHENSTONE’S MANNER 
Addressed to my dear Coz, April 14, 1788. 
This cap that so stately appears 
With ribbon-bound tassel on high, 
Which seems by the crest that it rears 
Ambitious of brushing the sky ; 

This cap to my Harriet I owe ; 

She gave it, and gave me beside 
A ribbon, worn out long ago, 

With which in its youth it was tied. 

This chair that I press at my ease, 

With tresses of steeds that were black 
Well cover’d, and wadded to please 
The sitter, both bottom and back ; 
Thick-studded with bordering nails. 
Smooth-headed and gilded and bright, 
As Vesper, who when the day fails, 
Adorns the dark forehead of Night : 

These carpets, so soft to the foot, 
Caledonia’s traffic and pride, 

(Oh spare them, ye Knights of the Boot, 
Dirt-splash’d in a cross-country rldej) 
This table and mirror within, 

Secure from collision and dust, 

At which I oft shave cheek and chin, 

And periwig nicely adjust : 

This moveable structure of shelves, 
Contrived both for splendour and use, 
And charged with octavoes and twelves, 
The gayest I had to produce ; 

Where flaming in scarlet and gold 
My poems enchanted I view, 

And hope in due time to behold 
My Iliad and Odyssey too : 

This china that decks the alcove, 

Which mortals have named a beaufette, 
But what the Gods call it above 
Has ne’er been revealed to us yet : 
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These curtains that keep the room warm 
(Jr cool, as the season 'demands ; 

Ihose stoves which for figure and form 
beem the labour of Muleibers hands ; 

■That range, from winch many a mess ■ 
Comes smoking the stomach to cheer ; 
"hat tub,— (you might bathe in a less,) 
Where malt is transform'd into beer- 
These painted and unpointed chairT * 
Those cushion'd, these curiously framed * 
1 on 'bedding and bed above stairs, 

With other things not fco be named ; 


These items endear my abode, 
■Disposing me oft to reflect 
By whom they were kindly bestowed, 
Whom here I impatient expect. 

But, hush ! She a parent attends, 
Whose dial-hand points to eleven, 

W ho, oldest and dearest of friends, 
Waits only a passage to Heaven. 


Then willingly want her awhile, 

And, sweeping the chords of yoiir lyre, 
1 he gloom of her absence beguile 
tr now > with poetical fire. 
lis yours, for true glory athirst, 

, hl high-flying ditty to rise 
On feathers renown’d from the first 
h'ov bearing a goose to the skies. 


set] Cp. note on p. 


I of ^ IJog an< * 23. 
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h rtuloin for Captives, and thy God’s- Weil Dos i 
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659 


417 Catharim. 24. I retain ‘bands’, as Cowper wrote 

it In the copy preserved among the Ash Mbfe,, ana the 
copy from which Hayley printed appears to have had it 
also! 4 Bands * must be understood not as equivalent to 
‘ banns,’ but 'as meaning an agreement or binding promise. 
See ;N.E.D. s.v. BancUAMO. in n 

418 To Dr. Darwin . Tins was sent to Hayley m a 
letter dated June 10 , 1792 , for his criticism ; the tirst 
version differed from the poem as published m the follow- 
ing passages: 8 labours of] bringing forth. Between 
11, 8 and 9 came this stanza : 

The verse that kindles meets a fire, 

A kindred fire in them, 

The numbers live, that they admire, 

And die, that they condemn. 

9, 10 Live thou— well pleas’d alike, thy song 
With that, award we greet, 

18 At whose so soon as thine ? 24 Unworthy] Scarce 

"Hayiey’s copy of verses is criticized by ; Cowper in a 
letter of June 23, 1792 ( Letters , ed. 'Wright, iv. p. 1^.40), an 
the last verse as there printed i.s by Cowper : 

Two social bards who roamed that way 
Learned all, and all they learned 
"Were charged by Nature to convey 
To whom it most concerned. 

421 Inscription for a Moss-House . This first appeared 
i nCmoper illustrated, &e.(see p. xxiii), 1804 ; afterwards m 
Grhnsfcwe’s edition. There seems no reason to doubt 
its genuineness, though Grimshawe’s unsupported author- 
tv would be of little value ; he printed as Cowper s the 
Sonnet to a Young Lady on her birthday, which Cowpei 

expr^s^dihOwned^h e M g_ copy con tains the following 

cancelled version of 11. 9-16 : 

Thy needles, once a shining store. 

Discernible by thee no more, 

Bust in disuse, their service o’er, ^ Mafy , 

But thy ingenious work remains, 

Nor small the profit it obtains 

Since thou esteemst my pleasure gams , 

4 Lines. I have placed these lines here, among the 
few and mournful poems of Cowper s last yearn, rather 
than in the Appendix, because their biographical interest 

iS 43 US t is that of the first edition 

witTi the exceptions noted ; a few obvious errois of pane 
tnation and quotation-marks have been silently corrected. 
To complete the list of words misprinted m the fust 
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edition should be added : p. 435 IV. 12 Gor»] Goirs, p. 471 
LX 11 will] with, p- 472 LXI. 0 That] Than. * 

I lie MS* readings, given on Professor Mayor's authority 
arc taken from an unfinished series of articles which 
appeared in Notes and Queries, 10th series, vol il 
,^77 Hymn for Sunday School. This first appeared in 
Jim A orihampfmi Memory for Aug. 7. 1790, with a few vari* 
ants: 1 song] voice 3 infants] children 14 elder 23 merev. 
Ip line 5 it reads 4 thy day * rightly. Had I seen this ver- 
sion earlier I should have been inclined to adopt its read- 
mgs in the text, though the Jm< version may be equally 
authentic, being printed from another manuscript copy, 
slightly altered according to CowpoFs wont. 

479 Tmn&atmw from Madmm Onion* Bull’s preface 
h as follows : ‘ 


It seems needless, if not impertinent, in an obscure 
individual, to say any thing in praise of the Author of the 
Task. It is of more consequence to inform the reader 
of the circumstances that have led to this publication. 
About twenty years ago a very dear and venerable friend 1 
introduced me to the truly great and amiable Mr. Cowper, 
This gave rise to a friendship which increased with every 
repeated interview, and for several years I had the plea- 
sure of spending an afternoon with him every week. At 
length this delightful intercourse was terminated, by his 
removal to a distant situation, and the painful approaches 
of that event which dissolves every social connexion. 

One day amusing myself with the poetical works of the 
celebrated "Madame Guton, I was struck with the peculiar 
beauty of some of her poems, as well as edified with the 
piety and devotion of which they are strongly expressive. 

1 mentioned them to Mr. 0. ; and partly to amuse a 
solitary hour, part !y to keep in exercise the genius of this 
incomparable man, I requested him to . put a few of the 
poems into an engllsh dress. Afterward, during my 
absence upon a journey, I received a letter, in which 
Mr. C. says, ‘I have but little leisure, strange as if may 
seem. That little I devoted for a month after your depar- 
ture to the translation of Madame Onion. 1 have made 
•fair copies of all the pieces 1 have produced on this last 
occasion, and will put them into your hands when we 
meet. They are yours to serve as you please, you may take 
and leave as you like, for my purpose is already served. 

iey have amused me and I have no further demand 
upon them. On my return, Mr. C. presented me with 
these translations, to which he added the Letter to a Pro- 
testant Lady in France,, and the Poem on Friendship. 


1 The Rev. John Newton, Rector of 8t, Mary Woohioth, London. 
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The idea of printing them was afterwards suggested to 
Mr. C. ; and he gave his full consent, intending to revise 
them before I should send them to press. Various cir- 
cumstances prevented him from doing this ; and the 
poems would probably have still remained unpublished, 
if it had not been found that several copies of them had 
already got abroad. The Editor therefore had reason to 
believe, that they would otherwise have made their 
appearance in a state far less correct than if printed from 
the original Manuscript. Nor can he imagine that even 
in their present form, they will, on the whole, tend to 
diminish the well-deserved reputation of their excellent 
Author. 

To infer that the peculiarities of Madame Guion's theo- 
logical sentiments, were adopted either by Mr. C. or by 
the Editor, would be almost as absurd as to suppose the 
inimitable Translator of Homer to have ^ been a pagan. 
He reverenced her piety, admired her genius, and judged 
that several of her poems would be read with pleasure 
and edification by serious and candid persons. 

I have taken the liberty to add the Stanzas subjoined 
to the Bills of Mortality, which had been published a few 
years past at Northampton ; and the Epitaph 1 , which had 
appeared in a periodical publication. They sufficiently 
mark the genius of their Author, correspond with the 
other parts of this small volume, and have not before been 
printed in a uniform manner with his poems. 

Newpout-Pagnel, William Bull. 

( tth June, 1S0L 

608 Instead of 11. 57-68 A. has the following : 

Ask ye my souls opinion of her state, 

She answers, of her state she nothing knows— 

Time was she lived by Faith, but finds of late 
In self-forgetfullness her best repose. 

She either floats at random, or she sinks 
By her own weight, without a wish to rise, 

- Eeels an Indifference worse than death, and thinks 
Her name erased for ever from the skies. 

Language affords not my distress a name, 

Yet is it real and no transient dream,— 

I know but this that where Loves sacred name 
Is kindled, there is Happiness supreme. 

9 umaneelled variant ; 

I cannot even give my woes a name, 

11,. 12 umaneelled variants : 

Tis Love inflicts it, whose seraphic flame 
Felt in the soul is happiness supreme. 

1 On Hamilton, [Ed.] 
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of Fir d Book of Horace. In this and 
^fhnt X Vf aWS | at i 0u **« y j ey,|S a ^ erat *>ons of the first edition 
called emendations— have descended 
t in ley t0 almosfc aJi modem editors. None of 

the alterations are necessary, -even 6 Their* in 1. 184, p 

rSht Slbk * thou S h ‘There* Is proba'b lv 

U H i* several are mischievous. 

tvifh l * ofc thought it necessary to disfigure the text 
edition 16 HmmneraMe ^alics and capitals of the first 

h ere f the Latin ^Punctmition of the first edition is right 

In Bfamurrarum lassi deinde urbe luuuexiuis, 

Murena prsebente domum, Gapitone culinam. 

Hayley and modem editors wrongly read : 

Tir’d, at Mimena’s we repose ; 

At JB ormia sup at Capitols. 

from VWn^n* origina!s of P hc P. st four translations 

TCndi\ anfl fc,r° UJ T ne i' e f pMnfced 111 tSOO (vol. I. Ap. 
puioix; ana ISOo, Lick ot space prevents me from nr inf. 

the .m hero, as well as most of the other faM^a's 

by , C r pel --, Printed tf 

t, ; .TO r ^ uas ?* translations that he first published 
{ l T?,n The Thfctcum (p. 549) to The Cantab (p. 5H0). The nr-.* 
?» of , V "t Bourne’s Latin verses was p«fol shed in 
, the latest reprint is that of 1840, edited by Mkfurd. 

fir— Latin Verses ’ printed fe y Hayley, are as 

Abiit senex. Periit senes atnabilis. 

Quo non fuifc jucun&ior, 
liiigefee vos, ajfcas quibus matunor 
feenem colendum proxstitit ; 
oou quando, viribus Viilcn tioribus 
*irmogue fvetns pecfcore, 
r lorenfcion vos juventufce. excolens 
Cura tovobafc patria, 

ben quando, fractals, jamque donatua rude, 
vultu sed usque blandulo, 

Miscer© gaudebat suas facetias 
His annuls leporibus I 
V mfcprobus, puraque simplex indole, 
r . L Llandisque comis moribus, 

M dives asqua mente, eharus omnibus, 

Urnus aucfctts munere. 

Ite, tituli ! Mentis beatioribus 
' Aptate ilaudes clebitas t 

Nee mvidebat ille, si quibus faveas 
Sortuna plus amserat. 

1 laeide senex, levi quiesejs eespite, 

tv' Btsi superbum nec vivo tibi 
Heeimsit inditum, nee morfcuo 
Lipis notatus nomine ! ■ 
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582 Epitaph , 1 give Unwin's Latin epitaph, pub- 

lished by Hayley : 

Care, vale! Seel non sternum, care, valeto S 
Namque iter nm tecum, sim modo dignus, ero ; 

Turn nihil amplexus poterifc divellere nostros, 

Kec tu mareesces, nee laerymabor ego. 

(hi the Shortness of Human Life . Cowper enclosed 
I)r. Jortin’s original verses in a letter to Newton, pre- 
faced by six lines of doggerel; I give both below, as 
printed by Hayley ; 

The late Dr. J ortin 
Had the good fortune, 

To write these verses 
Upon tombs and hearses ; 

Which I, being jingleish, 

Have done into English. 


IN BREVXTATEM YITM SFATXI HOMXNIBUS 
CONCESSI 

Hei inihi ! Lege rata sol occi&ifc atque resurgit, 
Lunaque mutates repaint dispendia formas, 
Asfcraque, purpurei tells extincta diei, # 

Eursus nocte vigent. Humiles telluns alumni 
Graminis herba virens, et florum picta propago, 
Quos crudelis hyems lefchali tabe peredit, 

Cum zephyr! vox blanda vocat, rediifcque serem 
Temperies anni, foecundo e eespite surgunt. # 

Nos domini rerum, nos, magna et pulchra mmati, 
Cum breve ver vibe robusfcaque transut £etas, 
Deficimus ; nee nos ordo revolubilis auras , 

Reddifc in setherias, tumuli neque claustra resolvit. 


64 Translation® of Greek Verses. I have not followed 
Havley’s order, which is quite arbitrary ; no order is 
wholly satisfactory, but I have attempted to group the 
poems more or less according to subjects. Hie titles all 

C ° m 71 V nDemmiienis. Modem editors follow Southey 
in printing ‘To Demosthenes/ ■ , 

575 Simile in Paradise Lost 4. Hayley doubtless omitted 
this line because of its false concord ; but if the scrap is 
printed it should be printed as Opwper -wrote it. This 
applies too to the last two lines of A Riddle (p. 628.) This 
4 suppressed passage’ at least supplies evidence that 
Cowper was not a first-rate Latin scholar ; the other that 
he was not afraid of a broad joke even in a letter to 
Newton. _ . , , 

57 Translations of Milton . The text is that of the 

first edition (1808), with the exceptions noted. X have 
altered the punctuation only where it is clearly wrong. 
At the end of the first edition are eighty-four pages of 
4 notes from various authors/ those not attributed by 
initials to Hayley, Warton, or others, being Cowper s. 
These are for the most part explanations of a few of the 
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NOTES, pp. 379-688 


numerous classical allusions, obviously written clown, bv 
V-uwper at lmphasard when he bad the intention of mm- 
? e t n f % ^rotigh annotation later. One note, however 
uu 2L t-hc last Sonnet (p. 15*28} is worth repeating a,i 
a pendant to towpers reference to Bentley (p. §82, nth): 

l^}'Tn Vev H*P thought difficult for an author to speak 
,-nicefujIy of himself. especially in commendation ; but 
*viuton, who was gifted with powers to overcome difficult 
i'l es f 1 evei T kmc!, is eminently happy in this particular 
• Ue hilii s p°. ken fequent-ly of himself both in verse and 
i;mw;c, and he corn i madly shows, that he thought highly 
! ft <;nyn endowments ; but If he praises himself, he does 
ibwith that dignified frankness and simplicity of conscious 
mu*, which render even egotism respectable and delight- 
nil ; whether he describes the fervent and tender emo* 
uons of his juvenile fancy, or delineates his situation in the 
decline of life, when he had to struggle with calamity and 
peril, the more insight he affords us into his own senti- 
ments and feelings, the more reason we find both to love, 
and to revere him.* ’’ 

592 92. ‘let 5 is the reading of the first edition, text and 
**gy J\*t stands ifc- must be governed by 4 fco ! in 1. 91, 

Oowpev took great pains over this trifle, 
aiKi produced several versions before he and his friends 
w ere satisfice!. An earlier version ran : 

In vain to live from age to age 
We modern bards endeavour ; 

But write in Patty’s book one page, 



INDEX OF FIRST LINES 


■A Bee allur'd by the perfume . 

A Hermit (or if ’chance yon hold) . 

A miser, traversing his house * 

A needle small, as small can be 
A Nightingale, that all day long 
A noble theme, demands a noble verse 
A peasant to his' lord pay’d .yearly court 
A poet’s cafe, sedate and grave 
A Haven, while with glossy breast 
A Spaniel, Beau, that fares like you 
A Spartan, his companion slain 
A Spartan 'scaping from the fight . 

A Trader I am to the African shore 
Abbot is painting me so true , , . 

Achilles and Hector and Homer and all 
Ah brother Poet ! send me of your shade 
Ah, how the human mind wearies her self 
Ah ! reign, wherever Man is found . 

Ah ! wherefore should my weeping maid suppress 
Airy del Castro was as bold a knight 
All are indebted much to thee . 

Almighty King ! whose wond’rous hand 
All-wovshipp’a Gold ! # thou mighty mystery ! 
Ancient dame, how wide and vast . 

And dwells there in a female heart ' . 

And is it thus, ye base and blind . 

And is this all? Can reason do no more . 
Andrades from his injur’d lord, in dread . 

An epigram is but a feeble thing 
Another Leonora once inspir’d 
An oyster, cast upon the shore 
Apelles, hearing that his boy 
Art thou some individual of a kind 
As birds their infant brood protect . 

As in her ancient mistress’ lap . 

As on a. hill-top rude, when closing day 
As one who, long in thickets and in brakes 
As yet a stranger to the gentle fires 
Ask what is human life— the sage replies 
At length, my friend, the far-sent letters come 
At morn we placed on his funeral bier . 

At three-score winters’ end I died . 

Attic maid ! with honey fed 

Austin ! accept a grateful verse from me ! . 

Away goes Sussex William with his pack 
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Believe it or not, as you choose 
Beneath the hedge, or near the stream . 

Bestow, dear Lord, upon our youth 
Between Nose and Eyes a strange contest arose , 
Bewail not much, my parents ! me, the prey 
Beware, my friend ! of crystal brook 
Beware of building ! I intended # . 

Bid adieu, rny sad' heart, bid adieu to thy peace 
Blest ! who far from all mankind * 

Boy ! I detest all Persian fopperies 
Boy, I hate their empty shows 
Breathe from the gentle South, O Lord 
By whom was David taught 
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NOTES, pp. 579-633 


numerous classical {illusions, obviously written down bv 
Ujwper at haphazard when he had the intention of com- 
J'/f'f * thorough annotation later. One note, however, 
% lm ^ otln . efc (P- 623) is worth repeating, m 
a puidant to Cowpers reference to Bentley (p. 582, note) : 

th ?? 8ht diffieult.foran author to speak 
him self, especially m commendation ; hut 
At il too, who was fitted with powers to overcome clifHcuI- 
r/f nL ev 'f, r i ku ^’ 18 ejmneutjy happy in this particular. 
He has spoken frequently of himself both in verse and 
prose, and he eoutmually shows, that he thought highly 
if iVf S !,°rt n ^ 0X ^ i T* ts 5 ! mt i( he praises himself, he does 
llnbi 1 ^ rai, ^ nes ; and simplicity of conscious 

which render even egotism respectable and delight, 
tui : whether he describes the fervent and tender emo- 
tmns of his juvenile fancy, or delineates his situation in the 

l^nSi 0 * Ili ’ e? w . he ? } ie lad {? struggle with calamity and 
puil, the more insight he affords us into his own senti- 
ments and feelings, the more reason we hnd both to love, 
and to revere him/ * 

_ *®* ?T.,‘ ] ! fc ’ is *;he reading of the first edition, text and 
!1 'coo rt 1 ^ s *' a ' ! l^ s must be governed l>v ‘ to’ in I. 91. 

.,,5 t Jj f leS -j, tow P¥ t00 . k great pains ’ over this trifle. 

l !- c j sevei 'al versions before he and his friends 
fcatisnea. An earlier version ran : 


In vain to live from age to age 
We modern bards endeavour ; 
But write in Fatty’s book one page, 
* ou gam your point for ever* ’ 
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A Bee allur’d by the perfume . 

A Hermit (or if ’chance you hold) . 

A miser, traversing his house * 

A needle small, as small can be 
A Nightingale, that all day long 
A noble theme demands a noble verse 
A peasant to bis lord pay’d yearly court 
A poet’s eat, sedate and grave , 

. A Raven, while with glossy breast' 

A Spaniel, Beau, that fares like you 
A Spartan, his companion slain 
A Spartan ’scaping from the fight . 

A Trader 1 am to the African shore 
Abbot is painting me so true 
Achilles and Hector and Horner and all 
Ah brother Poet ! send me of your shade 
Ah, how the human mind wearies her self 
Ah ! reign, wherever Man is found . 

Ah ! wherefore should my weeping maid suppress 
Airy del Castro was as bold a knight 
All are indebted much to thee . 

Almighty King 1 whose woncl’rous hand 
All-wovshipp’d Gold ! > thou mighty mystery ! 
Ancient dame, how wide and vast . 

And dwells there in a female heart 
And is it thus, ye base and blind . 

And is this all? Can reason do no more . 
Androcles from his injur’d lord, in dread 
An epigram is but a feeble thing 
Another Leonora once inspir’d 
An oyster, cast upon the shore 
Apelles, hearing that his boy 
Art* thou some individual of a kind 
As birds their infant brood protect . 

As in her ancient mistress’ lap . 

As on a hill-top rude, when closing day 
As one who, long in thickets and in brakes 
As yet a stranger to the gentle fires 
Ask what is human life— the sage replies 
At length, my friend, the far-sent letters come 
At morn we placed on his funeral bier . 

At three-score winters’ end I died . 

Attic maid ! with honey fed 

Austin ! accept a grateful verse from me ! . 

Away goes Sussex William with his pack 

Believe it or not, as you choose 
Beneath the hedge, or near the stream . 

Bestow, dear Lord, upon our youth 

Between Nose and Eyes a strange contest arose . 

Bewail not much, my parents I me, the prey 

Beware, my friend ! of crystal brook 

Beware of building ! I intended 

Bid adieu, my sod' heart, bid adieu to thy peace 

Blest S who far from all mankind , 

Boy ! I detest all Persian fopperies 
Boy, 1 hate their empty shows 
Breathe from the gentle South, O Lord 
By whom was David taught , * 
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Charles— and I say it \vond ! ring-~thou must know 
Charon I receive a family on board » 

Christina, maiden of heroic mien J 

Close by the threshold of a door nail'd fast . 

Cocoa-nut naught . 

Come, peace of mind, delightful guest l 

Co me, ponder well, for 5 tis no jest 

Contemplate, when the sun declines 

Could Homer come himself, distress’d and poor , 

Could I, from heav’n inspir’d, assure presage 

Ccnvper had shin’d with some excuse 

Cow per, whose silver voice, task’d sometimes hard 

Gum tot sustineant reges et tanta, neque ulla 

Dear Anna— between friend and friend 
Dear architect- of fine Chateaux en Fair . 

Dear Joseph-five and twenty years ago 
Dear Lord, accept a sinful heart 
Dear President, whose art sublime , 

Delia, th* un, kindest girl on earth 
Did Cytherea to the skies . 

Did not my muse {what can she less?) . 

Did not thy reason and thy sense . 

Doom’d as I am in solitude to waste 

Ease is the weary merchant’s pray’r 
E tKova ris ravTTfv m 

Eldest-born of pow'rs divine ! . 

Enamour’d, artless, young, on foreign ground 
En, quse prodigia, ex oris allafca remotis 
Ere God mid built the mountains . 

Exalt. me, Clio, to the skies 

Fairest and foremost of the train, that, wait 
Fair Lady l whose harmonious name the Rhine . 
p alse, cruel, disappointed, stung to th’ heart 
Farewell ! -But. not for ever, Hope* replies 
Farewell, dear scenes, for ever closed to me . 

Farewell I endued with all that could engage 
Farewell, false hearts ! whose best affections fail 
.Far from the world, O Logo, I iiee 
Far happier are the dead, mefchinks, than they 
|uereo passions discompose the mind . 
bond youth ! who dream'sfc that hoarded gold 
Forcd from home, and all its pleasures . " 

Fortune t I thank thee: gentle Goddess i thanks ! . 

J , pom right to left, and to and fro 
From thorny wilds a Monster came 
F ml thirty frosts since thou wert young 

God gives his mercies to be spent , 

God moves in a mysterious way 
God of my life, to thee I call 
Go— thou art all unfit to share . 

Grace, triumphant in the throne 

Gracious Lord, our children see 

Grant me the muse, ye Gods ! whose humble flight . 

Greece, sound thy Homer’s, Borne, thy Virgil’s name 
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Hackney'd m business, wearied at that oar . , 103 

Hmr, wax, rouge, honey, teeth, you buy , . 571 

Happy songster t perch’d above . , „ 568 
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Hark, my soul ! it is the Lord , . 

Hark ! ’tis the twanging horn o'er yonder bridge 
.Hastings ! 1 knew thee young, and of a mind 
Hast thou a friend? Thou hast indeed 
Hatred and vengeance, my eternal portion 
Hayley, thy tenderness fraternal shown 
Heal us, Emmanuel, here we are 
Hear, Lord, the song of praise and pray r , 

Hear what God the Lord hath spoken . 

He came to him in the extasy of pray V 
He lives who lives to God alone 
He who sits from day to day . 

Hence my epistle— skim, the deep— fly o’er 
Here, free from, riot’s hated noise . 

Here Johnson lies— a sage, by all allow’d 
Here lies one, who never drew 
Here lies, whom hound did ne’er pursue 
Hennocratia nam’d— save only one . 

Her pen drops eloquence as sweet 

Heti inimicitias quoties parit semula forma . 

Hen I quam remotus vescor ab omnibus 
Hie etiam jacet . e . 

His Master taken from his head 
Holy Lord God ! I love thy truth , 

Honour and happiness unite . . . 

Hope, like the short-liv’d ray that gleams awhile 
How blest the youth whom Fate ordains 
How blest thy creature is, O God . 

How happy are the new-born race 
How many between East and West 
How quick the change from joy to woe . 

I am fond of the Swallow— 1 learn from her flight 
I am just two and two, I am warm, I am cold . 

I am monarch of all 1 survey 
I could be well content, allow’d the use 
I have read the 'Review ; it is learned and wise 
“ I love the Lord,” is still the strain 
I own I am shock’d at the purchase of skives 
I place an off ring at thy shrine 
I ransack’d, for a theme of song 
I shall not ask Jean Jacques Rousseau . # 

I should have deem’d it once an effort vain . 

I sing of a journey to Clifton . 

I sing the Sofa. 1, who lately sang • 

I slept, when Venus enter’d : to my bed 
I suffer fruitless anguish day by day 
I thirst, but not as once I did . 

1 was a groveling creature once 

I was of late a barren plant 

I will praise thee ev’ry day . • 

I wish thy lot, now bad, still worse, my friend . 

Iota fenestra Euri flatu stridebat, avarus . 

If Gideon’s fleece, which drench’d with dew he found 
If I write not to you . 

If John marries Mary, and Mary alone . 

If reading verse be your delight . 

In Copeman’s ear this truth let Echo tell 
In Cnidus bom, the consort I became . 

In language warm as could be breath’d or penn d 
In painted plumes superbly drest . 

In Scotland’s realm, where trees are few # 

In these sad hours, a prey to ceaseless pain , 
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PAGE 

In this mimic form of a matron in years , * 55S 

In vain to live from age to .age * ■ . , 633 

In vain ye woo me to your harmless Joys . . 500 

Instead; of a pound or two, spending a mint . . 636 

Israel in ancient days ..... 445 

It flatters and deceives thy view ■ . . . 571 

It is a maxim of much weight .... 632 

It is not from his form, in which we trace . . 2*12' 

Jealous, and with Love overflowing . , . 500 

Jesus, where’er: thy people meet . . , 450 

Jesus, whose blood so freely stream’d . . . 43d 

John Gilpin was a citizen » . . . 34.6 

Keppel, returning from afar .... 294 

Kinsman belov’d, and as a son, by me ! . . 422 

Lady ! It cannot be, but that thine eyes . , . 023 

Laurels may flourish round the conqu’rors tomb . 407 

Learn, ye nations of the earth .... 599 

Let Banister now lend his aid . . . 031 

Little inmate, full of mirth .... 54.7 

Long plung’d in sorrow, I resign . . . 513 

Lord, I love the habitation .... 29*) 

Lord, my soul with pleasure springs . . 465 

Lord, who hast suffer’d all for me . . . 461 

Love! if thy destin’d sacrifice am I . 4 96 

Love is the Lord whom I obey .... 495 

Lusus amicitia esfc, uni nisi dedita, ceu fit , . 573 

Madam, a stranger’s purpose in these lays . . 337 

Man, on the dubious waves of error tossVl . . 31 

Maria, could Horace have guess’d . . . 393 

Maria ! I have ev’ry good . . , . 364 

Mary I I want a lyre with other strings , . . 421 

Hides and Mineio, both your urns depress . . 579 

■Mercator, vigiles oculos «t fallen? possife . . 574 

Mefchinks I see thee decently array’d . 6211 

Me too, perchance, in future days . . , 393 

Me to whatever state the Gods assign . , 

Mi It lades! thy valour bent . 565 

Mortals ! around your destin’d heads , . 266 

Muse - -Hide his name of whom I sing . . . 391 

My former hopes are fled , 453 

My gentle Anne, whom heretofore . . . 420 

My God, how perfect are thy ways l . . 44.0 

My God! till I receiv’d thy stroke . , , 440 

My halting Muse, that dragg’st by choice along . 60S 

My heart is easy, and my burthen light . . . 490 

My lids with grief were tumid yet . . . . 600 

My mother ! if thou love me, name no more . . 572 

My name— my country— what are they to thee ? . 564 

Mr Pps are all split, and my ink-glass is dry . . 635 

My Hose, Gravma, blooms anew . . 636 

M y song shall bless the Lord of all . . . 449 

My soul is sad. and much dismay’d . , , . 458 

My Spouse ! in whose presence 1 live . . . 489 

My two-fold book! single, in' show . . . 619 

"L Quarrels with N., for M. wrote a book . . 626 

Myeilla dyes her locks J tis said , . . 571 

Naples, too credulous, ah ! boast no more . . 598 

Night ! how I love thy silent shades . . . 512 
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No longer 1 follow a sound 
No mischief worthier of our fear 
No more shall hapless Celia’s ears 
No strength of Nature can suffice . 

None ever shar’d the social feast 
Nor oils of balmy scent produce 
Not a ilow’r can be found in the fields . 

0 God, whose favourable eye 
0 how I love thy holy word 
O Lord, my best desire fulfil 
O Love, of pure and heav’nly birth { 

O Matutini rores, auroeque salubres 
O Sovereign of an isle ren own’d 
Obscurest night involv’d the sky 
Of all the gifts thine hand bestows 
Oft we enhance our ills by discontent 
Oh, fond attempt to give a deathless lot 
Oh 1 for a closer walk with God 
Oh for a lodge in some vast wilderness . 

Oh, happy shades— to me unblest ! . 

Oh lov’d ! but not enough— though dearer far 
u Qh most delightful hour by man . 

Oh that Pieria’s spring would thro 5 my breast 
Oh that those lips had language ! Life has pass’< 
Oh thou, by long experience tried 
One parson, one poet, one belman, one crier . 
On the green margin of the brook 
Other stones the sera- tell . 

Our good old friend is gone, gone to his rest 

Painter, this likeness is too strong . 

Patron of all those luckless brains t . 

Pause here, and think : a monitory rhime . 
Pay me my price, Potters! and I will sing 
Peace has unveil’d her smiling face . 

Perfida, crudelis, victa et lymphata furore 
Pity, says the Theban Bard 
Piangmius fortes— periere fortes 
Poets attempt the noblest task they can - 
Poor in my youth, and in life’s later scenes 
Poor Vestris, griev’d bejmnd all measure 
Populece ceoidit gratissima copia silw-e . 

Praise in old times the sage Prometheus won 

Qua lenta aceedit, quam velox proeterit hora ! 
(Juales aerii months de vertice nubes 
Qui subito ex intis reram in fastigia surgit 

Header ! behold a monument 
Reas’ning at every step he treads 
Rebellion is my theme all day 
Receive, dear friend, the truths I teach . 

Rich, thou hadsfc many lovers— poor, hast none 
Romney l expert infallibly to trace 
Round Thurlow’s head in early youth 


Says the pipe to the snuff-box, I can’t understand 

Say, ye apostate and profane 

Saunt’ring along the street one day 

Season of my purest pleasure 

See’st thou von mountain laden with deep snow « 

See where trie Thames, the purest stream 
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Shall 1 begin with Ah, or Oh t 
She came— she is gone- we have met 
Suent I sat, dejected* and alone 
g*nce bfe in sorrow must be spent . 

Sm enslav'd me many years 

Sin has undone our wretched race . 

Sing, muse (if such' a theme* so dark, so long 
Sir ! when 1 dew to seize the bird , 

Sleep at hast has fled these eyes 

So have I seen the maids in vain 

be then— the Vandals of our isle 

Sometimes a light surprizes 

Sors ad versa gerife stirmdum, $ed tendif et alas 

Source of love, and light of day 

bouree of Love, my brighter Sun 

Still* still, without ceasing 

Sun ! stay thy course, this moment stn> . 

buns that set. and moons that wane 

Survivor sole, and hardly such, of all 

Sweet babe, whose image here express'd" 

Sweet bird, whom the winter constrains 
fcnveet nymph, who art, it seems, accused . 
Sweet stream that winds thro' vender glade 
Sweet tenants of this grove ■ 


Take to thy bosom, gentle earth, a swain 
dears now, and cease not, where the good man lie- 
1 nameless for favours from on high ’ . 

i hat ocean jam of late survey’d * , 

I hat thou i inaysfc injure noma n, dove-like be 
r Astrologers did all alike presage 
i he Bard, it e'er he feel at all . 

1 he beams of April ere it goes 
J he billows swell, the winds are high 
A w ' k\ w3s P\\ fc off their ev*ry hue ' . 

1 he Chancellor once was a tree full of fruit 
I he curate and churchwarden 
I he fountain in its source 
I he Genius of fclr Augustan age 
I lie green-house is my summer seat 
I he lady thus address'd her spouse , 

I he lapse of time and rivers h the same 
1 ne Lord proclaims his grace abroad ! 

4n l* 0RD re £?l ves his highest praise 
ip e Lord will happiness divine 
A he lover, in melodious verses . 

The new-born child of gospel-grace . * 

I he noon was shady, and soft airs 
A. he nymph must lose her female friend* 

-lii old man, our amiable old man is f-*one 
Ihe pine-apples, m triple row 
The poplars are fell'd, farewell to the shade 
The rose had been wash'd, just wash’d in a show, 
m! 16 should never be dismay’d 
1 he baviour hides his face ! * 

Ihe baviour l what a noble flame 
ihe sculptor ,-— blameless, though once clear to fane 

The SW P Knt°r C V d his i 
X he fcky begum to lower and thick’nim*' Clouds 

AN KpWFV eye, the mantling cheek” / 
ihe fcjpint breathes upon the word , ■ 
rftte fc 0X1 Anna’s breast * 

ihe straw-stuff' d hamper with his ruthless steel 
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The suitors sinn’d, hut with a fair excuse 
The swallows in their torpid state . 

The twentieth year is well-nigh past 
The winter-night now well-nigh worn away . 

The works of ancient bards divine 
Thee, whose refulgent staff, and summons clear 
There is a bird who,, by his coat 
There is a took, winch we may call . 

There is a field through which I often pass 
There is a fountain fill'd with blood . 

There is in souls a sympathy with sounds 
There's not an Eccho round me 
There was a time when JEtna’s silent fire 
These are not dew-drops, these are tears 
These critics, who to faith no quarter grant 
These verses also to thy praise the Nine 
They call thee rich— I deem thee poor . 

They mock my toil — the nymphs and arn’rous swains 

Think, Delia, with what cruel haste 

This cabin, Mary, in my sight appears 

This cap, that so stately appears 

This evkiing, Delia, you and I 

This is the feast of heav’nly wine 

Though nature weigh our talents, and dispense 

Though once a puppy, and though Fop by name 

Thou hast no lightnings, O thou Just ! 

Thou magic lyre, whose fascinating sound . 

Thou maysfc of double ignorance boast . 

Thracian parents, at his birth 
Thrive gentle plant ! and weave a bowk’ 

Through floods and flames to your retreat . 

Thus Italy was mov’d — nor did the chief 
Thus says the prophet of the Turk ... 

Thy country, Wilber£oree, # with just disdain 

Thy mansion is the Christian’s heart 

Time, never wand’ring from his annual round . 

Time was when I was free as air 
: Tis Folly all— let me no more be told . 

5 Tis my happiness below . 

J Tis morning ; and the sun, with ruddy orb 
’Tis not that I design to rob 
To Babylon’s proud waters brought 
To be remember’d thus js fame 
To grass, or leaf, or fruit, or wall 
To Jesus, the Crown of my Hope . 

To keep the lamp alive # 

To lay the soul that loves him low . 

To Mr. John Milton .... 

To purify their wine some people bleed 
To tell the Saviour all my wants 
To those who know the Lord I speak 
To watch the storms, and hear the sky . 

Toll for the brave ..... 

Too many. Lord, abuse thy grace 

Traveler, regret not me ; for thou shaft find 

Tres tria, sed longe distant! a sseeula, vates 

Trust me, the meed of praise, dealt thriftily 

’Twas a long journey lay before us 

’Twas in the glad season of spring . 

’Twas my purpose, on a day 
Two neighbours furiously dispute . 

Two nymphs, both nearly of an age 
Two omens seem propitious to my fame 
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Two poets f poets by report 

Two powderd coxcombs wait at your command 

Unwin, I should but ill repay , 

Weak and irresolute is man 

What features, form, mien, manners, with a mind 

What is there in the vale of life 

What nature, alas l has denied , , 

What portents, from what distant reason, ride 
What thousands never knew the road 1 „ 

What various hindrances we meet . 

What virtue or what mental grace 

When a bar of pure silver or ingot of gold . 

When all within is peace 

When Auras, the nocturnal thief, made prize 

When darkness long has veil’d my mind 

When Hagar found ’the bottle spent 

When little more than hoy in age 

When long sequestered from his throne 

When the British warrior queen 

When win and genius meet their doom 

Whence is it, that amaz'd I hear 

Where hast thou floated, in v/hafc seas pursued 

Where Humber pours his rich commercial stream, 

While thirteen moons saw smoothly run 

Who does not blush when charged with selfish views V 

Why weeps the muse for .England? What appear,- . 

Wilds horrid and dark with overshadowing lives.. 

William was once a bashful youth . * , 

Winter has a joy for me 
With no rich viands overcharg'd, I send 
With seeds and bird-lime, from the desert air 
With two .-.purs or one ; no great matter which 
Would my .Delia know if 1 Jove, let her take 
Write to Sardis, saifcb the Lain) . 

Ye 'Linnets, let us try, beneath this grove 
Ye nymphs ! i? e'er your eyes were* red 
Ye nymphs of Hkuyra if< »r ye have shed 
Ve sister povdrs, who oVr the sacred grove* # 

Yc sons of earth prepare the plough 
Von bid me write t; amuse the tedious hours 
\p n «i vc* your cheeks a rosy stain 
V on told me, I remember, glory, built 
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